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D  U  A  N     IV. 


AEGUMENT. 

'  The  action  of  tlie  poem  bemg  suspeinleJ  by  night,  Ossi.in  takes  that  oppor- 
tunity  to  reliite  his  own  actions  at  the  hxke  of  Lego,  and  his  courtship  of 
Everallin,  who  was  the  mother  of  Oscar,  and  had  died  some  time  before 
the  expedition  of  Fingal  into  Ireland.  Her  ghost  appears  to  him,  and 
tells  liim  that  Oscar,  who  had  been  sent  in  the  beginniug  of  the  night  to 
observe  the  enemy,  was  engaged  with  an  adv.anced  party,  and  almost  over- 
powered.  Ossian  relieves  his  son,  iind  an  alarm  is  given  to  Fingal  of  the 
approach  of  Swaran.  The  king  rises,  calls  his  arniy  together,  and,  as  he 
liad  promised  the  preceding  night,  devolves  the  command  on  Gaxxl  the 
son  of  Morni,  while  he  himself,  after  charging  his  sons  to  behave  gallantly 
and  defend  his  people,  retires  to  a  hill,  from  whence  he  could  have  a  view 
of  the  battle.  The  battle  joins  ;  the  poet  relates  Oscar's  great  aotions. 
But  when  Oscar,  in  conjunction  with  his  father,  conquered  in  one  wing, 
Gaul,  who  was  attacked  by  Swaran  in  person,  was  on  the  point  of  retreat- 
ing  in  the  other.  Fingal  sends  Ullin  his  bard  to  encourage  him  with  a 
war-song,  but,  notwithstanding,  Swaran  prevails,  and  Gaul  and  his  army 
ai-e  obliged  to  give  way.  Fingal,  desceniling  from  the  hiU,  rallies  them 
again.  Swaran  desists  from  the  piusuit,  possesses  himself  of  a  rising  ground, 
restores  the  ranks,  and  waits  the  approach  of  Fingal.  The  king,  having 
encouraged  his  men,  gives  the  necessary  orders,  and  renews  the  battle. 
Cuthullin,  who,  with  his  friend  Connal,  and  Carril  his  bard,  had  retired 
to  the  cave  of  Tura,  hearing  the  noise,  came  to  the  brow  of  the  hill, 
which  overlooked  the  field  of  battle,  where  he  saw  Fingal  engaged  with 
the  enemy.  He,  being  hindered  by  Connal  froin  joining  Fingal,  who  was 
hiraself  upon  the  point  of  obtaining  a  complete  victory,  sends  Carril  to 
congratulate  that  hero  on  his  success." — Jl. 


FIONNGHAL. 


D  U  A  N     IV. 


Co  'tbigeadh  le  fonn  do'u  blieinu, 
Mar  bhoglia  Lèua  nam  braon  mall  ? 
'S  i  òigh  a  gluith-ghràidli  a  th'aun, 
Nigheau  Tlioscair  a's  gile  làrah. 
T)  Is  tric  a  chual'  tliu  fonu  uani  fèin  ; 
'S  tric  a  thug  thu  deoir  na  h-àiUe. 
An  tig  thu  gu  còmhrag  nan  treun, 
Gu  gniomh  Oscair  ii  ghorm-mhàile  ? 
C'  uin'  shiùl)hlas  an  duiblu'e  o  Chòna 

10  Nau  sruth  mòr  a's  àirde  fuaim  ? 

Chaidh  mo  h\i  seachad  's  a'  chòmhrag ; 
Tha  m'  aois  fo  dliòghruiun  's  fo  gliruaim. 
A  uighean  uau  làmli  mar  an  sneaclid' 
Cha  rol)h  mi  cho  brònach  's  cho  dall, 

15  Cha  robli  mi  cho  dorcha  gun  bheachd, 
'N  uair  thug  Eimhir-àluiuu  a  gi'àdh — 
Eimhir-àluiuu  uau  cial)!!  doun, 
Nisfhean  Hhrano  a'  bliniillicli  bliàiu. 


Who  comes  witli  her  songs  from  tlie  liill,  like  the  how  of  tlie 
showery  Lona  ì  It  is  the  niaid  of  tlio  voice  of  love  !  tlio  white- 
armed  daughter  of  Toscar  !  Often  hast  thoii  hoard  iiiy  song ;  often 
giveii  the  tear  of  hcauty.  Dost  thou  como  to  tlie  wars  of  tliy 
people  ì  to  hear  the  actions  of  Oscar  ?      When  shall  I  cease  to 


FINGAL. 


D  U  A  N     IV. 


Who  comcs  witli  music  to  tlic  hill, 

Like  Lena's  bow  of  slow  soft  showcrs  ? 

It  is  the  maideu  of  the  voice  of  lovc — 

Toscar's  daughter  of  whitest  haud. 
5  Oft  hast  thou  hcard  from  me  the  song, 

Oft  hast  thou  shed  the  tear  of  beauty. 

Wilt  thou  come  to  the  combat  of  stx'ong  oncs  ? — 

To  the  deeds  of  Oscar  of  bluc  mail  ? 

When  wiU  darkness  pass  from  Cona, 
10  Of  great  and  loudly-sounding  stream  ? 

My  battle-days  have  passed  away, 

My  age  is  in  pain  and  in  gloom. 

Daughter  of  hands  likc  thc  snow, 

I  was  not  so  sad,  or  so  bliud ; 
15  I  was  not  so  dark  aud  sightless, 

When  Evir-AUin  gave  her  love^ — 

Evir-AUin  of  brown  hair, 

Brano's  dauehter  of  bosom  fair. 


Ossian  ad- 
dresses  Mal- 
vina  ; 


relates  his 
courtship  of 
Evir-Allin, 
daughter  of 
Brano,  and 
mother  of 
O.scar. 


inoum,  by  tlie  streams  of  resounding  Cona  1    My  years  have  passcd 
away  in  battle.     My  age  is  darkened  witli  grief ! 

Daughter  of  the  hand  of  snow  !  I  was  not  so  mournful  and 
blind  ;  I  was  not  so  dark  and  forlorn,  when  Everallin  loved  me  ! 
Everallin  with  tho  dark-hrown  liair,  tlu'  wliite-bosomed  daughter  of 
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'N  a  ddigli  a  bha  niìle  sonu  ; 
20  Do  mhìle  sonu  clhiult  is'  a  làmh  : 
Chuireadli  laoich  nau  lann  air  clùil  ; 
B'  àiUe  'n  a  siiil-se  'bha  Oisian. 

Chaidh  mise  dh'iarruidlii  na  h-òigh 

Gu  Lego  mòr,  a's  dorcha  stuadh. 
25  Dà  ghaisgeach  dheug  a  bha,  'am  chòir, 

Sìol  Mhòrbheinn  nan  sruth  's  nan  cruacli. 

Tliàinig  gu  Brano  ua  dàimh, 

Brauo  na  màil'  'an  robh  fuaim. 

"  Co  as,"  thuirt  ceannard  an  àigh, 
30  "  Na  h-òig-fhir  fo  airm  's  fo  chruaidh  ? 

Cha-n  f  hurasda  gdill'  a  thoirt  o  òigh, 

'Dhiìdt  triath'  Eiriun  nan  gorm-shùh 

Ceud  fàilt'  air  ceanuard  nau  slògh, 

Mac  Fhiouughail,  a's  mòr  cliu. 
.35  Is  sona  'n  òigh  a  gheiHeas  dhuit  fein, 

A  ghaisgich  thrdiu  nan  gnìomh  còi'i- ; 

Ged  bu  leamsa  dà  uigheau  dlieug, 

Bu  leatsa  do  rogha,  a  slicdiil." 

Dh'f  hosgail  e  talla  na  h-òigh, 
40  Eimhir-àluinn  nan  ciabh  doun. 

Dh'òirich  aoibhneas  'an  anam  au  t-sh^igh 
Chuir  fàilt  aii-  nighin  Bhrano  nan  long. 


Branno  !  A  Ihousaml  huroes  soiiglit  the  inaid  ;  sho  refused  lier  lovo 
to  a  thousand.  Tlie  sous  of  the  swonl  wcro  despiscd  ;  for  gracoful 
in  her  eyes  was  Ossian  !  I  went  in  suit  of  thc  niaid  to  Lego's  .saMe 
surge.  Twelvo  of  my  poople  wcre  tliere,  tlic  sons  of  slreaiuy  Mor- 
von  !  We  came  to  Branno,  fricnd  of  strangors  !  ]5ranno  of  tlio 
soundiiu'  uiail  !     "  l">oin  whence,"  lie  said,  "  arc  thc  arnis  of  stccl? 


A  thousand  heroes  wooed  her  : 
20  To  thousand  heroes  she  refused  her  hand ; 
The  sworded  warriors  were  set  aside ; 
Fair  in  her  eye  was  Ossian. 

I  went  to  woo  the  maiden, 

To  mighty  Lego  of  darkest  wave. 
2.5  Twelve  warriors  were  by  my  side, 

Sons  of  great  hills  of  rivers  and  of  crags. 

To  Brano  the  straugers  came — 

To  Brano  of  soundiug  mail. 

"  ^Vhence,"  said  the  gracious  chief, 
30  "  Are  the  youth  in  armour  of  steel  1 

No  easy  task  to  win  the  maid, 

Who  has  refused  the  blue-eycd  chiefs  of  Erin. 

A  huudred  welcomes  to  the  leader  of  hosts— 

The  son  of  Fingal  mighty  in  renown. 
35  Happy  the  maid  who  yiekls  to  thee, 

Warrior  strong  of  dauutless  deeds. 

Though  daughters  twelve  were  mine, 

The  choice  were  thiue,  tliou  brave  one  1 " 

He  opened  the  bower  of  the  niaiden — 
40  EvÌL'-Allin  of  dark-broA\u  hair. 

Joy  uprose  on  the  soids  of  the  meu  ; 

(They)  greeted  the  daughter  of  Brano  of  ships. 


Accompained 
by  twclve 
warriors,  he 
went  to  Lego, 
Brauo's  dwell- 
ing-place. 


Brano  wel- 
comes  him ; 
and  his  com- 
panions  great- 
ly  rejoice  on 
seeing  the 
beauty  of 
Eyir-AUin. 


Xot  easy  to  ■win  is  tlie  maid  wlio  lias  deniecl  tlie  Ijlue-eyed  sons  of 
Erin  !  But  blest  be  tliou,  0  son  of  Fingal  !  Hajipj^  is  the  maid 
that  waits  thee  !  Though  twelve  daughters  of  beauty  were  mine, 
tliine  ■were  the  choice,  thou  son  of  fame  ! " 

He  opened  the  hall  of  the  maid,  tlie  dark-haired  Everallin.     .Joy 
kindled   in  our  manly  breasts.      AVe    blest  the  maid  of  Eranno. 
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Gu  h-àrd  air  fii-eacli  au  flieidh 

Bha  Cormac,  e  fein  's  a  shluagh, 
45  Ochd  gaisgich  do  'n  triath  's  a'  blieinn ; 

Bha  dearrsa  na  gTein'  air  an  eruaidh. 

'N  sin  Colla  'us  Dìira  nan  lot, 

Taog  agus  Freasdal  'bu  shàr, 

Daora  nan  gnìomh  nach  b'  olc, 
.'iO  'Us  Daohi,  fear-cumhainn  a'  bhlàir," 

Bha  lann  'n  a  theine  'n  a  làimli  fein  ; '' 

Bu  ghlan  a  dhreach  's  a'  bheinn  fo  'cliruaidh. 

Bha  ochdnar  aig  Oisian,  fir  threun, 

'Thàinig  thairis  gun  bheud  air  chuau. 
55  Bha  Ulliu,  mac  a'  chòmhraig,  auu, 

'Us  MuUa  uau  hinu  's  uan  guìomh  ; 

ScaUag  uasal  'bu  shuairce  làmh, 

Oglan  feargach,  Càirdeal  gun  ghìomh ; 

Bha  Dubh  mac  Ròiuue,  mala  'bhàis 
60  'N  a  slieasamh  's  an  àrd  ri  m'  thaobh. 

C'ar  son  air  dheireadh,  'Ogair  shàir, 

'Fhir  chliùthair  air  Ardbheinu  an  fhraoicli  i 


a  Lit.  stmit- 
mitii,  ov  maìi 
ofstraits  in 
battlc. 

6  In  Coriuac's 
hand  ;  Gael. 
itt  his  own 
hatid. 


"  C^cì.  ìnnn, 
liUule  (il'  any 
kinrl.    Asthey 
seem  to  have 
been  en(;.if,'eil 
with  sworjs, 
soinc  othcT 
weapou  nnist 
be  uieant  liy 
lann,  and  tliis 
was  probulily 
a  dar/gcr  or 
dirk. 


Tliachair  ( )gar  air  garljli  Dhaol', 
Taobh  ri  tao1)h  air  reidh  nan  sonn. 
65  Bha  còmhrag  uan  triath  mar  ghaoith 
Air  chuan  baoth  a's  col)harach  touu. 
Chuimlinich  Ògar  air  a  hiun," 

Above  us  on  the  hill  appeared  tho  peoplo  of  stately  Cormac. 
Eight  were  tho  heroes  of  the  chief.  The  licath  flamed  wide  witli 
their  arms.  Thoro  Colla,  theru  IJurra  of  wounds,  thero  mighty 
Toscar,  and  Tago,  tliero  Frcstal  tlie  victorious  stood  ;  Dairo  of  tlie 
happy  doods  :  J)ala,  the  batth;'s  hulwark  in  tlio  narrow  way  !  Tlie 
sword  flamed  in  the  liand  of  Cormao.  Graccful  was  the  look  of  tho 
lioro  !     Eight  wore  tlio  hcroos  of  Ossian.     Ullin,  sturuiy  sun  uf  war. 


High  on  the  mountain  of  deer 

Was  Cormac,  he  and  his  band. 
45  Eight  warriors  (were)  Avitli  the  chief  on  liigh 

The  gleaming  of  the  sun  was  ou  their  steeL 

Colla  and  wouud-dealing  Dura  were  there  ; 

Ta-og  and  Fresdal,  warriors  true  ; 

Dora  of  not  unworthy  deeds  ; 
50  And  Dola,  good  in  battlte-straits  :  " 

A  flaming  sword  was  in  Cormac's  hand  ;  * 

Bright  his  bearing  on  the  hill  in  steel. 

Eight  were  with  Ossian — valiaut  men, 

Who  came  secure  across  the  ocean. 
55  Ullin,  son  of  war,  was  there, 

Aud  MuHa  of  swords  aud  of  (brave)  dceds, 

Noble  Scallag  of  freest  hand, 

Fierce  Oglan,  fearless  Cardal, 

Du-Mac-Eoinè,  brow  of  death, 
60  Stood  on  the  height  by  luy  side ; 

Why  last  (shouldst  thou  be)  Ogar  true, 

Eeno^raed  one  on  Ardven  of  heatlier  ? 


DUAN  IV. 

Cormac,  a 
suitor  for  lier 
hand,  aeeom- 
panieil  by 
eigiit  warriors, 
resolves  to 
give  battle  to 


Encountered  Ogar  and  mighty  Dohx 
Face  to  face  on  the  field  of  heroes ; 
65  The  combat  of  the  chiefs  was  like  a  bhast 
On  raging  sea  of  yeasty  wave. 
Ocar  bethouQ-ht  him  of  his  dirk,'' 


The  battle 
ilescribed. 


Mullo  of  the  generous  deeds.  The  noble,  the  graceful  Scelaclia. 
Oglan  and  Cerdal  tlie  ■nTatkful.  Dumariccan's  lirows  of  death ! 
And  ■why  should  Ogar  he  the  last ;  so  wide  renowned  on  the  hills  of 
Ardven  ì 

Ogar  met  Dala  the  strong,  face  to  face  on  the  fiekl  of  heroes. 
Thc  hattle  of  thc  chiefs  was  likc  wind  on  ocean's  foamy  waves. 
The   dagger  is  rememhered  hy  (_)gar ;  the  weapnu  which  he  loved 
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Ball-airm  'bu  deise  do  'làimli ; 

Naoi  uairean  reub  e  'nàmbaid  tball. 
70  Tbionndaidh  stoirm-cbruadail  a'  bblàir. 

Tri  cbuairt  do  l)bris  mi  a  sgiatb  ; 

Tri  cbuairt  bbris  an  triatb  a  sbleagb. 

Tbuit  a  cbeanu  àill'  air  an  t-sliabb  ; 

Cbaidh  càirdean  an  triatb  fo  ruaig. 
75  rj'  air  bith  am  fear  a*db'innseadh,  'òigh, 

'S  mi  'n  còmh-  stri'  nan  slògb  'an  soills' 

Gu-m  bitbinn  dall  dubhacb  'am  bròn, 

'Cur  thairis,  'an  ceò,  na  b-oidhch', 

Bu  chòir  dha  'bhi  'm  màile  treun 
80  Gun  cboimeas  'am  beum  nan  Lann. 


«■  Died  (lowii 
in  sileiine  ; 
lit.  lowcrcd  to 
thc  gromid. 


Air  fraocb  Leua,  's  duirche  gi'uaim, 
Dh'ìslich  toirm  nam  fonn  gu  làr," 
Gaoth  a'  caochladb  làidir  shuas, 
Duille  'fuaim  fo  ruadb-cln-aoibb  thall. 
85  Bba  m'  l)heachd  air  Eimbir  a  b'  àiUe, 
'N  uair  tbàinig  i  'an  solus  'bu  chòrr, 
A  gorm-sbìiil  fo  dbeoir  'bu  tlàtb. 
Sbeas  i  air  faobhar  a  neoil, 
A  (Tutb-bcoil  cu  faoin  'us  mall. 


90       "  Èirich,  'Oiscin,  eiricb  gu  hiatb, 

Saor  mac  mo  hiaidb  o  chruaidh  nan  lann 


Ninc  tiines  lio  drownod  it  in  Dala's  side.  Tlie  storniy  battle  turncd. 
Tlireo  tinios  I  broke  ou  Cormac'.s  sliiclil  ;  tlirco  tinics  lie  Lroke  liis 
s])car.  But,  unliappy  youth  of  love  !  I  cut  liis  licad  away.  Pivo 
tinics  I  sliouk  it  by  tlio  lock.  Tlic  fricnds  of  Connac  flcd.  "VMio- 
ovcr  would  havo  toM  nii^,  lovcly  niaid,  when  then  I  strovo  in  batth?, 
that  blind,  forsaken,  and  furlorn  I  iiow  sliouhl  pass  the  niglit ;  fìrni 
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The  weapon  aptest  to  his  hand  ; 
Nine  times  did  he  gash  his  foe. 

70  The  danger-storm  of  battle  turned  ; 
Thrice  I  broke  the  shiekl  (of  Cormac) , 
Thrice  the  hero  broke  his  spear ; 
His  goodly  head  fell  on  the  hilL 
The  friends  of  the  chief  took  to  flight. 

75  He  who  would  have  said,  O  maiden ! 
While  I  fought  amid  hosts  in  light, 
That  bliud,  and  sunk  in  sadness, 
I  should  pass  the  night  iu  mist, 
Had  need  to  stand  in  mail  of  proof, 

80  And  be  unmatched  in  stroke  of  brands. 


Connac  ìs 
slain,  and  his 
surviving 
comrades  re- 
treat. 


On  heath  of  Lena,  darkest  in  frowu, 
The  sound  of  song  died  down  in  silence  ; " 
The  fitful  wind  was  strong  on  high — 
Leaves  rustled  under  russet  trees. 
85  INIy  thoughts  were  of  Evir  fairest, 
When  she  came  in  a  wondrous  light, 
Her  eyes  of  blue  in  gentle  tears  ; 
She  stood  on  the  edge  of  her  cloud — 
Faint  and  slow  (was)  her  voice  :  ^ 


Tlie  narrative 
returns  to 
Fingal  and 
the  war  iu 
Eriu. 


As  Ossian  at 
night  waa 
thinking  of 
the  wife  of 
his  youth, 
her  s])irit  ap- 
pears  before 
liini, 


90       "  Rise,  Ossian,  rise  with  speed  ! — 

Save  my  hived  son  from  thc  brands  of  steel : 


ouglit  liis  mail  to  have  lìeen ;  iinmatched  his  arm  in  war  ! 

On  Lena's  gloumy  heath  the  voicc  of  music  died  away.  The 
unconstant  blast  hlew  hard.  The  high  oak  shook  its  leaves  around. 
Of  Everallin  were  my  thoughts  when  iu  all  the  light  of  beauty  she 
eame,  her  LUie  eyes  rolling  in  tears.  Slie  stood  on  a  cloud  before 
my  sight,  and  spoke  with  feeble  voice  !     "  liisc,  Ossian  !  rise,  and 


10 
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Saor  Oscar,  òg-clieannard  an  t-sluaigli 
'S  e  'còmlirag  ri  Tuathaich  's  a'  ghleaun." 
Air  taoljli  Lìibair  nan  sruth  ganu, 
95  Thuit  i  gu  h-eahimh  fo  'uiaL 

Thog  mi  sci;iath  'us  màile  chruaidh  ; 
Bha  sleagh  'am  làimh  air  an  t-sliabh, 
0  m'  lùraich  chiar  do  dh'èirich  fuaim, 
Bha  fonn  mo  dhàin  air  trèith  a  dh'f  halbh, 

100  'G  a  mhùchadh,  mar  b'  àbhais,  'am  bheul. 
Chuala  Lochlin  an  toirm  thall : 
Theich,  'us  lcau  mo  mhac  'bu  treun. 
Ghhiodh  mi  mar  shruth  mòthar  mall, 
"  'Oscair,  thig  a  nall  thar  Lèua  ; 

105  Na  lean-sa  na  's  fhaide  'n  ruaig, 

Ged  tha  mo  làmh  's  mo  chruaidh  'ad  dheigh." 
Thàinig,  's  bu  taitncach  'am  clduais 
Fuaim  Oscair  'n  a  chruaidh  shàir. 

"  C'ar  son  a  chaisgeadh,  m'  athair,  mo  L\mli, 
110  Gu  'n  aomadh  am  bàs  iad  gu  leir? 
Dorcha,  baoth,  aig  sruth  nan  càrn 
Chas  iad  ri  m'  Lann,  's  ri  Filleau  ; 
[Bha  m'  aire  air  fuathas  ua  h-oidlicir. 
Dh'fhàg  soillse  cuid  dhiubh  's  an  flirìth."] 

115       Mar  ghaoith  oidhch'  air  aghaidh  'chuaiu 


savo  my  son  ;  save  Oscar,  prince  of  mon  !  Koav  tlio  rod  oak  of  Luba's 
struam  lie  fìghts  witli  Loclilin's  sons."  Slie  sank  into  her  cloud 
again.  I  covored  nio  with  stool.  My  spear  sujiported  my  stops ; 
my  rattling  armour  rung.  I  liuuinicd,  as  I  was  wont  in  dangor,  tlio 
songs  of  horoos  of  old.  Like  di.stiuil,  tliundci-  Lcjclilin  hoard.  'l'lioy 
flod  ;  niy  son  pursuod. 

I  callod  him  lilvo  a  distanl  stroam.     "Oscar,  rcturu  uv('r  Lena  ; 
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Save  Oscar,  young  leader  of  liosts — 

He  fights  with  the  Northmeu  in  the  glen, 

By  Lubar  of  scanty  streams." 
95  Straightway  she  sank  into  her  cloud. 

I  donned  my  shield  and  mail  of  steel, 

Grasped  a  spear  on  tlie  hill. 

My  dusky  harness  rattled  loud ; 

The  burden  of  my  song  on  warriors  gone, 
100  Was  muttered,  as  wont,  in  my  mouth. 

Lochlin  heard  the  sound  afar ; 

They  fled,  and  my  brave  son  pursued ; 

I  called,  like  a  slow  soft-flowing  stream  : 

"  Oscar,  come  across  o'er  Lena ; 
105  No  further  foUow  the  rout, 

Though  my  hand  and  my  steel  are  behind  thee.' 

(He)  came,  and  pleasant  in  my  ear 

(Was)  the  sound  of  Oscar  in  steel  of  proof. 


DUAX   IV. 

warning  liim 
ol'  the  danger 
in  which  their 
son  Oscar  then 
stood,  figliting 
with  a  numer- 
ous  band  of 
the  Lochlin 
army. 

He  instantly 
sets  forth  to 
the  rescue  ; 


and  his  ap- 
pronch  drives 
olf  the  enemy. 

He  recalls  Os- 
car  fvom  the 
pursuit. 


"  ^^^iy,  father,  is  my  hand  restrained, 
110  Until  they  all  had  bowed  in  death  ? 

Gloomy  and  fìerce  by  tlie  stream  of  cairns, 
They  rushed  against  my  sword  and  Filhin's. 
[I  watched  the  terrors  of  the  night ;  ^' 
Some  of  them  fell  darkly  in  tlie  wood."] 

115       Like  the  uight-wind  on  face  of  oceau, 


Oscar  com- 
plains  of  being 
stopped  in  his 
conquering 
course. 


no  fiu'tluT  pursue  tlie  foe,"  I  said,  "  thougli  Ossian  is  liehind 
thee."  He  came  ;  and  pleasant  to  iny  ear  was  Oscar's  sounding 
steel.  "  Why  didst  thou  stop  niy  hand,"  he  said,  "  till  death  had 
covered  all  1  For  dark  and  dreadful  by  the  stream  they  niet  thy 
son  aud  Fillan  !  They  watched  the  terrors  of  the  night.  Our 
swords  liave  conquered  some.  But  as  the  winds  of  night  pour  the 
ocean  over  the  white  sands  of  !Mora,  so  dark  advance  the  sons  of 
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FIONNGHAL. 


a  Lora,  appar- 
ently  a  mis- 
\<nnt  {oT  Lena. 


'Taomadh  luatli  air  gaineamli  ]\Iliòra, 
Clio  dorch'  tliig  Suaran  's  a  sbhiagh 
Thar  Lèna  nan  cruach  gun  chòmhradh. 
Tha  tannais  fhuar  a'  screadail  thall, 

120  Chuunas  tein'  a'  bhàis  air  Lòra." 

"  Dìiisgcam  o  'chodal  an  trcun-f hear 
Fianih-ghàireacb  'am  beum  nan  toirm. 
Tlia  esau  mar  ghrian  anus  na  spcuraibli, 
Do  'n  gèill  niòr  ghainionn  nan  stoirm." 

12.3  Mhosgail  0  'aisbug  an  triath, 

Agus  dh'aom  e  air  sgiatb  Tbrt'uumboir, 
Sgiatb  mhòr  leatbauu  nan  dreach  ciar, 
'Thog  'atbair  'an  sHabb  uam  fcadbua. 
Tbàinig  'n  a  cbodal  do'n  ghaisgeach 

130  Aghaidh  'n  t-sueachda  'n  a  cruth  faoin ; 
Thàinig  i  o  astar  a'  cbuaiu  ; 
Bu  ghlas  a  tuar  a  reir  a  Ijhcacbd, 
Mall  a'  gluasad  'n  a  h-aouar  o'u  stuaidh, 
Dubh-dheoir  a'  ruith  luath  o  'leac. 

135  Leth-fhaict'  thog  i  'L\mh  o  'h-earradb, 
0  'h-earradh  de  neoil  na  f  àsaich  ; 
Thog  'làmh  thar  eeannard  nam  fcara. 
Thionndaidh  i  'sealladh,  's  i  sàmhach. 


"  C'  ar  son  fo  dheoir,  a  niglican  Stìlrno  ? " 
140  Thuirt  Fionnghal  le  spàirn  a  cbleibh, 

LocUin  over  Lena's  rustling  hcath  !  The  ghosts  of  iiiglit  shriek 
afar  :  I  have  seen  thc  nietcors  of  dcatli.  Let  nie  awake  the  king 
of  Morven,  ho  that  smilcs  in  danger  !  IIc  that  is  like  the  sun  of 
heaven  rising  in  a  storni  ! " 

Fingal  haJ  started  froni  a  dream  and  leaned  on  Trcnnior's  shicld 
— the  dark-hrown  shield  of  his  fathers — which  they  had  lifted  of 
old  iu  war.     Tho  hcro  had  sccn  in  his  rcst  thc  mournful  form  of 
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Swiftly  poiiring  on  the  sands  of  Mora, 

Darkly  came  Swaran  witli  his  hosts, 

And  silently  over  Leua  of  cairns  ; 

Cokl  spectres  are  shrieking  afar  : 
120  The  fire  of  death  is  seen  on  Lora." 

"  From  his  sleep  I  will  rouse  the  strong  oue, 

Who  smiles  amid  crashing  blows. 

He  is  like  to  the  sun  iu  heaven, 

To  whom  the  stormy  tempest  yields." 
125  The  priuce  awoke  from  his  dream, 

And  leaned  ou  the  shield  of  Treuumor — 

The  great  broad  shield  of  dusky  shades, 

Which  his  father  had  raised  on  the  hill  of  hosts. 

To  the  hero  in  his  sleep  there  came 
130  Agaudecca,  iu  spirit-form. 

She  came  from  ocean  wide  ; 

Pale  was  her  visage  in  his  view  : 

Slow,  aud  alone,  (she)  passed  fi'om  the  wave, 

Dark  tears  fast  streaming  dowu  her  cheek. 
135  Half-seeu,  she  raised  her  hand  from  her  robe — 

Her  robe  of  the  cloud  of  the  dcsert ; 

She  raised  her  liand  above  the  chief  of  men, 

(And)  turued  her  eyes  away  in  silence. 

"  Wherefore  iu  tears,  daughter  of  Staruo  1 " 
140  Said  Fingal,  with  labouring  breath  ; 

Agandecca.  Slie  came  from  tho  vray  of  tlie  ocean.  Shc  slowly, 
lonely,  moved  over  Lena.  Her  face  was  jxxle  like  the  mist  of 
Cromla  :  dark  were  the  tears  of  her  cheek.  She  often  raised  her 
dim  hand  from  her  rohe — her  robe  which  -was  of  the  clouds  of  the 
desert ;  she  raised  her  dim  hand  over  i'ingal,  and  tiirned  away  her 
sUent  eyes  !  "  Why  weeps  the  daughter  of  Starno  1 "  said  Fingal, 
with  a  sigh  ;  "  why  is  tliy  face  so  pale,  fair  wanderer  of  the  clouds'ì" 


DCAN  IV. 

Swaran's  army 
is  heanl  ap- 
proaching, 
and  Oscar 
hasteus  to 
awaken  Fin- 
gal. 


Agandccca 
had  come  to 
him  in  a 
dream, 


nttering  no 
words, 
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"  C'  ar  soa  guu  tuar  a  rìiin  nan  garbh-threiin, 

A's  àiUc  siubhal  'an  ueoil  uan  speur?" 

Dh'imich  i  air  gaoith  o  Lèua  ; 

Dli'f hàg  i  'n  treun  'au  iomall  oidheli' : 
145  Bha  'bròn  mu  'sìuus're  'an  Eiriun 

Gu  tuiteam  's  a'  bheiun  ri  soills'. 

Ghrad-bliris  an  laoeh  o  'shuaiu  ; 

'N  a  bheachd  bha  ainuir  nau  eruth  faoiu. 

Thàinig  ceuman  Oscair  gu  hmth, 
150  A  sgiath  chruaidh  's  i  liath  ri  'thaobh. 

Bha  dearrsa  'g  èirigh  o  'n  ear 

'Cur  glaise  air  lear  a'  chuain. 

"  Cia  maitheas  'tli'  aig  nàmhaid  fo  fhiamh?" 

Thuirt  ceannard  nan  triath  as;  èirieh ; 
155  "  'N  do  theich  iad  gu  cuau  o  'n  t-sliabh, 

No  'n  d'fhan  iad  fo  'n  sgiatlian  air  Lèua?" 

"  C'  uim  an  iarradh  au  rìgh  mu  'n  t-sluagli? 

Cluinneam  an  guth  air  fuar-ghaoitli.'' 

"  Imich  thar  Lèua  gu  luatli, 
IGO  'Shàr  Oscair,  'us  gluais  na  hu:)ich." 

Aig  crom-chk)ich  Lìibair  shcas  au  rìgh  ; 
Tri  chuairt  thog  e  suas  a  gliuth. 
Chlisg  fèidh  air  Cromhi  nam  frìth, 
Clirith  carraig,  'us  cruach,  'us  sruth. 
165  Mar  thoirm  ceud  sruth  mòr  o  'n  aonach 


Shc  departed  on  the  wind  of  Lcna.  Slie  lcft  liim  in  the  midst  of 
tlie  night.  She  nioumed  the  sons  of  her  people  tliat  were  to  fall  by 
the  liand  of  Fingal. 

Thc  hero  started  from  rest.  StiU  he  behuld  hcr  in  his  soul.  The 
sound  of  Oscar's  steps  approaclicd.  Tlie  king  saw  tlie  grcy  sliield 
on  his  side  :  for  tlio  faint  beam  of  thc  morning  canie  over  the 
waters  of  Ullin.     "  Wliat  do  tho  focs  in  their  fear?  "  said  the  risint' 
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"  Why,  love  of  warriors,  art  thou  pale — 

Thoii  of  bright  path  on  cloucls  of  the  sky  ?  " 

She  passed  from  Lena  on  the  wind ; 

She  left  the  hero  at  the  close  of  night. 
145  Her  gxief  was  for  her  friends  in  Erin,  (doomed) 

To  fall  on  the  hill  with  morning  light. 

Soon  started  the  hero  from  his  sleep ; 

The  maid,  in  airy  image,  was  before  his  sight. 

Oscar  cb-ew  near  with  hasty  steps, 
150  His  hard  grey  shield  (was)  by  his  side. 

Brightness  was  dawuing  in  the  east, 

Dappliug  the  phiiu  of  ocean. 

"  What  boots  a  foe  in  fear  ? " 

Said  the  leader  of  heroes,  as  he  roac  ; 
155  "  Have  they  fled  to  ocean  from  the  hiU  ? 

Or  tarry  they  beneath  their  shiehls  ou  Lena  ?  " 

"  Why  should  the  kiug  incpiire  for  the  host  1 

On  the  cold  wiud  I  hear  their  voice." 

"  Pass  over  Lena  with  speed, 
160  Brave  Oscar,  and  rouse  the  heroes." 

At  the  ciu'ved  stoue  of  Lubar  stood  the  king. 
Thrice  he  lifted  up  his  voice  : 
The  deer  on  Cromhx  of  forests  started ; 
Ridges,  rocks,  aucl  rivers  trembled. 
1G5  Like  noise  of  a  hundred  gxeat  mouutain-torreuts, 

king  of  Jlorveu ;  "  or  fly  tliey  tlirough  ocean's  foam,  or  wait  tliey 
the  battle  of  steel?  But  why  should  Fingal  ask  1  I  hear  their 
voice  on  the  early  wind  !  Fly  over  Leua's  heath  :  O  Oscar,  awake 
our  friends  !  " 

Tlie  king  stood  hy  the  stone  of  Lul  lar.  Tlirice  he  reared  his  ter- 
rihle  voice.  The  deer  started  from  the  fountains  of  Gromla.  The 
roeks  shook  on  all  their  hills.     Like  the  noise  of  a  liuudred  moun- 


but  moumful 
l'or  the  over- 
throw  which 
she  saw  await- 
ing  her  frien  Js 
of  Lochlin  011 
the  approacli- 
ing  ila}'. 
Oscar  awak- 
ens  him  in 
the  morning 
ilawn. 


He  orders 
Oscar  to 
arouse  the 
whole  arniy ; 

and  he  hini- 
self  givesthree 
shouts  which 
startle  the 
deer  and 
shake  the 
hiUs. 
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DUAN  IV.  A  leumas  fo  cliobliar  's  a  lìheucas, 

Mar  thionaileas  gu  stoirm  's  a  thaomas 
Neoil  chaochUxch  air  ghorm  uan  speuran, 
Thachair  gaisgich  nam  fàs-bhcann 
170  Fo  ojhuth  'us  fo  Lann  an  rìgh. 

Bu  taitueach  clo  shluagh  a  thir  fein 
Guth  rìgh  Mhòrbheinn  'bu  treun  làmli ; 
'S  tric  'lean  iad  gu  Làrach  nam  l)eum, 
'S  a  thiU  iad  le  faoibh  o'n  bhL\r. 

175       "  Gluaisibh  gu  còmhrag,"  thuirt  an  triatli, 
"  'Chlanu  Shelma  a  's  àirde  fuaim  ; 
Gluaisibh  gu  bàs  mhìlt'  air  sliabh  ; 
Chi  mac  Cumhail  an  strì  o'n  chruaich  ; 
Bi'dh  mo  mnn  r'ar  cìil  's  a'  Ijheinn 

180  A'  cumail  o  Ijheud  mo  shluaigh. 
Na  faiceam  a  chaoidh  'ur  feum, 
'S  mac  Mhorni  'n  a  èideadh  cruaidh, 
Sàr  cheannard  nan  treun-fhear  's  a'  lililàr, 
Mu-m  bi  na  fir-dhàn  a'  luaidh. 

185  'Chaol-thannais  nan  triatli  nach  beò, 
'Tlia  'marcachd  air  ceò  's  a'  ghaoith, 
GLicaibh  ua  thuitcas  gun  deò, 
'Us  togail)h  gu  Cromla  ua  Laoich  ; 
'Bliuar  osag  Lena,  iomraich  thall 

190  Thar  aigein  ua  trèin  gi;  'n  t\r ; 


tain  streams,  that  Imrst  and  roar  anil  foam  !  likc  tlie  clouds  that 
gathcr  to  a  tempcst  on  thc  hlue  face  of  tlic  sky  !  so  mct  tlie  sons  of 
tlio  dcscrt  round  tho  tcrrible  voice  of  Fingal.  Plcasant  was  the 
voico  of  the  king  of  l^Iorven  to  the  warriors  of  his  land.  Oftcn  had 
hc  led  thcm  to  batlle ;  oftcn  returnod  with  thc  siioils  of  the  foe ! 

"  Come  to  battlo,"  said  tlic  king,  "  yc  childrcn  of  cchoing  Sclma  ! 
Conio  to  the  death  of  tliousands.     Comhal'.s  son  will  soe  the  fìglit. 
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TVTiich  leap  and  roar  in  foam  ; 
As  muster  for  a  storm,  ancl  pour 
The  fitful  clouds  on  azure  of  the  skies, 
Mustered  the  heroes  of  the  desert  Bens, 
170  To  the  voice  and  brand  of  the  king. 
Cheering  to  the  meu  of  his  native  land 
The  voice  of  Morvcn's  king  of  stahvart  arm  : 
Oft  had  they  followed  him  to  field  of  gashing  blows, 
Aud  come  back  from  the  battle  with  spoils. 

175       "  Advance  to  conflict,"  said  the  prince, 

"  Ye  sons  of  loud-resounding  Selma. 

Forward  to  death  of  thousands  on  the  hill. 

Cuhal's  son  will  view  the  battle  from  the  height ; 

My  bhide  shall  back  you  on  the  height. 
180  To  guard  my  people  from  harm. 

(But)  let  me  never  see  your  need 

While  Morni's  son  is  clad  in  his  steel — 

True  leader  of  brave  ones  in  battle, 

Whose  praise  the  bards  will  sing. 
185  Light  spirits  of  departed  chiefs, 

That  ride  on  the  mist  of  the  blast, 

Receive  ye  those  who  fall  in  death, 

And  bear  ye  the  heroes  to  Cromhx  : 

Cold  blast  of  lieua,  do  thou  waft 
190  Over  ocean  the  brave  to  their  native  hind — 

My  sword  shall  wave  on  the  kill  tlie  defence  of  my  people  in  war. 
But  never  may  you  need  it,  ■warriors  ;  while  the  son  of  Momi  figMs, 
the  cliief  of  mighty  men  !  He  sliall  lead  my  battle  ;  that  his  fame 
may  rise  in  song !  0  ye  ghosts  of  heroes  dead  !  ye  riders  of  the 
storm  of  Cromla  !  receive  my  falling  people  with  joy,  and  bear  them 
to  your  hills.  And  may  the  blast  of  Lena  carry  them  over  my  seas, 
that  they  may  come  to  my  silent  dreams,  and  delight  my  soul  in 
VOL.  II.  B 


DUAN  IV. 

The  host 
sijeedily  mus- 
ter  arounil 
him. 


He  commits 
the  care  of  the 
battle  to  Gaul, 
according  to 
the  promise  of 
the  preceding 
eTening  ;  but 
charges  them 
aU  to  fight 
valiantly. 


He  calls  on 
the  spirits 
of  departed 
heroes  to 
receive  the 
spiritsofthose 
who  might 
fall,  anil  on 
the  winds  to 
waft  them 
across  the  sea 
to  their  native 
land. 
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DUAN  IV.  Tliigeadh  iad  air  m'  aisliugean  mall 

'Chur  aoibhueis  air  m'  auam  'an  sith. 


"Rynoofwell- 
fleshed  stcel ; 
lit.  of  steclìiot, 
bare — i.e. 
often  slieatlied 
in  thc  body  i 
liis  enemies. 


"  'Fhilleiu,  'us  'Oscair  nan  ciabh  doun, 
'Og  Ròinue,  nach  lom  cruaidh," 

195  Gluaisibh  le  cruadal  fo  'n  t-sonn, 
Mac  Mhorui  a's  mòr  's  an  ruaig ; 
Biodh  'ur  Lxnnan  mar  a  lann  's  au  strì ; 
Faicibh  a  ghnìomh  nach  clìth  's  a'  bldàr  ; 
0  bheud  cùmt'  'ur  càirdean  's  an  fhrìth, 

200  'Cur  cuimhn  air  an  ti  a  dli'fhalbh. 
Chithear  air  uair  mo  laoich  shàr, 
'N  dèigh  tuiteam  'an  Eirimi  's  a'  chòmhrair : 
Chithear  tannais  gun  tuar  's  a'  cliàru 
Air  neoil  ac:us  fuar-ahaoith  Chòna." 


20.5       Mar  nial  ri  stoirm  a's  duirche  griiaim, 
'Us  'iomall  a  lasadh  le  deahxn, 
Gu  li-iar  le  gatli  madainn  fo  ruaig, 
Mar  sin  ghaljh  r\gh  tShelma  am  bealach. 
Mar  fhuathas  bha  sohis  nan  arm, 

210  Dà  shleagh  ro  gharbh  'n  a  làimli. 

Air  gaoith  bha  sgaoileadli  a  chiabh  glas, 
'S  a  sheaUadh  o  thaobh  air  a'  chòmhrag. 
Lean  tri  bàird  am  mòr  thriath 


rcst  !  Filliiu  anil  Oscar,  uf  tliu  daik-browu  hair  !  fair  Eyno  ■\vith 
the  poiiitud  steel  !  advance  with  valour  to  the  fight.  Behold  tho 
son  of  Morni !  Let  your  swprds  be  liko  liis  in  strifo  :  behold  the 
detids  of  his  hands.  Protoct  tho  friends  of  your  fiither.  Ecniembcr 
thc  chiefs  of  old.  My  children,  I  will  sce  you  yet,  tliough  here  you 
shindil  rall  iii  Erin.     Sniiu  .sliall  our  cold  pale  ghosts  meet  in  a  cloud 
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Let  them  slowly  dawn  ou  my  dream, 
In  peace  to  gladden  my  sniil. 

"  Fillan  and  brown-haired  Oscar, 

Young  Eyno  of  well-fleshed  steel," 
195  Dauntlessly  follow  the  hero, 

Morni's  son,  who  is  great  in  pursuit : 

Let  your  l^rauds  be  as  his  in  the  fray ; 

Mark  his  valiant  deeds  in  battle  : 

Let  your  friends  be  kept  from  harm  on  the  hill ; 
200  Be  mindful  of  those  who  are  gone. 

My  heroes  true  shall  yet  be  seen, 

After  their  fall  in  the  war  of  Eriu  ; 

(Their)  pallid  ghosts  shall  lie  seen  ou  the  cairns, 

On  the  clouds  and  cohl  winds  of  C^ona." 

205       Like  cloud  in  darkest  frowning  storm, 
Fringed  round  with  lightning  flame, 
And  westward  chased  by  the  beams  of  morning, 
The  king  of  Selma  took  the  mountain-pass. 
Like  spectre  dread  was  the  glare  of  (his)  armour, 

210  In  his  hand  (were)  two  rough  spears  ; 
His  grey  hair  floated  on  the  wind, 
While  iutent  he  gazed  on  the  fight. 
Three  minstrels  foUowed  the  miglity  chief. 


on  Cona's  eddying  winds!" 

Now  like  a  dark  and  stormy  cloud,  edged  round  vrith  the  red 
lightning  of  heaven,  flying  westward  from  the  moming's  beam,  the 
king  of  Selma  removed.  Terriblo  is  the  light  of  his  aimour ;  two 
spears  are  in  his  hand.  His  grey  hair  falls  on  tlie  wind.  He  often 
looks  back  on  the  war.     Three  hards  attend  the  son  of  fame  to  bear 


He  charges 
liis  sons  to 
imitate  the 
jtrowess  of 
Gaul, 


and  with- 

ilraws  to  the 
liill,  whence 
lie  wa.s  to  view 
the  battle. 
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'Thoìrt  'fliocail  thar  sliabh  gu  sluagh. 

215  Air  Cromla  shuidh  au  rìgh  gu  h-àrd, 

'Us  ghluais  siune  mar  afhluais  a  lauu. 


Dh'eirich  aoibhueas  air  Oscar  au  àigh, 
A  ghruaidh  dearg,  's  a  shìiil  fo  dheoir, 
Mar  ghath  teiue  a  laun  'n  a  làimh, 

220  'S  hibhair  ri  Oisiau  le  fòil. 

"  'Cheauuaird  còmhraig  uau  cruaidh-bheum, 
'Athair  theoma,  cluiuu  -sa  mo  ghuth ; 
Gluais  gu  rìgh  Mhòrbheinn,  an  treun  ; 
Thoir  dhomh  {èìn  mo  chòir  de  d'  chliu. 

225  Ma  thuiteas  mi  'n  so  's  a'  bhlàr, 

Cuimhnich  -sa  uehd  bàn  mar  shueachd, 
Gath-gruine  'n  a  h-aouar,  mo  ohràdh, 
Làmh-gheal  nighean  Thoscair  nam  feaclid. 
Tha  'gruaidh  dhearg  air  carraig  thall 

230  Ag  aomadh  gu  mall  thar  sruth, 

A  ciabh  bhog  a'  taomadh  m'  a  ceaun, 
'S  i  'ttigail  mu  Oscar  a  guth. 
Innis  gu  bheil  mi  's  a'  chruaich, 
Mo  thannas  gun  tuar  's  a'  ghaoith, 

235  Gu-n  tacliair  's  an  nial  'tha  luath 

Mo  luaidli,  uiglieau  Thoscair  nau  saoi." 

"  Cuir,  'Oscair,  cuir  mise  's  au  uaigli  ; 


his  word.s  to  the  cliiefs.     High  on  Cromla's  side  he  sat,  waving  the 
lightning  of  his  sword,  and  as  ho  waved  we  nioved. 

Joy  lises  in  Oscar's  face.  His  cheek  is  red.  His  eye  sheils  tears. 
Tlie  sword  is  a  heam  of  lire  in  his  hand.  He  camc,  and,  smiling, 
spoke  to  Ossian  :  "  O  rulcr  of  the  light  of  steel !  my  fatlier,  hear  thy 
soii  !     ];ctire  with  Morven's  niighty  chief      (Jive  me  the  l'ame  of 


To  bear  his  word  o'er  the  hiU  to  the  host. 
215  On  Cromla  sat  the  king  on  high, 
And  we  nioved  as  moved  his  sword. 


21 


Gladness  rose  on  generous  Oscar — 

His  ruddy  cheek  and  eye  in  tears  ; 

As  a  flame  of  fire  (was)  his  sword  in  his  hand, 
220  And  gently  he  spoke  to  Ossian : 

"  Ruler  in  conflict  of  hard-gashiug  strokes, 

Skilful  father,  hear  my  voice. 

Get  thee  to  the  strong  king  of  Morvcn — 

Grant  me  my  due  of  thy  renown. 
225  If,  in  the  battle,  here  I  fall, 

Remember  the  bosom  white  as  snow, 

My  love,  a  sunbeam  lonely — 

White-handed  daughter  of  Toscar  of  hosts. 

Her  red  cheek  rests  on  a  far-ofl'  rock, 
230  Bending  slowly  over  the  wave  ; 

Her  soft  hair  flowing  round  her  head, 

While  for  Oscar  she  raises  her  voice. 

Tell  (her)  that  I  am  on  the  hill, 

Tliat  my  pale  wraith  is  on  the  wind, 
235  That  on  the  fast-fleeting  cloud  I  -wiU  meet 

My  love,  the  daughter  of  heroic  Toscar." 

"  Lay,  Oscar,  lay  me  in  the  grave. 


Oscar  begs  of 
his  father, 
Ossian,  to 
retire  with 
Fingal,  so 
that  hc  (Oscar) 
"ght  obtain 
his  due  shave 
of  reuowu  : 


and,  in  the 
event  of  his 
fall,  commits 
Malviua  to  his 
jare. 


Ossìan  en- 
treats  his  son 


Ossian.  If  liere  I  fall,  0  chief,  remember  that  breast  of  snow,  the 
lonely  sunbeam  of  my  love,  the  white-handed  daughter  of  Toscar  ! 
For,  with  red  cheek  from  the  rock  bending  over  the  stream,  her  soft 
hair  flies  about  her  bosom,  as  she  pours  the  sigh  for  Oscar.  Tell 
her  I  am  on  my  hiUs,  a  lightly-bounding  son  of  the  \vind ;  teU  her 
that  in  a  cloud  I  may  meet  the  lovely  maid   of  Toscar."     Eaise, 
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Cha  gheiU  mi  'an  cruas  do  thrcun, 
'S  mi  'n  toiseach  na  strì  fo  chruaicUi ; 

2iO  Gabh  eòhis  nam  buadh  uam  fein. 
Cuimlmich,  'Oscair,  cuir  mo  lann, 
M'  iubhar  càm  'us  cròc  an  f  hèidh 
Air  taobh  cloich  ghlais  a  tha  ri  ceann 
Caol,  thall,  a  chùirn  gun  leus ; 

245  'Oscair,  cha-n  'eil  rùn  dhomh  fein, 
Gu  'fàgail,  a  mhic,  fo  do  làimh, 
0  thuit  Eimhir-àluinn  nan  ti-eun, 
Nighean  Bhrano  nan  geur  Lann." 

Sin  mar  bha  'r  focail  's  an  t-slial:)h, 
250  'N  uair  thog  Gall  nau  sgiath  gu  h-àrd 
A  ghuth  mòr  mar  ghàir  a'  chuain 
Air  gaoith  nan  cruach  a'  fàs. 
Thog  an  triath  lann  'athar  gu  mall, 
'Us  ghluais  sinn  gu  bàs  nan  lot; 
255  Mar  thonn  ghucagach  air  sàil — 

Bàn,  atmhor,  gàireach,  beucach  shuas, 
Mar  charragh  dubh  'us  stuaidh  gu  'bàrr, 
Thachaii-  naimhdeau  's  bhuail  an  sluagh. 
Bha  fear  aii-  fear,  'us  cruaidh  air  cruaidh, 
2G0  An  sgiathan  'fuaim,  'us  daoin'  air  lar. 
Mar  clieud  òrd  lc  spàirn  'us  luath 


Oscar,  ratlier  raise  my  toinl) !  I  will  not  yield  thc  war  to  thec. 
The  first  and  bloodiest  in  thc  .slrife,  my  arm  shall  teach  tlice  hovv 
to  fight.  But  rcmcmber,  niy  son,  to  placo  this  sword,  tliis  bow,  tho 
horn  of  my  deer,  within  tliat  dark  and  narrow  liouse,  whose  mark 
is  oue  groy  stone !  Oscar,  I  liave  no  love  to  leave  to  tho  care  of 
my  son.     Everallin  is  no  more,  the  lovely  daughter  of  Branno  ! 
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I  jàeld  not  m  daring  to  the  brave  ; 
In  my  steel  I  foremost  lead  tlie  fìglit — 

240  Kuowledge  of  victories  learn  of  me. 
Eemember,  Oscar,  lay  my  sword,* 
My  bended  yew,  and  antler  of  the  stag, 
Beside  the  grey  stone,  at  the  head 
Of  the  far-off,  narrow,  darksome  cairn. 

245  Oscar,  I  have  no  loved  one 
To  leave  to  thy  care,  my  son, 
Since  fell  Evir-Allin  of  hero-race, 
Daughter  of  Brauo  of  sharp-edged  Idades." 

Such  was  our  converse  on  the  hill, 

250  When  Gaid  of  shiclds  raised  high 
His  mighty  voice,  like  ocean-roar 
Which  swells  on  the  mountaiu-blast. 
Slowly  the  hero  raised  his  father's  sword, 
And  we  marched  to  (deal)  death-wounds. 

255  Like  foamy  wave  upon  the  briue — 

White,  swollen,  roaring,  bellowiug  ou  high  ; 
Like  a  bLack  rock  with  breakers  o'er  its  head, 
Encountered  foemen,  struck  the  hosts, 
Man  to  man,  and  steel  to  steel  ; 

260  Shields  resoundiug,  men  brought  low. 

As  hundred  hammers  (strike)  in  straiuing  speed. 


Sucli  were  our  wonls  ■n'heii  Gaul's  louj  voice  came  growing  on 
the  ynnd.  He  -n-aved  on  high  the  sword  of  his  father.  We  rushed 
to  death  and  wounds.  As  -waves,  white -hulihling  over  the  deep, 
come  swelling,  roaring  on  ;  as  rocks  of  ooze  meet  roaring  waves,  so 
foes  attacked  and  fought.  Man  met  with  man,  and  steel  with  steel. 
Shields  sound,  aud  wan'iors  fall.     As  a  hundrud  hammcrs  on  the 
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rather  to  lay 
him  in  tlie 
gi-ave  ;  and 
resolves 
to  engage  in 
the  battle. 


The  aflvaiiee, 
and  tlie  eii- 
counter  with 
tlie  enemy,  are 
described. 
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Air  dearg-mhac  teallaich  'n  a  chaoii'  àrd, 
Mar  sin  dh'èii'ich  airm  an  t-sluaigh, 
'S  mar  sin  bha  fuaim  nau  Lann. 


n  Disinid  iii 
its  peal. 
Sliuas  is  liter- 
ally  "  on 
high  "  or 
"uii."     Here, 
aiiil  in  many 
otlicr  plaees, 
it  seeius  to 
liieaii  "elear, ' 
"obvious  to 
the  seuses.'' 


265       Ghluais  Gall  mar  osaig  'an  Ardbheinu, 

'S  b'  e  sgriosadh  nan  treun  a  Lann. 

Bha  Suaran  mar  choimeas  do  gharbh-thein' 

'Am  fraocli  Ghorm-mheall  's  i  'Lasadh  g'  a  ceann. 

C'uim  an  cuirinn-sa  sios  's  au  dàn 
270  Gach  bàs  a  bha  ann  fo  shleigh  ? 

Dh'dirich  mo  chLaidheamh  's  an  àm 

'N  a  dheaLm  'am  làirah  's  a'  mhagh. 

'Oscair,  b'fhuathasach  thu  fèin, 

Mo  shàr  mhac  'bu  trèin'  's  a  b'fhearr ; 
275  Bha  sòlas  'n  am  anam  's  a'  bheinn 

Ri  faicinn  do  bheum  's  a'  bhhir. 

Air  leac  Lena  dh'aom  an  sluagh  ; 

Lean  sinn'  an  ruaig  agus  mharbh. 

Mar  chloich  a'  leum  o  chruaich  gu  eruaich, 
280  Mar  thuaigh  'an  coille  's  a'  fuaim  àrd, 

Mar  shiùblilas  torrunn  o  bheinn  gu  l»cinn, 

Briste,  l)cucaeli,  brònach  shuas," 

Bha  buiir  air  bliuille,  's  beum  air  l)heuni 

0  Oscar  'bu  treuii  's  o  nio  chruaidh. 

285       Dh'iadh  Suaran  mu  thriath  nan  lann, 


rc(l  son  of  the  furnace,  so  rosi^  so  ruiif,'  tlR'ir  swords ! 

Gaul  rusheJ  on,  like  a  wliirhvind  in  Aiilvon.  Tho  destruction  of 
heroes  is  on  his  sword.  Swaran  was  like  tlie  fno  of  the  desert  in 
the  echoing  heath  of  Goniial !  How  can  I  give  to  tho  song  tho 
death  of  niany  spears  %  My  sword  rose  higli  and  iiaiued  iu  tlie 
strifc'  of  hlooJ.     Oscar,  tcrrililc  wert  thou,  niy  licst,  my  grcatest  son  ! 


Tlie  recl  son  of  the  furaace  fiasliiug  liigli, 
So  rose  the  amis  of  the  host, 
Such  was  the  noise  of  theii-  l)rands. 
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2G5       Eushed  CTaul  like  a  Uast  on  Ardven  ; 
And  havoc  to  heroes  was  his  sword. 
Swaran  was  as  a  raging  fire, 
In  heather  of  Gormal  flaming  to  its  top. 
Why  should  I  rehearse  in  song 

270  Each  death  wrought  there  by  spcars  ? 
My  sword  -was  then  lifted  n-p, 
LilvC  lightniug,  in  my  Iiaud  on  the  field. 
Oscar,  teiTÌble  wert  thou  : 
True  son  of  mine,  the  bravest  and  the  liest, 

275  ]\Iy  soul  was  filled  with  joy  on  the  hill 
In  seeing  thy  clea\'ing  battle-strokes. 
On  Lena's  side  the  people  fled, 
We  foUowed  the  rout,  and  we  slew. 
Like  a  stone  that  bounds  from  stcep  to  steep. 

280  Like  axe  in  wood  resounding  loud, 
Like  thunder  rolling  from  Ben  to  Ben, 
Brokeu,  roariug,  dismal  iu  its  peal," 
Were  blow  on  blow,  and  gash  on  gash, 
From  valiant  Oscar  aud  my  steel. 

285       Swaran  approached  the  chief  of  spears. 


Ossian  and 
Oscar  ik'feat 
the  wing  op- 
posedto  them; 


hiit  Swaran 
advauces  on 
GauL 


I  rejoiced  iii  my  socret  soul  ■\vhen  his  sword  flamed  over  tlie  slain. 
They  fled  amain  tlu'ough  Lena's  heath.  We  pursued  and  slew.  As 
stones  that  hound  from  rock  to  rock ;  as  axes  in  echoing  woods ;  as 
thunder  rolls  from  hiU  to  hill  in  dismal  hroken  peals ;  so  blow  suc- 
ceeded  to  blow,  and  death  to  death,  from  the  hand  of  Oscar  and 
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DUAN  IV.  Mac  Mhorni  air  ccann  an  t-sluaigli ; 

Mar  mhuir  Innis-tliorc  gu  neo-gbann, 
'N  àm  lìonaidh  le  neart  a'  chuain. 
Leth-dh'eirich  an  rìgh  's  an  àii-d ; 

290  Leth-ghabli  e  'n  a  làimh  an  t-sleagh. 
"  Gluais,  'Ullin,  grad-ghluais,  a  bhàird ; 
Thoir  m'  fhocal  gun  tàmh  thar  a'  mhagh. 
Thoir  cuimhne  a'  chòmhraig  do  Ghall, 
Cuimhn'  aithriche  'chrom  an  ceann, 

295  Tog  suas  a'  chòmh  -stri  le  fonn, 
Le  fonn  a  dhìiisgear  am  blàr." 
Ghluais  Ullin  mòr,  a  b'aosda  ceum 
'Us  labhiiir  ri  gaisgeach  nach  gann, 
"  A  thriath  each-ruith  nan  àrd-leum, 

300  A  rìgh  nan  sleagh  a's  beumach  lann, 

Làmh  threun  's  gach  càs,  cridh'  àrd  nach  geiU, 
A  thriath  mhòir,  a's  gèire  cruaidh, 
Gearr  sìos  na  dàimh,  's  na  fàg  dhoibh  fuin 
Siuil  bhàn  a  dh'eireas  air  cuau. 

305  Mar  thorrunn  biodh  do  làmh,  a  laoich, 
Do  dhearg-sliìiil  mar  chaoir  'ad  cheaun, 
Mar  charragh  cruaidh  do  chridh  'ad  thaobh, 
Mar  dheahm  's  an  oidhche  do  lann; 
Tog  do  sgiath  mar  reuU  a'  bhàis, 

310  A  thriath  each-ruith  nam  mòr-shrann." 


But  Swaran  closed  rnund  !^ronii's  son  as  the  strength  of  the  tide 
of  Inistore.  The  king  lialf  rose  from  his  hill  at  tlii!  sii^'ht.  Ho  half 
assumed  thc  spear.  "  (lo,  Ullin,  go,  niy  aged  bard !"  liegan  tho  king 
of  Morvcn.  "  Eeniiiid  tlie  niighty  Cluul  of  war.  Iteniind  him  of 
his  fathoi's.  Support  tlie  yiehling  figlit  with  song,  fijr  song  enlivens 
war."  Tall  Ullin  went,  with  step  of  age,  and  spoke  to  the  king  of 
swords.     "  Son  of  tho  chief  of  gcnerous  stceds  !  high-bounding  king 
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Morni's  son,  the  leader  of  tlie  liost. 

Like  to  tlie  great  sea  of  Innistorc, 

Wnben  it  flows  in  strengtli  of  ocean, 

Half-rose  tlie  king  on  tlie  heigiit, 
290  Half-grasjDed  be  the  spear  in  his  hand  : 

"  Go,  Ullin,  go  with  haste,  thou  bard  ; 

Quickly  bear  my  word  across  the  phiiu  ; 

Remembrance  of  the  battle  bring  to  Gaul, 

(And)  memory  of  his  sii-es  who  bowed  their  heads ; 
29d  Awaken  the  conflict  with  song — 

By  song  the  battle  is  aroused." 

Went  Ulliu  great  of  agèd  step, 

And  spoke  to  the  hero  true : 

"  Master  of  the  fleet,  high-bounding  steeds, 
300  King  of  spears  of  gashing  blades, 

Strong  hand  in  perU,  brave  heart  unflinching, 

Mightful  prince  of  sharpest  steel, — 

Cut  down  the  foe,  and  leave  them  uot 

One  white  sail  to  spread  on  sea. 
305  As  thunder  be  thy  haud,  thou  hero ; 

Thy  red  eye  in  thy  head  as  flame  : 

The  heart  in  thy  breast  like  flinty  rock ; 

Like  lightning  of  night  thy  blade  : 

Raise  thy  shield  as  the  star  of  death, 
310  Thou  chief  of  swift,  loud-suortiug  steeds." 


DUAN  IV. 

Fingal, 
seeing  his 
danger,  sends 
Ullin  the  bard 
to  warn  and 
rouse  him. 


Ullin's  war- 
song. 


of  spears;  stroug  ami  in  everj'  perilous  toil;  liard  heart  that  never 
yields ;  cliief  of  the  pointed  arms  of  death :  cut  down  the  foe  ; 
let  no  white  sail  bound  round  dark  Inistove.  Be  thine  arm  like 
thunder,  thine  eyes  like  fire,  thy  heart  of  solid  rock.  Whirl  round 
thy  sword  as  a  meteor  at  night ;  lift  thy  sliield  like  the  flame  of 
death.  Son  of  the  chief  of  generous  steeds,  cut  down  the  foe ! 
Dostroy !  "     The  hero's  heart  beat  high.     Eut  Swaran  came  with 
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Dh'èirich  cridh'  an  laoich  gu  h-àrd. 

Thàinig  Suaran  nall  le  còmhrag, 

Bhris  e  'n  sgiath  bliallach  aig  Gall ; 

Chaidh  Selmà  's  an  tom  fo  'n  ruaig. 
315  Ghrad-ghluais  rìgh  Mhòrbheiun  fo  'airm  : 

Thog  e  'ghutli  garbh  tri  chuairt ; 

Fhreagair  Cromla  o  àros  nan  stoirm ; 

Sheas  sìnns're  nam  f  às-bheann  shuas  ; 

Dh'aom  iad  gach  aghaidh  gu  làr 
320  Fo  nàir'  'am  fianuis  an  rìgh — 

Mar  nial  tigh-comhnuidh  nau  sìan, 

'Thig  sios  air  là  grèin'  o  chàrn, 

Eaoiu  'an  dùil  uisge  gu  dìan, 

'S  an  crìon-allt  ag  iadliadli  tro'  gldeann, 
325  Tha  sàmhchair  mu  'shiubhal  gu  h-ìird 

Teann  air  tha  gàire  nan  stoirm. 

Chuunaic  Suarau  rìgh  ]\Ihòrl)heinn  thall, 

'Us  thionndaidh  a  làmh  o  'n  ruaig ; 

Dorcha  dh'aom  e  air  a  sldeagh, 
330  A  dhearg-shùil  air  a'  mhagh  a'  gluasad. 

Sàmliacli  'us  mòr  a  bha  n'  triath 

Mar  dliaraig  's  i  liatli  ah-  Lìdiar, 

A  chaiU  a  dlh-gheug  o  shean 

Le  deaLan  glan  nan  speur ; 
335  Tha  'h-aomadh  thiu-  sruth  o  shlialjh, 

A  còinneach  mar  ehiabh  a'  fuaim. 


Tiattlu.  He  clcft  the  sliield  of  Oaul  in  twain.  The  sons  of  Sebna  fled. 
l'ingal  at  ouce  aiose  in  arms.  Thrice  lie  leared  his  dreadful  voice. 
Cronila  answered  around.  Tlic  sons  of  tlio  desert  stood  still.  They 
bcnt  their  bhishing  faces  to  eartli,  a-shanied  at  the  presence  of  the 
king.  Ho  camc  liko  a  cloud  of  rain  in  the  day  of  the  sun,  when 
slow  it  rolls  on  tlie  hill,  and  lìelds  expect  the  shower.     Silence 
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High  rose  the  heart  of  the  hero. 
Swaran  drew  nigh  with  battle  ; 
He  broke  the  spotted  shiehl  of  Gaul  : 
Sebna  fled  upon  the  hill. 

315  Straightvray  moved  Morven's  kiug  in  armour  ; 
Thi'ee  times  he  raised  his  mighty  voice  : 
Cromla  auswered  from  the  home  of  storms ; 
The  race  of  desert  Bens  stood  fast — 
They  bowed  each  face  to  the  ground, 

320  Ashamed  in  presence  of  the  king. 

(He  was)  as  a  cloud,  the  home  of  showers, 
Coming  down  in  summer's  day  from  cairns, 
The  fields  in  strong  desire,  and  hope  of  rain, 
And  the  shrunk  brook  winding  through  the  glen  : 

325  SUence  sun'ounds  its  path  on  high ; 
Kear  it  is  the  peal  of  storms. 
Swaran  saw  the  king  of  Morven  in  his  path, 
And  turned  his  hand  from  the  pursuit. 
Dark  he  leaned  upon  his  spear, 

330  His  red  eye  roUing  along  the  fiekl. 
Silent  and  gxeat  was  the  prince, 
Like  an  oak-tree,  hoary,  on  Lubar, 
Stripped  of  its  thick  and  agèd  boughs 
By  the  keen  lightning  of  the  skies  : 

335  It  bends  across  the  stream  from  the  hiU ; 
Its  moss  souuds  iu  the  wiud  like  hair — 


attends  its  slow  progress  aloft ;  but  the  tempest  is  soon  to  arise. 
Swaran  belield  the  terrible  king  of  Mon-eu.  He  stopped  in  the 
niidst  of  his  course.  Dark  he  leaned  on  his  spear,  rolling  his  red 
eyes  around.  Silent  and  tall  he  seemed  as  an  oak  on  the  banks  of 
Lubar,  whieh  had  its  brauches  blasted  of  old  by  the  lightning  of 
heaven.     It  bends  over  the  stream  ;  the  gre}'  moss  whistles  in  the 


DtJAN  IV. 

Swaran  breaks 
tlie  shiplj  of 
Gaul,  aud 
those  around 
him  retreat. 


Fingal,  loiid- 
sliouting, 
stops  the 
flight,  and  is 
compared  to 
a  summer 
shower  which 
refreshes  the 
parched  fields. 


Swaran,  see- 
ing  Fingal 
hefore  him, 
ceases  the 
pursuit. 
Description  of 
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FIOXNfìHAL. 


Mar  sin  a  sheas  rìgh  nan  donn-sgiath, 
Gu  'n  ghluaiseadh  leis  suas  gu  mall 
Tliar  Lena  a  l)'fhuileach  sliabh. 
340  Thaom  a  mhìltean  mu  'n  triath  gun  (lìiil 
Thiouail  duirche  thall  's  an  rdidh. 

Bha  Fionnghal  mar  thcine  nan  speur 
A'  soiUseadh  measg  trdin  a  shlòigh, 
'Gharbh  ghaisgich  'bu  chòrr  'n  a  dhèigh. 

345  Le  cumhachd  dh'eirich  a  ghuth  mòr ; 
"  Togaibh  mo  bhrataichean  suas ; 
Sgaoilibh  iad  air  cruachau  Lèna, 
Mar  lasair  a  chithear  thar  stuadh  ; 
Biodh  am  fuaim  air  gaoith  na  h-Èirinn. 

350  A  shìnns're  nan  sruth  beucach,  mòr, 
'Thaomas  o  mhìle  tòrr  'us  gleann, 
Cluinnibhse  m'  fhocail,  'f heara  còrr ; 
A  GhaiU,  a's  neartmhor  làmh  'us  lann, 
'Oscair  nan  còmhra^  'tha  'tìohin, 

355  A  Chonaill  nan  gorm-bhallach  sgiath, 
A  shàr  Dhiarmaid  nan  ciabh  donn, 
'Oisein,  rìgh  nam  fonn  's  nan  dàn, 
Bi-sa,  bi-sa  ri  làimh  d'  athar 
'An  carraid  a'  sgathadh  nan  ceud." 


3G0 


Thog  sinn  Deò-orcjinc  ri  crann, 


wind;  so  stood  tlie  king.  Then  slowly  he  retiied  to  the  rising 
heath  of  Lena.  His  thousands  pour  around  tlie  liero.  Darkness 
gathers  on  the  hill ! 

Fingal,  like  a  Leam  from  licavc>n,  slionc  in  tlie  midst  of  liis  people. 
IIis  licroes  gather  around  liim.  He  scnds  forth  thc  voice  of  his 
power.  "  Eaiso  niy  standards  on  high  ;  spread  tiicm  on  Lena's 
wind  like  the  flames  of  an  Inindred  liills  !     Let  tlicm  suund  on  tho 
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So  stood  the  king  of  dark-brown  sliields, 
Until  he  upwards  slowly  moved, 
Over  Lena  of  blood-stained  hill. 
340  His  thousands  quickly  pour  around  the  chief  : 
Darkness  gathered  on  the  distant  phiin. 

Fingal  was  as  the  fire  of  hcaven, 
Shining  amid  the  warriors  of  his  host, 
His  stalwart,  matchless  heroes  behind  him. 

345  "Witli  power  rose  his  mighty  voice  : 
"  Eaise  ye  my  banners  on  high ; 
Spread  them  on  the  hills  of  Lena — 
Lil'Ce  a  flame  behehl  across  the  waves  ; 
Be  their  sound  on  the  wind  of  Erin. 

350  Race  of  the  great  ancl  roaring  streams, 

Which  pour  from  thousand  rocks  and  glens, 
Hark  to  my  words,  ye  men  of  might. 
Gaul  of  puissant  arm  and  brand  ; 
Oscar  of  combats  yet  to  come  ; 

355  Connal  of  the  blue-bossed  shields ; 
Great  Dermid  of  the  dark-brown  hair ; 
Ossian,  king  of  music  and  of  song, 
Stay  thou,  stay  by  thy  father's  side, 
In  the  conflict  hewing  hundreds  dowii." 


DU.\N  IV. 


Fingal  rallies 
his  army,  ad- 
dresses  them 
anew,  and 
orders  his 
great  bauner, 
Deo-grainè 
(the  Sunbeam) 
to  be  raised  on 
high. 


360       We  raised  Deo-grainè  to  the  stafi", 


Description  of 
tlie  banner. 


winds  of  Erin,  and  reniind  us  of  tlie  figlit.  Ye  sons  of  tlie  roaring 
streams  tliat  potir  from  a  tliousand  liills,  be  near  the  king  of  Mor- 
ven  !  attend  to  tlie  words  of  liis  power  !  Gaul,  strongest  arm  of 
death  !  0  Oscar  of  tlie  future  fights  !  Connal,  son  of  tlie  Llue 
shields  of  Sora  !  Dermid  of  the  dark-bro^vn  hair  !  Ossian,  king  of 
many  songs,  he  near  your  father's  arm  ! "  We  reared  the  sunbeam 
of  battle,  the  standard  of  tho  king  !     Eaoh  hero  exidted  with  joy, 


nONNGHAL. 


DUAN  IV.  A'  blirataeli  mliòr  aig  rìgli  iian  lauu. 

Bha  sòlas  'an  anam  gach  triath, 
'N  uair  thog  i  a  sgiath  ri  gaoith. 
Bha  'gorm-slilios  ballach  le  h-òr 
365  Mar  shlige  ghlais  mhòir  na  h-oidhch', 
'N  uaii-  sheallas  na  rèil  o'n  speur. 
Bha  bratach  aig  gach  triath  dha  fein, 
'S  a  ghaisgich  'bu  treun  m'a  chruaidli. 

"  Faic,"  thuirt  righ  nan  slige  fial, 
370  "  Koinneadli  Lochlin  air  sliabh  Lena; 
Mar  neoil  clhubh,  bhriste  tha  'n  triall, 
'N  dèigh  tuiteam  do  'n  t-sian  air  Eirinn 
'S  coimeas  iad  ri  coillc  liath 
Leth-loisgte  air  sgiath  nan  càrn, 
375  'N  uair  cliithear  au  dealau  s^\i  'thrian 


o  HÌ8  "riglit" 
or  "portion." 


Gach  triath  de  chàirdean  'ur  triatli 
Taghadh  de  'u  nàmhaid  a  chòir," 
'S  ua  lcigibh  do  shìuns're  nan  sliabh, 
380  S\ol  luuis  nan  ciar-thorc  mòr, 
Tilleadh  thar  cliuan  gu  'n  tìr." 

"  Leamsa,"  thuirt  Gall,  "  na  seachd  suinn, 
'Thàinig  0  thuiun  au  Loch  Làiu'." 
"  Thigeadh  Eric  mòr  a  chìiil  duinn 
385  Gu  Oscar,  mac  triath  nan  dàu." 


as,  waviiif,',  it  ilrw  nn  tlio  wiiiJ.  It  was  stiulil('(l  with  <,'(il(l  iiliovo. 
as  tlic  lilue  wi(l(;  sIil'U  ol'  thc  uij,'htly  sky.  Each  hcrd  had  his  staud- 
ard  too,  and  cach  hi.s  glooniy  luon  ! 

"  Behold,"  said  tho  king  of  generous  shclls,  "how  Lochlin  dividcs 
on  Lena !  Tliey  stand  liko  Tiroken  clouds  oii  a  hill,  or  aii  half- 
consumed  grovc  of  oaks,  when  \vo  seo  the  sky  througli  its  bi-anclics. 
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The  great  banner  of  the  king  of  spears ; 
Joy  was  in  every  horo's  soul, 
When  she  spread  her  wing  to  the  wind ; 
Her  azure  field  was  flecked  ^th  gold, 
Like  the  great  blue  shell  of  night, 
Wheu  the  stars  look  down  from  the  sky. 
(But)  every  chief  had  pennon  of  his  own, 
And  stahvart  warriors  round  his  steel. 


"  See,"  said  the  king  of  festive  shells, 
370  "  Lochlin  is  scattered  on  Lena's  hill ; 

They  move  like  Uack  (and)  broken  clouds, 
When  a  stoiTU  has  fallen  on  Erin  : 
Like  they  are  to  hoaiy  wood, 
Half-burnt  on  the  skirt  of  the  cairns, 
37.')  When  the  lightning  is  seen  in  In-ightness, 
Shootiug  past  a  leafless  branch. 
Let  every  chief  of  the  friends  of  your  prince 
Choose  of  the  foe  his  right," 
And  sufier  not  the  sons  of  the  hills — 
380  Race  of  the  isle  of  great  and  tawny  boars — 
To  return  over  ocean  to  their  Lind." 

"  Mine,"  said  Gaul,  "  be  the  seven  warriors, 
Who  came  from  the  wave  of  Loch-Lan." 
"  Come,  big  Eric  of  brown  locks, 
385  To  Oscar,  son  of  the  prince  of  song." 


and  tlie  meteor  passing  behind  !  Let  every  cliief  among  thc  friends 
of  Fingal  take  a  dark  troop  of  those  tliat  fiown  so  higli :  nor  let  a 
sun  of  the  echoing  groves  bound  on  the  waves  of  Inistore  ! " 

"  Mine,"  said  Gaul,  "  be  the  sevcn  chiefs  that  came  froni  Lano's 
lake."  "  Let  Inistore's  dark  king,"  said  Oscar,  "  come  to  the  sword 
of  Ossian's  son."     "  To   mine  the  king  of  Iniscon,"  said  Connal, 

voL.  ir.  c 


Fingal,  jioiiit- 
ing  to  the  par- 
tially  defeateJ 
host  of  Loch- 
lin,  tells  his 
leadiug  war- 
riors  to  choose 
each  a  foemau 
from  among 
them. 


Tlic  choicc  is 
made. 
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FIONNGHAL. 


Thuirt  Conall,  "  Bioclh  Innis  n.an  Con 
Do  mo  làimhs',  aii  sonn  gun  l>hàigh." 
"  Bi'dh  Mùdan,"  thuirt  Diannad  donii, 
"  No  misc  air  lom  's  an  tràigh." 
.300  Thagh  mise,  an  diugh  dall  'iis  faoin, 
Rìgli  Tliormainn  nan  còmhrag  fial. 
Gheall  mi  gu-n  coisninn  o  'n  hxocli 
A  ghorm-lann  'us  a  dlionn-sgiath. 

"  Mòr-rath  'us  buaidh  air  gach  sonii," 
.'59.5  Thuirt  Fionnghal  'bu  chaoine  beus  ; 
"  'Shuarain,  'rìgh  bheucail  nan  tonn, 
Is  tus'  mo  roghadhsa,  'fhir  threin." 
Mar  cheud  gaoth  o  cheud  aonach 
A'  garbh-thaomadh  o  cheud  gleann, 
400  'Briscadh  dorch'  ri  cruaich  ag  aomadh, 
Ghrad-ghhiais  sìol  Shelma  nam  beann  ; 
Bha  Cromleac  nam  fuath  a'  fuaim  tliall. 

C'  e  b'  urraiiin  aithris  na  bàis, 

'N  uair  a  dliìiiu  siun  air  tràigh  na  frith  ? 
40.')  'Nighcan  uasal  Tlioscair  nan  hinn, 

B'  fhuileach  ar  làndi  anns  an  strì. 

Tlniit  aghaidh  an  nàmhaid  's  a'  chòndira,!. 

Mar  l)hruacli  Cliòna  nan  sruth  garbh. 

Cliaidh  treitli  's  au  gealladh  aii-  chòmhla  : 
410  Thuc:  sinn  a'  bhuaidh  agus  mharbh. 


"  heart  of  steel !  "  "  Or  Mudan's  chief  or  I,"  .said  1)rown-haired 
Dermid,  "shall  sleep  on  clay-cold  earth."  ^My  clioice,  though  now 
so  weak  and  dark,  was  Tcrman's  battling  king  ;  I  pronùsed  \vith 
niy  liand  to  win  tho  hero's  dark-hrown  shichl.  "  IJlt'st  and  victori- 
ouB  he  niy  chiefs,"  said  Fingal  of  tlio  niildcsl  lciok.  "  Swaran,  king 
of  roarin''  wavcs,  thou  art  the  choice  of  Fingal  !  " 
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Saicl  Connal,  "  Be  Innis-nan-Con 
The  ruthless  chief,  for  my  arni." 
"  Mudan  or  I,"  said  brown-haired  Dcrmid, 
"  Shall  lie  on  tho  ground  by  the  shore." 
.390  Chose  I,  now  blind  aud  weak, 

Torman's  king,  a  generous  warrior  ; 
From  the  hcro  I  engaged  to  wiu 
His  lilue  spear  and  dusky  shield. 

"  Good  speed  and  victorj'  to  evciy  chief," 

39.5  Said  Fingal  of  mildest  mood. 
"  Swaran,  strong  king  of  wavcs, 
Thou  art  my  choice,  thou  brave  one." 
Like  hundred  winds  from  hundred  niountains, 
Eough-rushiug  from  hundred  glcns, 

400  Darkly  breaking  on  beetling  crags, 

Quickly  forward  sped  Selma's  movmtain-race  : 
Cromlec  of  spectres  echoed  from  afar. 

Who  could  recount  the  deaths 
Whcn  we  closcd  on  thc  cdge  of  the  forest  ? 

405  Noble  daughter  of  Toscar  of  spears, 
Our  hands  were  bloody  in  the  fray. 
The  foemen's  ranks  in  battle  fell 
Like  the  l)ank  of  Cona  of  rough  torrents — 
Heroes  ancl  thcir  promises  kcpt  pace. 

410  We  gained  the  victory,  and  slew. 

Now,  like  an  huntlred  different  winds  tliat  pour  through  many 
vales  ;  di\àdetl,  dark  the  sons  of  Selma  advanced.  Cromla  echoed 
around  !  "  How  can  I  relate  the  deaths  when  -we  closed  in  the 
strife  of  arms  !  0  daughter  of  Toscar  !  hloody  were  our  hands  ! 
The  gloomy  ranks  of  LochHn  fell  like  the  hanks  of  the  roaring 
Cona  !     Our  arms  were  \àctorious  on  Lena :  eacli  chief  fultilled  his 


Fingal  re- 
serves  Swaraii 
for  his  owii 
arm. 


Ihe  onset 
again  de- 
bcribed. 


Loclilin  Is  ut- 
terly  Jefeateil. 


FIONNGHAL. 


Aig  srutli  gàircacli  Bhraiu  nan  crnach 
'S  tric  a  shuidh  òigh  nan  geal-làmh, 
Sgìth  o  'n  t-seilg,  do  bhroilleach  shuas 
Ag  eirioh  m\  luath  cho  làn 

415  Ri  slios  eal'  air  linne  'snìimli, 
'S  i  tliall  fo  chomas  na  gaoith, 
A  sgiath  bhàn  ag  dirigh  gu  mall 
'S  an  osag  ag  iadhadh  m'a  taobh. 
(•hunnaic  thu,  'oigh,  's  a'  bheinn  àird 

4:20  'Ghrian  ag  aomadh  dearg  fo  neoil, 
Dhbhra  'dìlnadli  dlìith  mu  'n  chàru, 
Osua  'briseadh  thall  tro'  'n  chcò  ; 
Chunnaic  thu  uisge  'tuiteam  trom, 
Torrunn  o  tliom  gu  tom  's  a'  ghleann, 

42.')  Fuathais  air  dealain  o  'n  tonn, 

Neart  a'  mhonaidh  gu  lom  o  chàrn — 
Srutli  eàireach  nam  beann  g-u  tràitili. 
Mar  sin  liha  toirm  mhòr  a'  bhlàir, 
'Chaoin  ainnir  nan  Làmh  mar  shneachd'. 

430  C'  uim  thuiteadh  do  dheoir  gu  làr, 
'Nighean  àluinn  Thoscair  nam  feachd  1 
Do  òighean  Lochlin  biodh  am  bròn, 
'S  e  'n  slòigh  a  gheill  's  'a  chòmhrag. 
B'  f  huileach  lainn  nam  faobhar  gorm 

4.3.5  Aig  sìol  nan  triath  mòr  o  Chòna. 
Tha  mise  deurach  dall  fo  bhròn. 


l)romi.sG  !  Busidu  the  iimnnur  of  Bvaimo  tliou  didist  oftou  sit,  O 
maid  !  tliy  wliite  bosom  roso  fioquciit,  liko  tho  down  of  the  swaii 
wlion  slow  sho  swinis  on  tlio  lako,  and  sidolong  winds  blow  on  hor 
ruiHed  winj.'.  Thou  liast  seen  tlic  sun  letire  red  and  slow  lieliind 
his  cloud  :  niglit  gatherinf,'  rouiul  on  tho  mountain,  whih^  the 
unfiTMjuont  hlast  roaivd  iii  tho  iiarrow  valos.     At   lon,L;tli  tho  raiu 
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By  tlie  noisy  stream  of  Bran  of  peaks 
Oft  has  sat  tlie  niaideu  of  wliite  liamls, 
Tirccl  after  chase,  thy  bosom  high, 
Hcaving  quickly,  and  as  fuU 

415  As  breast  of  swan  that  swims  the  hike, 
And  moves  obedient  to  the  wind  : 
Her  white  wiug  rises  slowly, 
As  eddies  the  breeze  by  her  side. 
Thou,  maiden,  hast  seen  on  mouutain  high 

420  The  sun  desceuding  red  bcneath  a  cloud, 
Darkness  densely  deepeniug  round  thc  cairi 
A  sigh  breaking  forth  from  the  fiir-oif  mist ; 
Thou  hast  seen  the  rain  fall  heavily, 
Thunder  from  hill  to  hill  in  the  glen, 

42  j  The  spirits  of  the  flood  on  lightuing  wiug, 
Tlie  mountaiu-strength  go  do  wn  from  cairu  1 1  >  | 
The  roaring  streams  of  Beus  (rush)  to  tlie  sl 
Such  was  the  loud  diu  of  battle, 
Gentle  maideu  of  hauds  like  snow. 

4;30  Why  fall  thy  tears  to  the  grouud, 

Tliou  lovely  daughter  of  Toscar  of  hosts  ? 
To  the  maidens  of  Lochlin  be  the  grief : 
Their  people  yielded  iu  the  fìght. 
Bloody  wei-e  the  blue-edged  swords 

43.J  Of  tlie  mighty  liero-race  from  Coua. 
Tearful  and  bliud  in  grief  am  I, 


Os,sian,aildre.s. 
sbig  Malvina, 
tells  her  that 
the  din  of  bat- 
tle  was  like  a 
mouutain- 
stonn,  sueli  as 
she  had  of'teii 


He  tells  her 
not  to  weep  ; 
that  the  niaid- 
ens  of  Loohlin 
had  cause  to 
wei'p  then  ; 


beats  hard  :  thunder  rolls  in  peals  ;  lightning  glances  on  the  rocks  ! 
Spirits  ride  on  beams  of  fire  !  The  strength  of  the  mountain  streams 
comes  roaring  down  the  hUls.  Such  was  the  noise  of  battle,  niaid 
of  the  arms  of  snow  !  Why,  daughter  of  Toscar,  why  that  tear  ì 
The  maid.s  of  Lochlin  have  cause  to  weep  !  The  people  of  their 
country  fell.     BIoo<ly  were  the  blue  swords  of  tlie  racc  of  my  lieroes  ! 
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FIONNGHAL. 


»  ('roiiila.     Iii 
the  Gac'lic  text 
l'oUowed  by 
E.  M'Laclilan 
it  is  Cona. 
Macfiirlane 
aiul  Macphei'- 
soii  rightly 
talcc  Cron.la. 
Cmm  is  cleai-ly 
a  iiiLspriut. 


Gun  clioimcas  na  's  mo  do  tliriath  ; 
Tlioii'  dliomlisa,  'Làmlighcal,  do  dlicòir  ; 
Thog  nii  'ii  uaigh'  gu  lèir  's  au  t-sliabli. 
440  'S  an  uair  ud  fo  làimh  an  rìgh 
Thuit  triath  's  an  strì  gu  'blu'òu 
A  chiabh  ghlas  'an  càrn  ria  frìth, 
Thog  e  'shìdl  air  ceauu  au  t-slòigh. 

"  An  tus',"  thuirt  mac  Cumhail,  "  a  th'  aun 
44.5  Caraid  dìlcas  òigh  mar  shueachd  ! 
Chuunaic  mi  do  dheoir  "s  an  àm, 
'N  uair  thuit  ainurr  a  b'  àille  leac. 
'Nàmhaid  do  naimhdean  mo  rùiu, 
'N  do  thuit  thu  gu  d'  chìd  fo  m'  hinu  ? 
4.30  Tog,  Ullin,  tog  àrd  a  chliìi, 

Cuir  Mathou  fo  'u  ìiir  's  a'  ghleann, 
Thoir  ainm  an  laoich  aosda  do  'n  f  honn 
A  mhosgail  trom  mu  òigh  nan  àrd  threuu  ; 
'S  caoiu  do  m'  anam  aiuuir  uan  long, 
455  'Ghabh  còmhuuidh  fo  thoni  na  h-Ardbhciuu. 

Clmala  Cuchulliu  o'u  chàru 
Garbh  thorrunn  nau  hxnn  's  a'  chòndirag, 
'S  e  'suidh  air  Cromla  nan  còs  " 
Fo  bhròu  o  charraid  guu  bhuaidh. 
4G0  Ghairm  e  Couall  nan  gcur  hìuii 


But  I  ain  sad,  forloni,  and  blind  :  no  moro  thc  companion  of  hcrncs  ! 
Give,  lovcly  niaid,  to  nic  tliy  tcnrs.  I  liavc  sccn  tlic  tondis  of  all 
my  fricnds  !  " 

It  wiis  thcn  hy  Fiii'^ar.s  haud  ii  licro  fcll,  to  liis  pief !  Grey- 
haired  lu'  rollcd  in  tho  dusl.  llc  liftcd  his  faiiit  cycs  to  tho  king : 
'•  And  is  it  liy  nio  thmi  hiust  fallcn'ì"  said  thc  son  nf  (Jomhal;  "thou 
fricud  of  Agandccca !     1  luivc  scou  thy  tcars  for  thc  maid  of  my 
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No  longer  like  unto  a  chief. 
On  me  bestow  thy  tears,  White-hand  ; 
I  reared  the  tombs  of  all  upon  the  hill. 
440  Then  it  was,  by  the  hand  of  the  king, 
That,  to  his  sorrow,  a  hero  fell  in  battle  : 
His  gi'ey  hair  spread  on  the  desert  cairu, 
He  raiscd  his  eye  to  the  chief  of  the  host. 

"Is  it  thou  who  art  there  ì"  said  the  sou  of  Cidial; 
445  "  The  faithful  friend  of  the  maid  like  suow  ! 

Thy  tears  I  uoted  at  the  time, 

Wheu  fell  the  maid  of  loveliest  cheek. 

Foe  to  the  foemeu  of  my  love, 

Hast  thou  falleu  iu  death  by  my  bhide  ? 
450  Raise,  Ulliu,  raise  high  his  reuowu ; 

Lay  Malion  iu  dust  in  the  gleu  : 

Give  to  song  the  agèd  hero's  name 

Who  deeply  felt  for  the  noble  maid. 

Dear  to  my  heart  is  the  maid  of  the  ships, 
455  Who  dwells  beneath  the  mound  of  ^Vi-dven." 


DUAN  IV. 

but  that  if  sbe 
istosheiltears, 
it  should  be 
for  him,  as  he 
is  now  feeble 
and  lonely. 


He  tells  of 
Fingal's  gieat 
giief  for  kill- 
ing  Mahon,  a 
Lochlin  war- 
rior  who  liad 
shown  friend- 
sliip  to  Agan- 
decca,  aud 
whom  he  had 
not  recognised 
until  he  was 
slain. 

He  orders 
Ullin  to  rai.se 
liis  tonili  aiid 
siug  his  dirge. 


Heard  Cuchulliu  from  the  cairu 
The  rough  thuuder  of  arms  iu  the  coutlict, 
As  he  sat  ou  Cromla  of  caverus," 
Mom'uing  over  a  losiug  war. 
4G0  He  summoued  Conual  of  sharp  spear. 


chullin,  iii 
hisretirenient, 
heard  the  iioise 
of  battle,  canie 
forward  to  the 
brow  of  the 
liill, 


love  in  the  lialls  of  tlie  bloody  Starno  !  Tliou  hast  Leen  the  foe  of 
the  foes  of  my  love,  anJ  hast  thou  fallen  by  my  hand?  Eaise, 
Ullin,  raise  the  grave  of  Mathon  ;  and  give  his  namo  to  Agandecca's 
soug  !  Dear  to  my  soul  hast  thou  been,  thou  darkly-dwelUng  maid 
of  Ardven  ! " 

Cutliullin,  from  the  cave  of  Cromla.  heard  ihe  nuise  of  the  trou- 
bk-d  war.      He  called  to  Cuiuuil  vhht  <•(  swurds  ;  (■■  C'arril  ,.f  other 
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'Us  CaruU  aoscl'  o  'n  àm  o  shean. 
Thàinig  na  laoich  'us  iad  liath, 
A'  togail  an  sgiath  's  a'  mhagh. 
Thàinig  'us  chunnaic  iacl  thall 
46.5  Sruth  còmhraig  mar  lìouaclh  a'  chiiain, 
'N  uair  a  mhosghis  a'  chiar-ghaoth  shuas 
A'  taomadh  uan  stuadh  air  tràigh 
Tliar  fraineamh  nam  fàs-ffhleann. 


"  SuljcUifdtlK- 
fne ;  lit.  jilaecd 
l.h«foc  under 
Ihe  blade. 


Loisg  anam  Chuchulliu  ri  'shealhidh  ; 
470  Thionail  duirch'  ah'  a  mhahi  gu  gruaim  ; 

Bha  'làmh  air  chiidheamh  a  shìnns're, 

A  dhearg-shùLl  aù'  nàmhaid  na  h-Eirinn. 

Tri  chuairt  shìn  an  triath  a  cheum  ; 

Choisg  Conall  a  cheum  tri  chuairt. 
475  "  'Cheann  innis  a'  chiar-cheathaich  mhaill, 

'S  e  'n  rìgh  'chuir  fo  hann  an  nàmhaid  ;  " 

Na  h-iarrsa  roinn  de  chliìi  an  triath 

'S  e  foin  air  an  t-sliabh  mar  stoirm." 

"  Gluais,  a  Charuill,"  thuirt  an  ceannard, 
4S0  "  Gluais  ealamh  gu  rìgh  Mhòrbheinn  ; 
Thoir  fàilte  do  thriath  nan  glcanna, 
Fear-ffearraidh  'us  caithidh  a'  chòmhraiff. 
'N  uair  thraoghas  L(jchlin  thall  mar  thuil 
'N  deigh  uisg',  's  a  dh'ìslicheas  comh  -stri, 
48.')  Biodh  do  ghuthsa  binn  'n  a  chhiais 

tiinos.  The  grey-haired  lioroos  hcanl  liis  voice.  They  took  tlieir 
pointed  spears.  Thcy  caiiic  and  .«aw  the  tidc  of  battlc,  like 
oceau's  crowded  waves,  whon  tlie  dark  wiiid  blows  from  tlic  deep, 
aiid  rolls  tlie  liillows  thr(nif,di  thc  sandy  valc  !  (Jiithnllin  kindled 
at  thc  sight.  ])arkn(ws  gathcrcd  im  his  lircjw.  His  liaud  is  on  thc 
swdi-d  of  his  fathcrs,  his  rcd-mllin),'  cycs  on  thc  foc.      He  thrice 
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And  agkl  Carul  from  the  olden  time. 
The  grey-haired  warriors  came, 
Eaising  their  shiekls  on  the  phiiu  ; 
They  came,  and  behekl  before  them 
405  A  battle-current  like  the  tide  of  ocean, 
When  rises  the  dusky  wind  ou  high, 
Hurling  rollers  on  the  shore, 
Over  tlie  sands  of  desert  elens. 


saw  the  cou- 
flict, 


Glowed  Cuchulliu's  soul  at  the  sight ; 

470  Darkness  gathered  on  his  brow  to  frown  : 
His  hand  (was)  on  his  father's  sword ; 
His  red  eye  on  the  foe  of  Erin. 
Three  times  the  chief  advanced  his  step, 
Three  times  his  step  was  stayed  by  ConnaL 

475  "  Chief  of  the  isle  of  soft  dark  mist, 

It  is  the  king  who  has  subdued  the  foe ; " 
Seek  not  thou  to  share  the  chief's  renown, 
When  he  himself  is  on  the  hill  likc  storm." 

"  Go,  Carul,"  said  the  leader  ; 
f       4S0  "  Quickly  go  to  the  king  of  Morveu  ; 
Bear  greetiug  to  the  lord  of  glens, 
Ckaver  and  consumer  of  the  fight. 
When  Lochliu  ebbs  afar,  like  flood 
Which  follows  rain,  and  the  strife  subsides, 
485  Be  thy  voice  then  sweet  in  his  ear 

attempted  to  ru.sh  to  battle :  he  thrico  was  stopped  hy  Connal. 
"  Cliief  of  thc  isle  of  mist,"  he  said,  "  Fingal  subdues  the  foe.  Seek 
not  a  part  of  tlie  fanie  of  the  king ;  liimself  is  like  the  storm  ! " 

"  Then,  Carril,  go,"  repUed  the  chief ;  "  go,  greet  the  king  of 
Morvou.  AVhen  Lochlin  folls  away  like  a  stream  after  rain,  when 
tho  noise  uf  tlie  liattle  is  past ;  tlion  Le  thy  voice  swect  va  his  ear 


antl  thriee  ad- 
vanceil  to  take 
part  in  it ;  but 
Caralrestrains 
hini,  charging 
him  to  leave 
the  glory  of 
the  battle  to 
Fingal,  who 
had  already 
conquered. 


HesendsCarul 
withthesword 
of  his  fathers 
to  Fingal ; 
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«  "  My  path." 
Mo  lorfj  (locs 
not  oecur  in 
the  Gaclic 
text.    A  bhuik 
spiice  i.s  left 
iii  tlie  iniddle 
cil'  the  line — 
Ga'n  caiUear 
m         's  aih 
fhraoch. 
M'Lachlan 
liUs  up  the 
lilank  very  na- 
turally  with 
lorg,  "track" 
or  "path," 
w}ii(!h  I  liave 
adupted. 


Le  molaclh  'n  a  bhuaidh  rìgh  Shelma. 
Thoir  Liiin  Chathbaid  do'n  mhòr-laocli, 
Lann  a  choisiuu  na  faoibh  o  shàir ; 
Cha  chòir  do  ChuchuUiu,  's  e  faoin, 

490  Airm  slnus're  nach  d'  aom  's  a'  bhlàr. 
'Thannais  Chromla,  's  uaigneach  scòrr, 
Anaim  mhòr  nan  saoi  a  dh'f  halbh, 
Bi'  bhse  mu  mo  cheum,  's  mi  fo  bhròn  ; 
Labhraibh  rium  o  chòs  nan  càrn, 

495  Gath  a  shoills'  's  a  dh'fhalbh,  mi  fdin. 
Mar  cheathach  air  beinn  mo  chliu  ; 
'N  uair  thig  osag  na  maidne  gu  treun, 
Chithear  leathad  an  fheidh  gu  'chìd. 
'Chonaill,  ua  hibhaii'  air  airm  ; 

500  Shiubhail  m'  aium  o  chòmhuuidh  uan  \m 
Bi'dh  m'  osua  air  Cromhx  uan  stoirm, 
Gu'n  caiUear  (mo  lorg)  's  an  fhraoclL" 
Thusa,  'Bhràigh-gheal,  a's  àille  suuagli, 
Bi  bròuach  'us  truagh  mu  m'  chliìi  ; 

505  Cha  till  mi  do  d'  ionnsuidh  gun  blmaidh 
A  dhearrsa-grèine  'fhuair  mo  run." 


t(J  praisc  tli(j  king  of  Selnui  !  (rivi!  liim  tlic  sword  of  Caithbat. 
Cuthullin  i.s  not  wortliy  to  lift  the  arnis  of  liis  fatliors  !  Conw!,  O 
ye  ghosts  of  tho  lonely  Cronila  !  yc  souls  of  cliicls  that.aro  no  niorc  ! 
he  ucar  tlic  stcps  of  Cuthullin  ;  talk  to  him  in  tlic  cave  of  liis  gricf 
Ncver  morc  sliall  I  bc  rcuowned  among  thc  niiglity  in  tlic  land.  I 
am  a  bcam  tliat  has  shonc,  a  mist  that  lias  llcd  away,  wlien  thc 


4a 


Witli  praise  of  the  triumph  of  Sclma's  king. 

To  the  great  chief  give  the  sword  of  Cabad — 

Sword  which  won  spoils  from  the  strong. 

No  right  has  Cuchullin,  defeated, 
4'JO  To  arms  of  sires  who  yielded  not  in  fight. 

Ghosts  of  Cromhi,  of  lonely  cliffs, 

Great  souls  of  the  brave  who  have  gone, 

Be  near  my  step  when  I  am  sad; 

Speak  to  me  from  the  clefts  of  cairns. 
495  A  liglit  which  shoue  and  sauk  am  I ; 

My  fame  is  as  mist  on  the  mountain 

When  the  morning  breeze  blows  strong 

And  the  haunt  of  the  deer  is  fully  seen. 

Connal,  speak  not  of  armour  ; 
500  My  name  has  passed  from  the  home  of  the  Ijrave ; 

My  sigh  sludl  Ije  on  Cromla  of  storms 

Till  my  path  is  lost  on  the  heather." 

Thou,  Bragèla,  of  loveliest  mien, 

Be  sorrowful  and  sad  for  my  renown  ; 
505  Unless  victorious,  I  will  ne'er  return  to  thee, 

Thou  sunboam  who  hast  gained  my  love." 


and  mourns 
over  the  loss 
of  his  own  re- 
nowa. 


blast  ol'  tlie  niorning  canie,  and  Ijriglitened  tlie  shaggy  side  of  tlie 
hill.  Connal !  talk  of  ai-ms  no  more :  departed  is  my  fame.  My 
sighs  shall  be  on  Cromla's  \vind,  till  my  footsteps  cease  to  be  seen. 
And  thou  white-bosomed  Bragela,  niourn  over  the  fall  of  my  fame  ! 
vanquished,  I  wiU  never  return  to  thee,  thou  siuibeam  of  my 
soul  ! " 


D  U  A  N     V. 


ARGUMENT. 

'  Cutlmllin  and  Connal  still  reraain  on  tlie  hill.  Fingal  and  Swaran  meet ; 
the  combat  is  described.  Swaran  is  overcome,  bound  and  delivered  over 
as  a  prisoner  to  the  care  of  Ossian  and  Gaul  the  son  of  Morni  ;  Fingal,  his 
younger  .sons,  and  Oscar,  stiH  pursue  the  euemy.  The  epìsode  of  Orla, 
a  chief  of  Lochliu,  who  was  mortaUy  wouuded  iu  tlie  battle,  is  intro- 
duced.  Fingal,  touched  with  the  death  of  Orla,  orders  the  pursuit  to  be 
discontinued ;  and  calliug  his  sons  together,  he  is  infomied  that  Ejtio, 
the  youngest  of  them,  was  slain.  He  laments  his  death,  hears  the  story 
of  Lamderg  aud  Gelchossa,  and  returns  towards  the  place  where  he  had 
left  Swaran.  Carril,  who  hail  been  seut  by  CuthuIIin  to  congratulate 
Fingal  on  his  victory,  couies  iii  the  mean  time  to  Ossiau.  The  conversa- 
tiou  of  the  two  poets  doses  the  actiou  of  the  fourth  day." — M. 


46 


FIONNGHAL. 


D  U  A  N     V. 


AtR  leac  Chromla  's  fuaimear  taobli 
Labhair  Conall  ri  laoch  a'  charl)aid. 
"  C'  uimc  tha  'ghruaim,  a  mhic  Sheuma, 
'S  ar  càirdean  fein  a'  cur  ruaig  's  a'  bhhir  1 

.5  'S  cliùthar  thusa,  a  thrcun  ghaisgich  ; 
'S  iomadh  saoi  a  chaisg  do  chruaidh. 
'S  tric  'bha  Bràigh-gheal,  's  guirme  sùil, 
A's  àille  cìll,  fo  fhiamh  gàire  ; 
'S  tric  a  bha  'n  coinneamh  a  triath 

10  'S  e  'tilleadh  o  'n  t-sliabh  le  'thrèin, 

'N  uair  bha  'n  nàmhaid  sàmliach  's  an  uaigh, 

'S  a'  bhuaidh  a'  deah'adh  m'a  rìui. 

Bu  taitneach  d'a  cluais  do  bhàird, 

'N  uair  a  shnàmhadh  do  ghnlomh  air  fonn. 

15  Faie  -sa  rìgli  Mhòrbheinn  'n  a  cliruaidh 
'Siubhal  suas  mar  tlicinc  speur, 
A  ncart  mar  shruth  Lìibair  nan  sìan, 
No  osna  'tlia  dìan  air  Cromla, 


On  Cromla's  resounilinR  sido  Connal  spoke  to  tlio  chiof  of  the 
nolilo  cav.  "  Wliy  that  gloom,  .son  of  Sonio  ?  Our  friends  .aro  tlie 
niighty  in  fight.  Kenownod  art  thou,  0  warrior !  many  wcre  the 
doaths  of  thy  stoel.  Ofton  lias  Bi'agela  mot,  with  blue-rolling  oyes 
of  joy  :  often  has  slio  nict  her  licro  roturning  in  the  inidst  nf  tlio 
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On  the  slope  of  Cromla's  echoing  range 

Conual  spoke  to  the  chief  of  the  chariot : 

"  Why  this  gloom,  thou  sou  of  Semo, 

While  our  friends  pursue  tlie  foc  on  tlie  fielfl  ? 
f)  E,euo\TOed  thou  art,  0  hero  ! 

Many  the  warriors  whom  thy  steel  has  qucUed. 

Bragèla  of  the  bhiest  eye, 

Of  loveliest  locks,  has  often  smiled  ; 

Ofttimes  has  she  met  her  lord 
10  Returuing  from  war  with  his  heroes, 

WTien  the  foe  were  silent  in  the  grave, 

And  victory  was  shining  round  her  love. 

Sweet  in  her  ear  were  thy  bards 

When  thy  great  deeds  werc  floating  on  the  song. 
1.5   (But)  see  the  king  of  Morven,  in  his  steel, 

Sweeping  onwards  like  fire  of  the  skies  ; 

His  strcngth  as  the  river  of  stormy  Lubar, 

Or  a  raging  blast  on  Cromla, 


Connal  aml 
CuchuUiu  IV- 
main  on  tlie 
hill.     Connal 
tries  to  rouse 
Cucliulliu 
froni  his 
^'Iiiiiiii  1)V  ri'- 
ealliiif,'  his 
niany  victorii's 
in  foraier 
tinies, 


anJ  by  point- 
ing  out  to  hini 
Fingal  sweep- 
ing  the  eneniy 
hefore  hini. 


valiant ;  when  his  sword  was  red  with  slaughter ;  when  his  foes 
were  sOent  in  the  fields  of  the  tomb.  Plea.sant  to  her  ears  were 
thy  bards  when  thy  deeds  arose  in  song. 

But  behold  the  king  of  Morven  !    He  nioves  below  like  a  pillar 
of  fire.     His  strength  is  like  the  stream  of  Lubar,  or  the  wind  of 
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1  It  is  impos- 
silile  to  deter- 
mine  what 
lanil  is  here 
meant.     Gall 
generally  sig- 
nifies  any 
stranaer. 


'N  uair  lìilias  croinn  glicugach  nan  scòit 
20  Ri  stoirm  mliòir  'an  àm  na  li-oidhch'. 

"  Is  sona  do  shluagh,  a  rìgh  nan  hmn, 
'S  i  do  làmh  a  bhuail  gach  cath, 
'S  tusa  's  trèine  measg  na  strì, 
'S  tu  fdin,  'an  àm  sith  a's  glic. 
2.5  Do  d'f  hocal  a  gheiUeas  na  mìltean  ; 

Crithidh  feachd  nach  tìom  roi'  d'  chruaidh. 
Is  sona  do  shluagh,  a  rìgh  nan  lann, 
A  thig  o  chruaich  Shelma  nan  gleann. 

"  C'  e  'tha  dorcha  air  an  t-sliabh 
.30  'An  torrunn  ciar  a  shiubhail  fein  ? 
C'  e  ach  mac  Stàrno  nan  sgiath 
'G  iarruidh  rlgh  Mhòrbheinn  an  treun. 
Faic-sa  còmhrag  an  dà  Laoicli, 
'Tha  mar  ghaoir  air  aghaidh  cuain, 
35  'N  uair  thachras  dà  f  huath  's  a'  ghaoith 
'An  garlih-chath  mu  aomadh  nan  stuadh. 
Cluinnidh  sealgair  fada  thall 
Fuaim  mhòr  mhall  nam  fuath  a'  stri ; 
Chi  e  'n  cuan  a'  tigh'n  a  nall, 
40  0  thk  nan  Gall  gu  àrd  nam  frìtli."  " 

B'  iad  sin  d'fhocail,  a  Chonaill  chaoin, 
'N  uair  thachair  na  laoicli  's  a'  chath, 


tlie  echoing  Cromla ;  whcn  tho  hranchy  forcsts  of  nif^ht  are  torn 
from  all  thcir  rocks  !  Happy  arc  thy  pcnplc,  O  Fingal !  tliino  arm 
sliall  finish  thoir  wara.  Tliou  art  the  first  in  thcir  dangcrs,  thc 
wisest  in  tlie  ilays  of  their  pcace.  Tliou  sjieakcst,  aml  thy  tliousands 
ohey;  arniios  trcmble  at  the  sounil  of  thy  stocl.  Hapjjy  are  thy 
people,   0  Fingal !  king  of  rcsounding   Schna  !     Who   is   tliat,  so 
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When  licnd  tho  liranchy  trccs  on  mnuntain-crags 
20  To  a  grcat  tempest  in  the  hour  of  uight. 

"  Happy  thy  pcople,  king  of  spears  : 
Thy  hancl  has  struck  in  cvcry  fìght ; 
Thou  art  thc  strongest  in  tlie  midst  of  wnr, 
The  wiscst  in  tlic  time  of  peacc. 
25  To  thy  word  do  thousands  yield  ; 

And  hardy  hosts  will  quake  bcfore  thy  steel : — 
Happy  thy  people,  king  of  spears, 
Who  comest  from  liigh  Sehna  of  glens  I 

"  Who  is  he  so  dark  upon  tlie  hill 
30  In  the  dusky  tlmnder  of  his  course  ? — 

Who  l:)ut  Starno's  son  of  shields, 

Seeking  Morven's  king,  the  strong  ? 

Behold  the  heroes  two  in  conflict, 

Like  hissing  sound  on  the  face  of  occan, 
.35  Whcn  meet  two  spirits  on  the  wiud 

And  fiercely  struggle  on  the  tossing  wavcs  : 

Far  away  the  hunter  hears 

The  loud  and  lingering  noise  of  warriug  ghosts  ; 

He  sees  the  ocean  rolling  over 
40  From  land  of  Galls  to  tlic  forest  lieights."  " 

These  werc  thy  words,  0  geutle  Connal ! 
When  the  warriors  met  in  conflict. 


;  Hp  apostixi- 
(  phises  Fingal ; 
I  spuaks  of  the 
!  liapjiiness  of 
'  the  [leople 
I  who  have  such 
I  a  liero  and 

sage  for  their 

king ; 


aml  (lescrilies 
StaiTio  coining 
forwaril  to  at- 
taek  liini. 


Tlie  conilut  of 
thc  two  kiiiL's. 


(lark  aiiil  terrible,  coming  in  tlie  thunder  of  his  course?  who  hut 
Stiirno's  son,  to  meet  the  king  of  Morven  ?  Behohl  the  hattle  of  the 
cliiefs  !  it  is  the  storm  of  the  ocean  when  two  spirits  meet  far  distant 
anJ  contend  for  the  roUing  of  wavcs.  The  lumter  hears  the  noisc 
on  liis  liUI  :  he  sees  the  liigh  billows  advancing  to  Ardven's  sliore  ! " 
.Sucli  were  the  words  nf  rdiinal  whcn  tlic  licrncs  nict  iii  figlit. 
VOL.  II.  L) 
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nONNGHAL. 


'N  sin  l)]i;i  tomiiin  trenn  nan  arm  ; 

Gach  Imillc  lin  gliarbli,  agus  beum  ; 
45  Mar  chcncl  òrd  ag  eirigh  àrd, 

Air  cruaidh  theallaich  's  deirge  caoir. 

B'  fhuatliasach  còmhrag  an  dà  rìgli ; 

Bu  gliruamach  's  an  strì  an  tuar ; 

An  sgiath  dhoiin  a'  sgoltadh  fo  l)henm, 
.'')i»  Launan  geur  a'  leum  o  chruaidh. 

Thilg  gach  ball  ìiirm  air  an  rèidh, 

Ghabh  na  hioich  's  a'  chdile  luath. 

Blia  gacli  i'uighe  fèitheach  mòr 

'G  iadhadli  mn  dhruim  garbh  nan  sonu. 
5.')  A'  tionndadh  o  thaobh  gu  taobh, 

Ara  mòr  cliosan  'sgaoih'adh  air  loni. 

'N  uair  dh'uirich  àrdan  neart  nan  trcun 

Chrith  an  càthar  fein  fo  'n  sàil, 

Chriothnaich  clach  'ns  crnacli  'us  càrn, 
00  'S  coiir  uaine  fo  spàirn  iian  laoch. 

Mn  'dheireadh  thuit  neart  nan  tonn, 

Cliaidh  Buaran  nan  long  fo  chìs. 

Mar  sin  clmnnacas  lcam  air  Còna — 
Ach  Còna  cha-n  fhaic  mi  cliaoidli — 
G.5  Mar  sin  chuiniaciis  leam  dà  mhòi'-thom 
'Siubhal  o  'n  còmlmuidh  's  an  f  hraoch 


'riii'iv  was  llir  claii-'  ul'  aniis  !  tlicrn  cvcry  Mnw  liki'  tlic  Iniinlrcil 
liuiiiiiwrs  of  tlic  furniicc  !  Tcrrililc  is  tlic  liattlc  ol'  tlii^  kin-s  ; 
(IrcaiiCul  tlic  look  of  tlicir  oycs.  'l'licir  ilark  lirowii  sliicl.ls  arc  clclt 
'licir  stccl  llics  lirokcn  froni  tlicir  liclnis.  Tlicy  tiiii',' 
,slics    to   liis    licro's    j;ras]i  :     tlicir 


in  twain. 


I'.ar 
i.l   cacli   ollicr:   llicy  tuni    Inmi   si.lc  to  si.lc. 


'  /Ws'  lli.'ir   w.'a]..uis    ilowii, 

C{/JC<^'^;^^         siucwy  a.nis   l.cii.l    ,.. 


7(zr 
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There  was  the  loud  thundor  of  arms  ; 

Hea%y  each  buflet  aud  each  cleaving  lilow — 
4")  Likc  huudred  hammers,  rising  high, 

On  steel  from  fire  of  ruddy  flame. 

Awful  was  the  sti'uggle  of  the  kings  ; 

Stem  was  their  aspect  in  the  fight. 

Thedark-brown  shieldwas  cleftbeneath  theirblows ; 
50  Sharp  swords  rebounded  from  thc  steel ; 

They  flung  each  piece  of  armour  on  the  plain.^ 

Instant  the  heroes  grappled  ; 

Each  great  and  sinewy  arm 

Closed  round  the  broad  back  of  a  horo  ; 
55  They  whirled  from  side  to  side, 

Tlieir  great  feet  wide  apart  on  the  phiin. 

When  the  sti'cngth-pride  of  the  strong  arose, 

Shook  the  very  moor  beneatli  their  heels  ; 

Trembled  stones  and  crags  and  caims, 
CO  And  the  gi'cen-wood  uuder  the  hero-struggle. 

At  length  the  strength  of  the  waves  fell  down — 

Swaran  of  ships  was  overpowered. 

Thus  was  seen  by  me  on  C'ona — 
But  Cona  I  shall  see  no  more — 
G5  Thus  two  great  knolls  were  seen  by  me 
Bome  from  their  dwellin<j  in  the  heather 


and  strain  and  stretcli  their  hrawny  spreading  lirabs  helow.  But 
when  the  pride  of  their  strength  arose  they  shook  the  hill  ^vith 
their  heels.  Eocks  tumhle  from  their  places  on  high  ;  the  green- 
headed  bushes  are  overtumed.  At  length  the  strength  of  Swaran 
fell  :  the  king  of  the  groves  is  bound.  Tlius  have  I  seeu  on  Cona  ; 
but  ('■lua  I  bi'huld  mi  more  !  thus  have  I  seen  two  dark  hills  re- 


The  shielils  of 
botli  were 
brokeu.    They 
tluiit;  thcir 
aniis  away, 
and  f'Ioseii  iit 
wre^tlinf'. 


Swaran  was 
overpowered. 


The  struggle 
is  comiìared  to 
the  eifects  of 
a  mountain- 
flood  in  C'ona. 
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FIONXGHAL. 


"  Gu,  iiistcad 
of  o,  is  sug- 
t;csteil  as  tlie 
tiue  reailiiig 
liere. 


0  neart  srutli  baoth  nan  slialili ; 
Tionnda  'idli  iad  o  thafibh  gu  taolili; 
Bi'dh  ghicadh  nan  craobh  's  a'  chcile, 
70  'N  uair  thuiteas  's  a'  chhxdach  araon, 
Le  daraig  'us  fraoch  o'n  bhoinn. 
Tillidli  sruth  o  'shiubhal  mall," 
'S  chithear  ruadh  nam  bruachan  thalL 

"'Shìol  Mhòrbheinn  a's  fada  uainn, 
75  Fo  fhaire  biodh  righ  nan  stuadh  àrd, 
'S  co  treun  'us  neartmhor  an  sonn 
Ri  mìle  tonn  ag  iarruidh  tràigh, 
Cha  làmh  e  'tha  cli  's  a'  chòmhrag ; 
Tha  'shìnns're  o  'n  ìim  o  shean. 
80  A  Ghaill,  a  chinn-uidhe  nan  treun-slionn, 
'Oisein,  'cheanuaird  nam  fonn  caoin, 
'S  e  caraid  mo  cheud  rìiin  a  th'ann, 
Togaibh  a  cheann  o  bhròn. 
'Oscair,  'Fhillein,  'Ròiunc  ruaidh, 
85  Leanaibhse  an  ruaig  thar  Lena, 
Silihse  'dh'fhàgadli  gaoth  lc  luas, 
Leanaibh  sinns'rc  'clninin  'an  Liriim, 
'Chumail  luingcas  o  eirigh  air  tonn 
()  Innis  nan  hnm  's  nan  torc." 


oo 


Dh'fhallih  iad  mar  osag  tro'-  'n  t-sliabh 


iiiovod  frciuì  tlicir  pliice  liy  tho  strunnth  of  the  hur.stiiif;  stroaiu. 
Thcv  turu  froui  sidc  to  sido  in  their  i'all  ;  tlirir  lall  oakx  uuTt  our 
anotlifr  ou  lii>,'h.  Tlien  thcy  tuiiililo  togetlirr  with  all  their  roclcs 
auil  trce.s.  Tlio  .strcaius  aro  turucil  liy  thcir  siilc.  Tlic  rcil  ruiu  is 
sccu  Mtar. 

"Sous  of  ilistaiit  Morvou,"  saiil  i'"iii^al,  ".i,'uaril  thc  kiug  of  Lnch- 


By  the  forco  of  moimtaiu-toiTeut  wild. 
Froui  side  to  side  tliey  whirl ; 
The  trees  each  other  gra[»ple 
70  Uutil  they  fall  together  ou  the  shore, 
With  oak  aud  heather  from  thc  Beu. 
The  stream  returns  to  its  shiggish  course, 
Aud  the  reduess  of  its  bauks  is  seeu  afar. 


"  Ye  race  of  great  Beus  iav  away, 
75  Watch  ye  the  kiug  of  towering  waves — 
As  bold  aud  mightful  is  the  hero 
As  thousaud  waves  which  seek  tlie  shorc. 
His  is  an  arm  uot  shick  in  fight ; 
His  aucestry  is  from  the  time  of  ohL 
80  Gaul,  thou  guidiug  mark  to  warriors  brave- 
Ossian,  thou  master  of  sweet  songs — • 
He  is  the  frieud  of  my  earliest  love  : 
Eaise  ye  his  head  from  sorrow. 
Oscar,  FiRau,  and  Ryuo  red, 
85  Follow  the  flight  over  Leua  ; 

Ye  who  iu  speed  outstrip  the  ^\'ind, 
Pursue  the  oceau-race  iu  Erin, 
That  no  keel  may  rise  ou  the  wave 
From  the  ishxnd  of  ships  and  of  boars." 


Fiiigal  ealls 
on  his  war- 
lims  to  giianl 
Swaran  uare- 
luUy,  but  to 
sliow  hini  all 
kindiiess  iis 
thi'  lirother  ol 
ALMudecca. 


lle  sends 
otliers  to  ]iur- 
sue  tlie  Jis- 
('omfiteil  arniy 
of  Lochlin. 
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They  weut  like  a  blast  across  thc  hill : 


lin  !  lle  is  strong  as  Ins  tliuusand  \vavus.  llis  hanil  is  taught  to 
war.  His  race  is  of  the  tùnes  of  old.  Gaul,  thou  fii-st  of  my  heroes; 
Ossian,  king  of  songs,  attend  !  He  is  the  friend  of  Agandecca ;  raise 
to  joy  his  grief.  But  Oscar,  FiUan,  and  Eyno,  ye  ehildren  of  the 
race  !  pursre  Lochlin  over  Lena ;  that  no  vessel  may  hereafter 
bouud  on  the  dark-rollins  waves  df  Inistore!" 
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FIONNGHAL. 


DUAN  y. 

t 

(»lilu;iis  Fionughal  mar  iiial  gu  mall, 

Mar  thoiTuuu  bha  farum  au  trcith, 

'N  uair  thuiteas  au  t-sian  gu  tlàth 

Air  raoin-sluimhraidh  dorch'  'us  ciuiu  ; 

95  Bha  'chlaidheamh  eòrr  mar  gliatli  ua  greiue, 

No  reul  tanuais  'au  àm  na  h-oidheh', 

Gu  triath  Lochlin  (rhluais  a  eheumau. 

'Us  labhair  ri  treun  uan  tonn. 

"  C'  e  'tha  eho  dorcha  fo  bhròu 

100  Aig  carraig  a's  beucach  sruth ; 
Esau  nach  m-rainn  a  leum, 

Ge  h-àiUe  snm  bheud  a  chrutli. 

A  sgiatli  bhallach  sìute  ri  'thaobli. 

A  shleagh  mar  a'  chraobh  's  a'  bheiiui. 

105  'Off-ffhaiso-ieh  a's  ejruamaeh  snuadi, 

o  o            o                    o                                       o    ^ 

Au  nàmhaid  le  fuath  thu  dhomh  fuin  ?  " 

"  Thàineas  o  Loehlin,  a  thriath. 

Is  làidir  mo  sgiath  's  a'  chònili  -stri. 

Tha  mo  rùn  gu  deurach  's  an  t-sliabh. 

110  Cha  till  mi  gu  cial)h  a.n  ùr-fhuilt" 

"  An  gdill  thu,  no  'n  gabhadh  tu  còmhrag  ?  " 

Thuirt  Fiomighal  nam  mòr-ghnìomh. 

Thcy  fiuw  .smlilon  acios.s  thc   licath.     llc  shiwly  iiiovcil,  liko  a 
cloud  of  thundor  ■whon  tho  sultry  plain  of  suninicr  is  silont  aud 
dark  !     Hiis  sword  is  licforo  hiiu   as  a  sunbcaui ;    terrihle  as  tho 
strcauiing  mcteor  of  night.     Hc  carao  toward  a  cliief  of  l.n(lilin  : 
lio  spokc  ti)  the  son  of  tho  wavo.     "  Who  is  that  so  dark  and  .^ad 
at   tho   viii'k   iif  thi'   roariui,'   .'stn'aiii  ?       Ilo  caiiuot  lunnid    ovit  its 
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Fing;il  moved  slowly  like  a  cloud  ; 
Like  tliuuder  was  the  sound  of  tlie  oliief, 
Wbeu  falls  a  soft  warni  shower 
On  fields  of  summer — dark  and  calm  ; 
9.")  His  matchless  sword  was  like  a  suuny  gleaui, 
Or  phantom-star  in  time  of  night. 
To  a  chief  of  Lochliu  his  step  advauced, 
And  he  spoke  to  the  hero  of  the  waves  : 


"  Who  is  he  so  dark  in  gloom 
100  Beside  the  crag  of  roariug  stream — 
He  who  canuot  leap  across, 
Though  fair  and  faultless  be  his  form — 
His  spotted  shield  beside  him  lyiug, 
His  spear  like  a  tree  on  the  hill  ? 
1(15  Youug  hero  of  frowniug  mien, 
Art  thou  a  hitter  foe  to  me  ì  " 


As  Fingal  was 
retiring,  lie 
Ibuud  Orla,  a 
chief  of'  Locli- 
lin,  sorely 
wouniled. 


"  From  Lochlin  have  I  come,  thou  priuce  ; 
Strong  is  my  shield  iu  couflict  ; 
My  love  is  weepiug  on  the  hill ; 
110  1  shall  uot  return  to  thc  locks  of  gokleu  hue.' 

"  Wilt  thou  yiekl,  or  accept  the  combat  ì  " 
Said  Fingal  of  heroic  deeds  ; 


course.  How  stately  is  the  cliief !  His  bossy  shiekl  is  on  his 
Biile  ;  his  spear,  like  the  tree  of  the  desert  !  Youtli  of  the  dark- 
reJ  hair,  ai-t  thou  of  the  foes  of  Fingal ! " 

"  I  am  a  son  of  Lochlin,"  he  ciies ;  "  strong  is  my  arm  in  war. 
Wy  spousc  is  weeping  at  home.  Orla  shall  never  roturn  !  "  "  ( )r 
tights  or  yielJs  the  heror'  saiJ  Fingal  of  tlie  nuble  JeeJ.s  ;  "  foes 


FIUNNGHAL. 


DUAN  V.  Qi^ji  bhuaidli  do  nìimhaid  'am  fhianuis  ; 

Cha  -u  ìosal  mo  chairdean,  a  thriath. 
115  Leansami,  'ghaisgich  uan  tonu, 
'S  gabh  sòlas  air  tom  nam  fleagh. 
Cuir  ruaig  air  luath-chos  an  aonaich  ; 
Bi  d'  chara  nach  faoin  do  'n  rìgh." 

"  Cha  bhi,"  '«  c  'f hreagair  an  triatli. 
1 20  "  Le  hxigse  1  iha  riamh  mo  làmh, 

Mo  chruaidh  gun  clioimeas  's  an  t-slial)h. 
C'  uim  nach  fjeill  ;ni  trcun  do  m'  lainn  '{" 


"■  hlnns're  in 
iiiodiTii  Giielic 
lU-notes  "  an- 
c('stry."  Here, 
.anil  in  luany 
otlier  places  in 
Ossian,  it 
iiieans  "ile- 
seendants.'* 
E.  M'Lachlan 
has  vcry  un- 
Wiiri-iUitMlily 
sulistitntL-d" 
miiinnlir^ 
"|.coi)k,"in 
this  i)lace. 


"  'Òigfhir,  clia  du  gheill  mi  riamli, 
'S  clia  ghèill  do  dhuiiic  'tha  beò. 
\ib  Taglisa  de  m'  shìuns're,  a  tlu'iath," 
'S  lìoumhor  mo  shìol  agus  's  mòr." 

"  An  diìilt  au  rìgli  feiii  au  còmhrag  'i " 
Thuirt  Orla  nan  donn  sgiath  ; 
"Tha  Fiounghal  'n  a  choimeas  do  'ii  òigfheai 
i:ì()  Agus  esan  amhàin  de  'thrèith. 
A  rigli  Mhùrbheiuii  a's  mòr  cliu, 
Ma  tlieid  mi  air  chìil  's  aii  stiì, 
'Am  meadhou  Leua  togsa  m'  ìiir  ; 
Jiiudli  uaiiili  dhumli  a's  uiò  's  au  fhrìth. 


di)  iiot  conquer  in  niy  ])rcsouci!  :  niy  l'riciuls  arc  rcnowned  iu  tlie 
hiiU.  Son  of  the  wavc,  follow  nic  ;  partake  the  fea.st  of  niy  shells  ; 
pursuc  the  deer  of  iliy  dcscrt :  be  thou  the  friend  of  Fingal."  "  No," 
siiid  tlii!  liero,  "  I  assist  tbo  fceblo.  My  strcngth  is  with  tlio  weak 
in  lunis.  ^fy  sword  has  liccn  always  uniiiatch(!il.  Owarrior!  lct 
tlii'  kiiig  iil'  Mnrvcu  yicld  !  "      "I  nevcr  yielded,  Urlii  !     Fingal  ncvcr 
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No  foenian  conquers  in  my  presence ; 
My  friends  arc  uot  of  low  estate. 
115  Follow  me,  thou  hero  of  the  waves, 
Aud  taste  of  joy  ou  the  hUl  of  feasts  ; 
Cbase  the  fleet  foot  of  the  mouutaiu  ; 
Be  true  aud  trusty  friend  uuto  the  king." 


DUAN  V. 

He  offers  hiin 
friendship, 
which  Orla  rc- 
jects  ;  and 
proposes  coiu- 
bat  to  Fingal 


"  Not  so,"  replied  the  chief ; 
12(1  "  With  the  weak  my  haud  has  evcr  beeu  : 
My  steel  has  been  uumatched  upon  the  hill. 
Whv  yields  not  tlie  chief  to  my  braud  ? " 

"  Youug  mau,  I  never  yiehled, 
Nor  wiU  I  yield  to  living  man. 
125  C'iioose  from  my  race  (a  foe),  U  priucc  !  " 
JNIany  and  mighty  are  my  sons ! " 


"  Does  the  king  refusc  tlie  combat  ì " 
Said  Orla  of  the  dark-brown  shields. 
"  Fingal  is  worthy  of  the  youth, 
130  Aud  he  ahjue  of  all  lùs  lords. 

Far-famed  king  of  tlie  gTcat  Bens, 

If  I  be  ■vvorsted  in  the  fight, 

In  midst  of  Lcna  raise  my  tnmb  ; 

Be  miuu  the  greatest  mouud  upon  thc  hill. 


He  begs,  liow- 
ever,  iu  the 
event  of  liis 
falling,  tliat 
his  sjieav  may 
be  sent  to  his 
wife  in  Lotha. 


yielded  to  man.     Draw  thy  sword  and  choose  thy  foe.     Many  are 
my  heroes." 

"  Does  then  the  king  refuse  the  fight'?"  said  Orla  of  the  dark- 
brown  sliield.  "  Fingal  is  a  niatch  for  Orla  :  and  he  alone  of  all  his 
race  !  "  "  But,  king  of  ^lorveu,  if  I  sliaU  fall — as  one  time  the 
■vvarrinr  must  ilie — raise  my  toml)  in  thu  niidst  :  let  it  he  tlic  great- 
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FIONNGHAL. 


DUAN  V. 

13.5 

Cuir  tbairis  air  astar  nan  tonn, 

Gu  iunis  nan  long  mo  lann 

Gu  aiunir  nio  rìiin  'tlia  trom 

Fo  bliròn,  Làmh-gheal  uan  rosc  mall. 

Feuchaclh  i  a'  chruaidh  d'  a  mac, 

140 

'S  deoir  a'  ruitli  le  tlachd  o  'gruaidli." 

"  A  ghaisgich  òig,  a's  brònach  stjeul, 
C'  uim  a  thog  thu  dbumb  feiu  na  deoir  ? 

«  Heroes  have 

Thii  là  do  bioicb  anus  an  reidb," 

their  ihiy  oii 
the  liehl— ,-.(^ 

Chi  an  clann  na  h-àirm  'Iju  cliòrr 

■'  'l''y  "l'- 
liuiiitHl  r.ir 
their  deiith. 

U.5 

Fo  mheirg  agus  scleò  's  an  talbi. 
'Orbx,  eiridh  d'uaigh  gu  h-àrd, 
Bi  'dh  bean,  a's  àiUe  bràigh,  fo  dheoir, 
'N  uair  chithear  air  bbòrd  do  biun." 

Chuireadb  còmbrag  air  fraocb  Lena  ; 

1.50 

Bu  big  'n  a  bheuman  làmh  Crla  ; 
Ghearradh  le  Fionngbal  o  'cheile 
Ceangall  iall  a  sgèith  's  a'  cbònih  -stri ; 
Thuit  au  sgiatli  bhallacb  air  làr, 
Mar  ghealacb  air  sàil  fo  ghaoith. 

155 

"A  rìgb  Mbòrbheinn,  tog  do  làmli, 

o                                            '         o                            ' 

Cuir  lann  tro'  m'  bbràghad,  a  laoich. 
Làu  lot,  agus  fanu  o'n  bblìtr. 

cst  on  Lena.     .Seiiil  over  tlie  ùark-liliie  wavc  the  sword  ol'  Orla  ti 

tlic  s 

poii.sc  oi'  liis  love,  that  she  niay  .show  it  to  lier  son  witli  tears 

to  k 

iiuUo   his  .soid  to  war."     "  Son   ol'  tlio  iiiournful    tale,"   saii 

Fili.;,. 

il,  "  why  ilost  tliou  awaken  niy  tcars  ?     Oiie  il.iy  the  warriiirs 

iiiust 

ilie,  anil  th(!  diihlren  see  tlieir  u.sclcss  ariiis  in  Uir  liall.      l!ut 

Orla, 

tiiy  toiiili  shall   rise  !     Tliy  white-bo.soiueil  spouse  sliall  wce] 
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135  Send  thou  across  tlic  wavcs  a&r 

My  spear  to  tlie  homc  of  ships  ; 

To  the  ■wife  of  my  love,  who  is  laden 

With  grief — White-hand  of  slow-moving  eye. 

She  will  show  the  stecl  to  her  son 
140  As  loviuti'  tears  course  dowu  her  cheek." 


"  Youug  warrior  of  mournful  tale, 
Why  hast  thou  causcd  my  tears  to  spring  ? 
Hcroes  liave  tlieir  day  ou  the  fiekl ;  "  ^ 
Their  sous  will  see  (their)  glorious  arms 
145  lu  rust  and  dimucss  in  the  hall. 
Orla,  thy  tomb  shaU  rise  on  high  ; 
Thy  wife  of  whitest  bosom  shall  shed  tears 
When  thy  spear  is  seen  ou  the  wall." 


Fingal  jno- 
iiiises  to  grant 
his  reriucst. 


A  fight  was  fought  on  tlic  heath  of  Lenti 
150  Weak  iu  its  blows  Avas  the  hanel  of  Orla. 
Fiugal  severed  from  each  other 
The  thong-fastenings  of  his  shield  in  war.'^ 
The  spotted  shicld  fcll  to  ground, 
Like  uioou  ou  the  sea  under  wiud. 


'riii-y  i-ngat;e. 
Orliiissiifi-ailv 
ilisiinncHl, 


155       "  Kiug  of  grcat  mouutains,  lift  thy  hand  ! 
Send  a  spear,  0  hero  !  through  my  lireast. 
(I  was)  fidut  from  battle,  uudcr  mauy  wounds 


iiml  cntri-'ats 
FingiU  to  kiU 
liim. 


over  thy  sword." 

They  fought  on  the  heath  of  Lena.  FeeLIe  was  the  ami  of  Orla. 
The  sworJ  of  Fingal  descended,  aud  cleft  his  shield  in  twain.  It 
fell  and  glittered  on  tlie  ground  as  the  moon  on  tlie  ruffled  stream. 
'•  King  of  Morven,"  said  the  hero,  "  lift  thy  sword  and  pierce  luy 
hreast.      'W'nunded  and  faiut  fioni  Ijiittle,  ni\  fiiend.s  h;ive  left  me 


GO 


FIONNGHAL. 


Dh'fliàg  càinleaii  'bu  shàr  mo  tliaolìh. 
Thig  sgeul  a's  bròiiach  gu  m'  ghràdh 
IGO  Air  srath  Lotha  nan  srutli  caoin, 

'N  uair  bhitheas  'ii  a  h-aouar  's  a'  choill', 
'S  an  osag  mhaoth  's  an  cloire  'fuaim." 

"  Cha  reulj,"  's  e  'thuirt  an  rìgh, 
"  Clia  reulj  mi  's  aii  strì  tliu,  'Oda ; 

1G5  Faiceadh  an  aiiinir,  a's  mìn, 
A  rìin  neo-chlì  air  uisge  Lotha ; 
Slàn  o  chòmh-stri  nam  mòr  hxoch, 
Faiceadh  d'athair,  'us  c  liath, 
Mur  'eil  an  triath  le  aois  dall ; 

170  Chiinncadh  e  do  cheum  's  an  t-sliabli, 
'S  do  ghutli  treun  'n  a  thaUa  tliall ; 
lìiudli  a()il)liiiea.s  air  'anam  gun  dàil 
'Us  fairiclieadli  Ic  'làiinli  a  mliac." 

"  Clia-ii  fhairich  c  mi  chaoidli,  a  rlgh, 
175  Tliuirt  òigfliear  neo-chlì  o  Lotlia, 
"  Thuit  mi  air  Lcna  nam  frìth  ; 
Cluinuidh  bàird  mo  stri  's  ;i'  chònihrag. 
Fo  m'  clirios  tlia  garbh-lot  a'  bhàis, 
'Us  so  e  dhuit  thall,  a  Khaotli." 


lierc.  The  inournful  tale  shall  cunie  to  my  love  un  tlie  lianks  of  the 
streaniy  Lota ;  wlien  sho  is  alone  in  tlie  woml,  auil  tlie  rustling 
hlast  in  the  leaves  !  " 

"  No,"  .saiil  thc  kinf^  of  Morvcn,  "I  wilj  ni;Ver  wound  thee, 
Orla.  On  tlii!  hanks  of  T.ota  let  lier  see  tliee  escaiied  from  tlic. 
hanils  of  war.     Let  tli.y  grcy-liaireil   lathcr,  who,  iicrliajis,  is  hliiul 


FrienJs  who  were  strong  forsook  my  side. 
A  tale  of  grief  will  reaeli  niy  love, 
160  In  tbe  sti-atli  of  Lotlia  of  sniooth  streams, 
^Vlien  she  is  louely  in  tlie  wood, 
And  the  breeze  sounds  softly  through  the  trccsJ 
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"  I  wiE  not  pierce  tbee,"  said  tbe  king — 
"  I  will  not  pierce  thee,  Orhi,  in  the  fray. 

1G5  Let  thy  ^vife,  who  is  gentle,  see 

Hcr  brave  love  l^y  the  stream  of  Lotba, 
Safe  from  the  conflict  of  great  warriors. 
Let  thy  father  of  grey  hairs  liebobl  thcc, 
If  the  cbief  he  not  blind  with  age  ; 

170  Let  bim  hear  thy  stcps  on  tbe  hill, 
Aud  tliy  hxsty  voice  in  bis  hall ; — 
Let  instant  joy  be  on  bis  soul, 
As  witb  bis  bands  he  feels  bis  son." 


Fingal  refuses 
to  do  so,  aiid 
endeavoui's  to 
eheer  him  hy 
speakiiigof  his 
return  to  his 
youngwifeand 
'ed  father. 


"  Ncver  shall  he  fecl  me,  0  king ! " 
17.5  Said  tbe  gaUant  youth  from  Lotba  ; 
"  I  have  fallen  on  Lcna  of  woods  : 
Bards  shall  hear  of  my  strength  in  combat. 
Beneatb  my  girdle  is  tbe  deep  wouud  of  death, 
And  tbere  it  is  to  tbee,  0  wind  ! " 


Orla  opens  np 
a  deep  wound 
whiili  he  had 
receivetl  in 
the  geni-ral 
eugagt'Uìent, 
an.l  dies. 


with  age, —  let  kini  hoar  the  sound  of  tliy  voiec,  and  brighten 
within  his  hall.  'V\'ith  joy  let  the  hero  rise  and  search  for  his  son 
with  liis  hands  !  "  "But  never  wiU  he  find  him,  Fingal,"  said  the 
youth  of  the  streamy  Lota.  "  On  Lena's  heath  I  must  die  :  foreign 
liards  shall  talk  of  me.  My  broad  belt  covers  my  wound  of  death. 
I  give  it  to  the  wind  ! " 
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FrONN(iHAL. 


180       Thaom  e  'dhearg-fliuil  trom  o  'thaolih  ; 
Thuit  c  auns  an  f  hraoch  air  Lcua ; 
Dh'aoni  an  rìgh  thar  spàirn  an  hioich, 
'Us  ghairm  air  na  h-òigfhir  'bu  treinc. 

"  'Oscair  'us  'FhiUcin,  mo  dlià  mliac, 
185  Togailjh  lc  tìachd  cuimhnc  OrLa  ; 

Cuiribh  gaisgeach  donn  fo  lcac 

Fada  o  'mhnaoi  gliasd'  air  Lotha ; 

Gabhadh  clos  'an  so  leis  fein 

'N  tigh  caol  gun  leus  's  am  mair  a  ghruaim, 
190  Fada  o  Lotha  nam  Ix'uc, 

0  'thalla,  o  'thrèin,  o  'luaidh. 

Gheibh  hiigse  a  Ijhogha  's  an  talLi ; 

Bi'  dh  daoine  neo-smiorail  'g  a  iadhadh, 

A  mhiolclioin  a'  caoiueadh  's  na  gk'annail)li, 
19.5  'S  na  tuirc  mu-n  robh  'airc  fo  aoibhneas. 

Thuit  an  làmh  'bu  treun  's  a'  chòmhrag ; 

Chaidh  ccann  nan  triath  mòr  air  clud. 

"  Gluaisibh  guth  'us  fuaim  nan  stoc, 
'Oigfheara  gun  lochd  o  IMhòrbhcinn. 
200  Tilleam  gu  Suaran  an  nochd, 
'Us  togam  le  fonu  a  dhòghruinn. 
'Oscair,  'Fhillcin,  'us  a  Kòinnc, 
Grad-shiid)hlaibh  thar  fraocli  mhai"h  licna : 


The  ilark  blood  poured  from  his  side,  he  fcll  pale  on  the  hoath  of 
Lena.  Fingal  bcnt  over  liim  as  lie  dies,  and  callcd  his  younger 
chiefs.  "  Oscar  and  Fillan,  iny  sons,  raise  high  the  memory  of 
Orla.  ITcre  let  the  dark-haii'cd  liero  rest,  iar  frora  the  spouse  of  liis 
lovo.  Tlcro  lct  hÌDi  rcst  in  liis  narrow  hoiiso,  far  froni  the  sound  of 
Lota.      'l'lic  lccl.lr  will  liinl    liis  1m,\v  at  icmc,  liiit  wili   ii.it   lic  alilc 


iso       Hcavily  .streamcd  his  rcd  Mood  from  liis  sidc  ; 
He  fell  on  the  hoathcr  on  Lcna. 
The  king  lient  o'er  thc  hero  iu  tlic  tlu'ocs  (of  dcath), 
And  hc  called  the  youths  who  werc  strongcst. 
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"  Oscar  and  FiUan,  my  two  sons,* 
1 8.')  Raise  Orla's  memory  with  goodwill ; 

Beneath  a  stone  lay  ye  the  brown-haired  chicf, 

Far  from  his  lovely  wifc  in  Lotha. 

Here  let  him  rest  alone, 

In  the  narrow  raylcss  house  of  histing  gloom, 
190  Far  from  Lotha  of  loud  sounds — 

(Far)  from  his  hall,  liis  warriors,  (and)  his  lovc. 

Weakncss  shall  find  his  bow  iu  his  house — 

Pitlilcss  men  wiU  try  to  bcnd  it ; 

His  staghounds  will  howl  along  the  gkms, 
19.5  Aud  thc  l)oars  which  hc  huntcd  will  rejoiec. 

Fallcn  is  the  hand  mighty  in  Ijattle ; 

The  head  of  great  chiefs  has  passcd  away. 

"  Raise  thc  voice,  and  sound  of  horns, 
Faultk'ss  youths  of  Mon-cn. 
200  To-uight  I  rcturn  to  Swaran, 

And  with  music  will  Hghtcn  liis  gi'icf 

Oscar,  Fillan,  and  Rpio, 

Spced  ovcr  the  heathery  pknin  on  Lena, 


tu  Ijeiul  it.  Hi.s  faitMul  dogs  liowl  on  hi.s  hills  ;  his  boars  which 
he  used  to  pursue  rejoice.  Fallen  is  the  ann  of  hattle  !  the  mighty 
among  the  valiant  is  low  !  Exalt  the  voice,  and  lilov  the  horn,  ye 
sons  of  the  klug  of  Mon-en  !  Let  us  go  luick  to  Swaran  to  send 
the  night  away  on  song.  Fillau,  Oscar,  and  Ityno,  fly  over  the 
hc-ath  of  Lena.     AVlioie,  llyìix,  ait  thou,  youug  .-;on  of  finie  ?    Thou 


Fingal  charges 
Fillan  aud 
Osoar  to  raise 
the  tomh  of 
Orla,  and  to 
treat  liis  iìk- 
mory  with  all 
honour. 


He  propose.s 
tovisitSwarau 
inordertocou- 
sole  him  ;  and 
softened  ap- 
parently  by 
the  death  of 
Orla,  hc  orders 
his  two  sons, 
Fmau  an.l 


tì4 


FIONNGIIAL. 


Air  naimhdean  tionndailjh  rosg  a's  caoinc. 
205  A  Ròinnc,  c'  àite  l)heil  thu,  'thrcin-fhir  ? 
Cha  bu  chlcaclida  dhuit  'blii  mall, 
Agus  rigli  nau  hinn  'g  ad  ghainn." 

"Tha  Ròinnc,"  thuirt  Ullin  am  liàrd, 
"  Mar  ri  cruthaibli  àrd  nam  buadli, 
210  Mar  ri  Trathal,  rìgli  nan  sgiath, 
'Us  ri  Trcunmor  nan  gniomh  mòr. 
Tha  'n  t-òigf  hcar  ìosal  gun  tuar 
'N  a  luidhc  air  a'  chruaich  'an  Lèna." 


"  Fingal  lieic 
rcgri'ts  tlie 
cMrlv  rfiiioval 
urii'i.s  s(.ii. 


''  Clear-toneil 
liar]) ;  lit. 
ìiiirc  or  sììwoth 
harp. 


"  'N  do  thuit  e  'bu  luath  's  an  t-sdilg  ? " 
215  Thuirt  rìgh  Mhòrbheinn  'b'  àirde  cliu, 
"  'Fhir  a  chromadh  an  t-iuthar  còrr, 
Cha  robh  d'-eòhis  ach  gann  dhomli  fein  ; " 
C'  ar  son  a  thuit  Ròinne  's  a'  lildàr  ? 
Caidil,  a  shàr  ghaisgich  air  Ldna. 
220  Cha-n  fhada  gu-m  faiceam  an  seòd, 

Cha  chhiinnear  mo  ghuth  mòr  a  chaoidh, 
'S  cha  blii  mo  chcum  air  thaobh  uan  scòrr. 
Labhraidli  Ijàird  mu  ainm  an  rìgh, 
Labhraidh  chichan  nam  frith  mu  'ainm. 
225  Tha  Ròinne  ro  ìosal  gun  chlì, 
'iS  cha  d'dirich  a  chliu  gu  h-àrd. 
'UlUn,  Ijuail  -sa  'chh^rsach  lom,'' 


art  iiot  wont  to  lie  the  last  to  auswer  tliy  fatlicr's  voice  ! " 

"  Ryno,"  said  Ullin,  first  of  bards,  "  is  'witli  the  awful  forms  of 
liis  fathcrs.  With  Trathal,  kiiig  of  shiclils  ;  with  Trennior  of  niighty 
deeds.  Thc  youth  is  low,  tho  youth  is  pale  ;  hc  lics  on  Liiia's 
hcath  !"  "  Fcll  tho  swiftcst  in  the  raee,"  said  thc  king  ;  '■  tjic  tìrst 
fn  licnd  thi' Ikiw  ?     Thou  srarci' liast  hi'i'ii  kiniwii   tn  un'!    wliy  diil 


65 


And  on  the  foe  bend  kincUiest  eye. 
205  E}Tio,  where  ait  thou,  strong  one  ì 
Thou  wast  not  wont  to  linger, 
When  called  liy  the  king  of  spears." 

"  Ryno,"  said  Ullin  the  bard, 
"  Is  with  the  great  spiiits  of  the  1)rave- 
210  "With  Tra-hal,  king  of  shields, 

And  ■«'ith  Treunmor  of  mighty  deeds  : 
The  youth  is  low  and  wan, 
L^"inor  on  the  hill  of  Lena." 


DUAN  V. 

Ryno,  and  his 
grandson  Os- 
car,  to  stop 
the  pursuit 
of  Lochlin. 


■ftTien  K)Tio 
did  not  come 
foi-ward,  he 
inquires  about 
him,  andUUin 
tells  that  he 
had  fallen  in 
the  battle. 


"  Has  he  fallen,  the  fleet  one  in  chase  ?  " 
215  Said  Morvcn's  king,  the  highest  in  renown. 

"  Thou  beuder  of  the  toughest  yew, 

ìly  knowledge  of  thee  was  but  scant." 

TMiercfore  fell  Ryno  iu  battle  ? 

Sleep  thou,  ti'ue  hero,  on  Lena — 
220  Ere  long  I  shall  see  the  brave  one. 

My  mighty  voice  shaU  not  be  always  heard, 

Nor  shall  my  path  be  on  the  mountain-side. 

Bards  wiU  speak  of  the  name  of  the  king ; 

The  stones  of  the  forest  wiU  speak  his  uanic. 
225  Ryno  is  strengthless  and  low, 

And  his  fame  has  not  risen  on  high. 

LUIin,  strike  the  clear-toned  harjj ; '' 


The  king  la- 
ments  liis  son, 
and  orders 
Ullin  to  siui,' 
his  death- 
song. 


young  Ej-no  fall  ì  But  sleep  tliou  softly  on  Lena  ;  Fingal  shaU 
soon  beliold  tliee.  Soon  shall  my  iwice  be  heard  no  more,  and  my 
footsteps  cease  to  be  seen.  The  bards  ivill  tell  of  Fmgal's  name. 
The  stones  -«011  talk  of  me.  But,  Eyno,  thou  art  low  indeed  ! 
thou  hast  not  received  thy  fame.  UULn,  strike  the  harp  for  Kyno  ! 
teU  what  the  chief  would  have  been.  Fart-well,  thou  first  in  every 
VOL.  IL  E 


or. 


FIONNOHAL. 


"■  "No  more 
shall  I  keep 
thine  arrow 
from  stray- 
ing. "     A 
touching  al. 
Insion  to  tJie 
(kthcr's  train- 
ing  of  liis  lioy 
in  tlie  use  of 
tlic  how. 


Togsa  fonn  mu  'n  t-sonn  a  dli'fhalljli, 
Slàn  leat,  a  chcud  f  hir  's  an  raou, 
2.30  C'lia  cluim  mi  o  chhaon'  do  ghath," 
Thusa  b'  àillc  measg  nau  laoch, 
Cha-n  fhaic  mi  thu  cliaoidh — slàn  leat." 

Bha  gruaidh  an  rìgh  fo  thaomadh  dlieur 
B'  f  huathasach  'an  còmhrag  a  mhac, 

235  A  mhac,  a  bha  mar  dhealan  speur 
0  Ardbheinn  gu  rdidh  's  an  oidhch', 
'N  uair  thuiteas  a'  choille  roi'  'cheum, 
'S  fear-siubhail  fo  bheud  gun  soills' ; 
Ach  adhlaicidh  gaoth  au  teine  tliall 

240  Air  cìd  nan  càrn,  tlia  'n  saoghal  dorch'. 


tlic  nx 
of  tlii,- 
grecn ' 


why  is 
'UHìry 
gravi^ 


"  C'  uime  tha  cuimhne  na  li-uaigli  so  uaine  'i'" 

Thuirt  Fionnglial  nan  sligean  flal, 

"  Ceithir  clachan  fo  chòinnich  thall 

Mu  thigh  caol  a'  bhàis  's  an  t-slialjh  ? 
245  An  so  gabhadh  Ròinu'  a  shuain 

Ri  taobh  gai.sgicli  'bu  chruaidh  's  a'  blil.\r. 

Tha  triath  a's  àirde  cliu  's  a'  bheinn  ; 

Cha  bhi  'shiubhal  leis  fè'm  's  na  ne^)il. 

'Ullin,  togsa  dàn  o  shean 
250  Do  chuimhne  na  tha  's  an  uaigh. 

Mur  do  theicheadh  riamh  's  an  raon. 


ficilil !  No  moro  sluill  I  diriict  thy  dart !  Tlion  tliat  hast  havn  so 
fair  !  I  heliold  thee  not.  Farewcll  !  "  Thc  tear  is  on  the  eheek  of 
tho  king,  for  ti'rrilile  wiis  his  .fon  in  war.  His  son,  that  was  like  a 
heam  of  fire  liy  night  on  a  liiU,  wlien  the  forosts  sink  down  in  its 
course,  and  tlie  travidler  trenihles  at  tlie  sound  !  Eut  the  winds 
drivc  it  Ijejoiid  the  stcep.     It  sinks  from  siglit,  aiul  darkncss  jirevails. 


Raise  a  song  to  the  strong  one  gone. 
Farewell,  thou  foremost  on  the  field  ! 
230  No  more  shall  I  keep  thine  arrow  from  straying : ' 
Thou  who  wast  fairest  of  the  heroes, 
I  shall  see  thee  no  more — farewell  1 " 
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The  cheek  of  the  king  was  under  flood  of  tears  : 
Terrible  in  battle  was  his  son — 

23ò  His  son  who  was  like  lightning  of  heaven 
(Flying)  from  Ardven  to  the  pLain  at  night, 
When  falls  the  vrood  beforc  its  jjath, 
And  the  traveller  is  in  darkness  and  danger ; 
But  far  away  the  wind  entombs  the  fire 

240  Behind  the  cairns,  and  the  world  is  dark. 


Ossian  praisi'i 
the  v.ilour  of 
liis  brother. 


"  Why  is  this  grave  in  memory  gi-een  1 " ' 
Said  Fingal  of  the  festive  shells  : 
"  Four  moss-clad  stones  before  us, 
Around  death's  narrow  house  on  the  hill. 

24.5  There  let  Eyno  take  his  sleep, 

Be.side  a  hero  who  was  stauch  in  fight. 
A  chief  of  highest  fame  is  on  the  Ben  ; 
Alone  he  will  not  travel  nn  the  clouds. 
Eaise,  Ullin,  a  song  of  eld, 

2.50  In  remembrance  of  those  in  the  grave. 
If  they  never  fled  the  field, 


Fingal,  ob- 
serving  a 
green  grave 
on  the  hill, 
orders  Rjtio 
to  he  earrieil 
there,  anJ 
asks  its  his- 
tory. 


"  Wliose  fame  is  in  that  dark  green  tomb  1 "  began  tlie  king  of 
generous  shells.  "  Four  stones  with  their  heads  of  moss  stand  there  ! 
They  mark  the  narrow  house  of  death.  Xear  it  let  Ryno  rest.  A 
neighbour  to  the  brave  let  him  lie.  Some  chief  of  fame  is  here  to 
fly  with  my  son  on  clouds.  0  Ullin  !  Tai.se  tlie  songs  of  old.  Awake 
their  memorv  iii  their  toml).     If  in  the  field  thcy  never  fled,  my  son 
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Bi'  dli  mo  mhac  ri  'n  taobh  'n  a  shuaiu ; 
Bi'  dh  e  ri  'n  taolih  'am  fraoch  nan  càrn, 
Fada  thall  o  àird'  na  Mòrbhcinn 
255  Air  Lena  a's  fuaimear  rèidh." 


"  Krom  tho 
iH'KÌmiing  (if 
this  liue  to 
end  of  1.  344 
isgiven  in  No. 
XVI.  ofthe 
"  Kraginents. " 


"  'An  so  fein,"  thuirt  ])eul  nam  fonn, 

"  Chaidil  trèith  nan  sonn  fo  'n  ùir. 

'S  sàmhach  tha  Làmh-dliearg  's  an  uaigh, 

'Us  UUin,  rìgh  nan  cruaidh-hmn. 
2G0  C'  i  so  'tha  'coimhead  o  neòil, 

'S  a'  feuchainn  fo  scleò  a  cruth  àluinn  1 

C'  ar  son  tha  'n  ainnir  gun  tuar  ? 

'N  òigh,  do'n  ghdill  an  shiagh  air  Cromhi ; 

'N  do  thuit  thu,  'Làmh-gheal,  fo  shuain 
2G5  Mar  ri  naimhdean  fuar  's  a'  chòmh  -stri  ? 

A  nighean  Thuathail  'bu  ghhm  snuagh, 

Bu  rìm  thu  fein  <h:)  mliìle  hioch  ; 

Cha  robh  do  ghaols'  ach  do  Làmh-dhcarg. 

Gu  Tìira  thàinig  am  mòr-thriatli ; 
270  Bhuail  e  sgiath  nan  copa  donn, 

'Us  hibhair  an  sonn  ris  fhein. 

'  C'àite  -m  blioil  Geahachos,  mo  rìm," 

An  ainnir  chiuin  aig  Tuathal  treun, 

A  dli'fliàg  nii  'ii  talhx  nan  tùr, 
275  'N  uair  bhuail  mi  Ulfada  nam  l)eum  ? 

Tills'  air  d'  ais,  's  e  'thuiit  i  rium. 


shall  rest  by  their  sitle.     Ho  shall  rest  far  distant  from  Morven,  on 
Lena's  resounding  plains  !  " 

"  Ilere,"  saiJ  the  hard  of  song — "  hens  rcst  tlio  first  of  licroes. 
Silent  is  Laniderg  in  this  place  :  (luuib  is  LHIin,  king  of  sworJs  ! 
AnJ  wlio,  soft  smiling  froni  lior  clouJ,  sliows  nic  hcr  face  of  lovel 
Why,  (laviKlitcr,  why  se  p:Je  art  thon,  (irst  of  thc  niaids  of  Cronila? 
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Be  my  son  by  their  side  iu  Lis  sleep  ; 
By  their  side  let  hirn  be  on  the  heath  of  cairus, 
Far  away  from  the  heights  of  Morven, 
255  On  Lena  of  sounding  plaiu." 

"  lu  this  very  phxce,"  said  the  mouth  of  sougs 

"  Leaders  of  chiefs  have  slept  in  dust : 

Sileut  is  Lam-derg  in  the  grave, 

Aud  Ulliu,  king  of  hard-smiting  brauds. 
2tì0  Who  is  she  looking  forth  from  clouds, 

Aud  showing  in  mist  her  lovely  forra  ? 

Wherefore  is  the  maiden  wan — 

She  to  whoni  pelded  all  on  Cromla  ? 

Hast  thou  sunk,  thou  AVhite-haud,  in  slumber 
2G5  Cold,  along  with  foemen  iu  the  fight  ? 

Tual's  daughter  of  aspect  bright, 

Thou  wast  iudeed  the  love  of  thousaud  heroes  : 

Thy  love  was  given  to  Lam-derg  aloue. 

To  Tura  came  the  mighty  prince  ; 
270  Struck  lie  the  shield  of  dark-browu  boss, 

And  spake  the  hero  to  himself : 

'  AATiere  is  Gel-chossa,  my  love," 

The  gentle  daughter  of  mighty  Tual ; 

She  whom  I  left  in  the  hall  of  towers 
275  When  I  smote  Ulfadda  of  cleaving  blows  ? 

Come  thou  back,  she  said  to  me. 


Tlie  baid  tells 
the  story  ol' 
Lam-derg,  aud 
Gel-ehossa, 
ilaughter  of 
Tual,  who 
lived  in  Tura. 


Lam-derg 
visits  Tura, 
but  finds  that 
Gel-chossa  is 
not  tlierc. 


Dost  tliou  sk'op  witli  tlie  foes  in  battle,  white-ljosonieJ  Jaugliter  of 
Tuatlial  ì  Thou  liast  Ijeen  tlie  love  of  thousanJs,  Ijut  LamJerg  was 
thy  love.  He  came  to  Tura's  mossy  towers,  anJ,  strLking  his  Jark 
bufkler,  spoke  :  '  ^Miere  is  Gelchossa,  my  love,  the  Jaughter  of 
the  noljle  Tuathal  ?  I  left  her  in  the  hall  of  Tura  when  I  fought 
with  great  UlfaJa.     Return  soou,  < )  LamJerg  !  she  saiJ  ;  for  here 
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DUAN  V.  A  Làmli-dhcarg,  's  mi  'n  tlùblu-a  bròiii, 

A  broillcacli  bàn  fo  osna  ciuin, 
A  gruaidh  a  b'  ùr  fo  dhealta  dhcoir. 
280  Cha-n  fhaic  mi  i  'n  coiuueamh  a  truiu 
A  thogail  m'  anma,  o  bheum  còmhraig  ; 
'S  ro  shàmhach  tha  talla  nan  teud 
Guu  ghuth  bàird  air  beinn  no  còmhnard  ; 
['S  cha  n  'cil  Brau  fhuiu,  mar  b'àljhaisd, 
285  'Crathadh  a  shlabhruidh  mu'u  chòmhkdh.J 
C'  àitc  'bheil  Gealaclios,  mo  rìui, 
Au  aimiir  chiuiu  aig  Tuathal  treun  1 ' 

"  '  A  Làmh-dhearg,'  thuirt  Fcarghus  mac  Aodh- 
'  Tha  Gealachos  mu  Chromla  uan  siau,  [aiu, 

290  I  feiu  's  gach  òigh  'tha  d'  a  roghainu  ; 
'N  deio;h  chabrach  tha  'siubhal  gu  dìan.' 


•i  "The  cir 
rlr  (jf  i'iiirns  is 
liis  aelight," 
.sliowiug  Alhul 
to  be  a  Druid. 


"  '  'Fhcarglmis,  cha  cluiuucar  fuaim  leam  feiu 
'An  coill',  'am  beinn,  no  'm  magh  Leua ; 
Cha-n  'cil  cabrach  'n  am  shcalladh  fein, 
295  No  coin  ghleusd  'au  seilg  na  h-Eirinn. 
Cha-n  f  haiccar  lcam  Geahichos,  mo  rùn, 
Mar  ghcalach  as-ìir  a'  dol  sìos. 
Gabh  gu  Allaid,  a's  leithe  cìd, 
Tha  'n  cromadh  a  chìiirn  a  mhiann," 


I  sit  iii  si'ii^^f-  llur  wliito  brea.st  mse  witli  sighs.  Her  cheek  w.ts 
wet  with  tears.  J]ut  1  scc  hcr  not  coming  to  mect  me  to  sootlie  my 
soul  aftcr  war.  .Sileiit  i.s  thc  liall  cif  my  joy  !  I  hcar  not  the  voicc 
ofthcbaiil.  l'iraii  (locs  iiut  shakc  his  cliains  at  thc  gatc,  glail  at 
the  comiiig  of  Lamdcrg.  Whcre  is  Gclchossa,  my  lovc  ;  the  mild 
daiighter  of  tlie  generous  Tuathal  ? ' 
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Lam-dei'g,  I  am  in  the  sliade  of  sorrow. 

Her  wliite  bosom  heaved  a  geutle  sigh  ; 

Her  bloomiug  cheek  bedewed  with  tears. 
280  I  see  her  not  (coming)  to  meet  her  hero  ; 

To  raise  my  soul  above  the  strokes  of  war. 

Too  sQent  is  the  hall  of  music — 

No  voice  of  bard  ou  hiU  or  phiiu. 

[And  Brau  himself  is  not,  as  wont,^ 
285  Shaking  his  chain  beside  the  door.] 

Where  is  Gel-chossa,  my  love — • 

The  gentle  daughter  of  mighty  Tual  ? ' 


"  '  Lam-derg,'  said  Fergus,  son  of  Adau, 
'  Gel-chossa  is  on  Cromla  of  storms  ; 
290  She,  and  all  the  maidens  of  her  choice, 
lu  easer  chase  of  the  antlered  deer.' 


He  asks  Fer- 
f,ms  wliere  slie 
is.  He  tells 
tliat  she  is 
hunting  deer 
on  Cronila. 


"  '  Fergus,  uo  sound  is  heard  by  mc 
In  wood,  on  hill,  or  pkiu  of  Leua ; 
No  antlered  one  is  in  my  sight, 
29.5  Nor  fleet-foot  dogs  of  chase  in  Erin ; 
I  see  uot  Gel-chossa,  my  lovc, 
Like  the  uew  moon  when  goiug  down. 
Go  to  Allad  of  greyest  hair, 
The  circle  of  caii-ns  is  his  delight," 


"  '  LamJerg  ! '  saj's  Fercliios,  soii  of  Aiikiu,  '  Gelcliu.ssa  moves 
stately  on  Cromla.  She  anJ  tlie  maids  of  tlie  bow  pursue  the  fly- 
ing  deer  ! '  '  Ferchios  ! '  replied  the  chief  of  Cromla,  '  no  noise 
meets  the  ear  of  Lamderg  !  No  suund  is  in  the  woods  of  Lena  : 
no  deer  fly  in  my  sight ;  no  pautlng  dog  pursues.  I  see  not 
Gelchossa,  my  love,  fair  as  the  fidl  moon  setting  on  the  hills.     Go, 
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300  A  dh'fheuchainn  an  cual'an  t-aosda 
Air  Gealachois  mu  thaobh  nan  sliabh.' 

"  Cliaidh  Fearghus  mac  Aodhain  air  triull, 
'Us  labhair  ri  liath  nan  càrn. 
'  'Chaoin  Allaid,  'tha  'tunaidh  air  sliabh, 
305  Ciod  a  chunnaic  le  d'  aosd-shùil  thall  ? ' 


"  The  hero  is 
uot  free  ;  lit. 
is  not  to  him- 
scl/ — i.c,  at 
his  owTi  dis- 
posal. 

The  following 
line  (317)  has 
lieen  changecl 
liyE.  M'Liifh- 
hm  froni  Tlui 
c  'lnialadh  Ul- 
fuda — "  He  is 
suiiting,  01- 
lighting,  with 
Ulladaa"— to 
Cìwsgair  e, 
&c.— "Hehas 
slaughtered 
Ulfadda." 


"  '  Chuuuaic,'  thuirt  Allaid  'bha  aosda, 
'  Garljh  Ullin  a  dh'aom  o  Chairbre, 
Thàiuig  0  Chromla  an  fliraoich, 
Bha  fonn  'g  a  mhìichadh  'n  a  gharbh-chliabli 
310  Mar  osaig  'an  coillidh  lom. 
Thàinig  e  gu  taUa  nan  tìir. 

"  '  "  A  Làmh-dliearg,  a's  fuathas  do  dhaoine, 
Thoir  còmhrag  a  dh'Ullin,  no  do  chliu, 
Thusa  's  làidir'  de  gliaisgich  nacli  faoin." 

[an  àigli, 

;n.5       "'"Cha-n  'eil  Làmh-dhearg " — thuirt  Gealachos 
"  Cha-n  'eil  gaisgeach  a  'I)Iilàir  dha  fein." 
Tha  e  'bualadh  Ulfada  air  tràigh, 
'S  tha  e,  'cheannaird  nan  sàr,  's  a  'ljheinn. 
Riamh  clia  do  gheiU  mo  rùn  do  thriath  ; 

;32(i  Lheh-  e  carraid  nan  sgiath  'mliac  Chairbre." 


Fin'uliios,  go  to  AllaJ,  the  grey-haired  soii  of  thu  rock.  IIis  dwell- 
iiig  is  iii  tlic'  circle  of  stoncs.  He  may  knov'  oC  tlic  liriglit  Gel- 
chossa  ! ' 

"  Tlic  soii  of  Aidon  wont.  lle  spokc  to  tlie  e<ar  of  agc.  '  Allad  ! 
dweller  of  rocks  :  tlioii  tliat  trciiililcst  alone  !  wliat  saw  thinc  cycs 
of  age  ? '      'I  saw,'  aiiswerod  Allad  the  old,  '  Ulliii   tlic   son  ol' 


300  To  fìnd  if  tbe  agècl  lias  heard 

()f  Gel-chossa  ou  the  mountain-side.' 
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"  Fergus,  son  of  Adan,  weut, 
And  he  spake  to  the  hoary  of  cairns  : 
'  Kind  Allad,  who  dwellest  on  the  hill, 
305  Wliat  hast  thou  seeu  with  thine  agèd  eye  ? ' 

"  '  I  saw,'  said  the  agèd  Allad, 
'  Great  Ullin  descended  of  Caii-bar. 
(He)  came  from  Cromhx  of  heather  ; 
He  smothered  a  soug  in  his  rough  chest, 
310  Like  a  Uast  in  a  leafless  wood  ; — 
He  came  to  the  hall  of  towers. 


Lain-ilerg,  sec- 
ing  no  sigii  of 
chase  on  the 
hill,  asks  Fei- 
gus  to  innuiie 
of  AUiul,  an 
ageJ  rechise 
liring  iu  a 
niountain- 
cave,  whethcr 
he  hatl  seeu 
her. 

Allad  replies 
that  irUin,  the 
chief  of  Lego, 
had  conie  to 
challenge 
Laui-LÌerg  to 
conibat,  aud 
that 


"  '  "  Lam-derg,  who  art  a  terror  unto  men, 
Give  battle,  or  thy  fame,  to  Ulliu, 
Thou  strono-est  of  .strous;  heroes." 


315       "  '"  Lam-derg  is  not  " — said  lovely  Gel-chossa  ; 
"  Tbe  hero  of  battles  is  not  fi'ee." 
He  fights  with  Ulfadda  on  tbe  shore  : 
He  is  uot  ou  the  bill,  tbou  leader  of  the  lu-ave. 
Never  to  warrior  yielded  (be  wbo  is)  my  love  ; 

320  To  Cairbar's  son  be  will  jjive  the  battle  of  sbields.' 


Gel-chossa 
had  told  liini 
of  Lani-ilcTg's 
ahsencc  ; 
]ili-dging  licr- 
sclf  that  lie 
would  oii  his 
retiuu  givc 
battle  to 
UUin. 


Cairlìar.  He  came  in  darkness  from  Cromla.  Ho  ImmincJ  a  surly 
song,  like  a  blast  in  a  leafless  wood.  He  entered  the  hall  of  Tiira. 
"  Lamderg,"  he  said,  "  most  dreadfid.  of  men,  fight,  or  jìeld  to 
Ulliu."  "Lamderg,"  replied  Gelchossa,  "the  son  of  liattle  is  not 
here.  He  figlits  Ulfiida,  mighty  ehief.  He  is  not  here,  thou  firet 
of  meu  !     Eut  Lamderg  never  yields.      He  will  fight  the  son  of 
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"  ' "  'S  taitneach  do  shuuagh  's  tu  fein," 
Thuirt  UUin  'bu  treun  gnìonih, 
"  'Nighean  àillidh  Thuathail  uani  Ijcuni, 
Bheiream  thaù'is  gu  Lèig  uan  sliabh, 

325  TaUa  Chairbre  a's  fial  còru. 

Bi'  dh  Gcahxchos  aig  triath  a's  treinc. 
Tri  lài  bithcam  feiu  air  Chromla, 
A'  fcitheamh  ri  Làmh-dhearg  uam  beum, 
Gu'm  faigheam  o  'u  trcun  au  còmhrag ; 

330  Au  ccathramh  IjÌ'  dh  Gealachos  dliomh  feiu, 
Ma  theichcas  a  triath  o'u  chòmh  -stri."  ' 


335 


"  '  'AUaid,'  thuirt  ceanuard  Chromhi, 
'  Sìth  do  d'  aisling  'au  còs  uan  càru  ! 
'Fhearghuis,  sèid  -sa  stuc  a'  chòmhraig ; 
Cluiuneadh  Ullin  'n  a  thalla  thall 
Mar  stoù'm  as;  eirigh  aii-  gleaun.' 


"  Chaidh  Làmh-dhcarg  ri  beinn  o  Thùra  ; 
Bha  fouu  guu  tighin  gu  'chcaun 
'G  a  mhùchadh  gu  teanu  fo  'ìirhi. 
340  Sheas  e  gu  dorch'  air  an  f  hraoch 
Mar  nial,  a  ehaochhi  's  a  shnuagh, 
lli  gauitli  air  cruaieh  uam  bcaun. 
Thilg  e  chich-shàmlihi  a'  bhlàir, 
Chual'  Ullin  mac  Chairbre  a  fuaim, 


Cairliar!"  "Lnvi'ly  art  tli(.u,"  sai.l  tcrrilili'  Vliiii,  "  aau-lilrr  ol' 
tliu  generous  Tiiallial.  I  carry  tlieu  tii  l'airliar's  lialls.  Tlie  valiant 
.shall  liave  (iclcliossa.  Thrce  day.s  I  rcmain  at  Cromla  to  wait  that 
soii  of  liattlo,  I.amderg.  On  tlie  fourtli  Gclchossa  is  miiic,  if  thc 
niighty  I.aniilerg  flies."  ' 

"  '  Allad,'  said  tho  chief  of  Cromhi,  'pcace  to  thy  drcani.s  in  tlic 
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"  ' "  Pleasant  tliine  aspect,  and  tliyself,' 
Said  Ulliu  of  miglity  deeds, 
"  Lovely  daughter  of  warlike  Tual. 
I  wiU  briug  thee  over  to  Lego  of  hills — 

325  The  hall  of  Cairbar  of  the  festive  cups  ; 
Tlie  strougest  chicf  shall  have  Gel-chossa. 
Three  days  shall  I  remaiu  on  Cromla, 
Waitiug  for  warlike  Lam-derg, 
TiU  I  have  combat  from  the  brave  oue  : 

330  Ou  the  fourth  Gel-chossa  shall  be  mine, 
If  her  hero  tìee  from  battle." ' 


DUAN  v. 

Ullin,  struck 
by  hcr  beauty, 
oH'ers  to  take 
her  to  Lego, 
says  that  lie 
Kill  remain 
three  days  for 
Lani-derg,  and 
that  she  must 
be  given  to 
the  couqueror. 


"  '  Allad,'  said  the  leader  of  Cromhi, 
'  Peace  to  thy  dream  iu  the  rocky  cleft. 
Fergus,  wind  the  battle-horu  ; 
335  Let  Ullin  hear  it  iu  his  hall  afar, 
Like  tempest  risiug  iu  the  gleu.' 

"  Lam-derg  clomb  the  hill  from  Tura  : 
A  song  which  had  not  reached  its  close 
He  closely  smothered  iu  his  chest ; 
3i0  He  stood  in  darkness  ou  the  heath, 
Like  a  cloud  which  chauges  its  form 
Beueath  the  wiud  ou  the  peaks  of  Bens. 
He  fiuug  the  signal-stone  of  battle  ^ — 
Ulliu,  sou  of  Cairbar,  heard  its  souud  ; 


Lam-derg  ar- 
rivcs,  returus 
Ullin's  ehal- 
lenge,  who 
asccnds  the 
hiU  to  engage 
hìm. 


cave  !  Fercliios,  sound  tlie  liom  of  Lamderg,  that  Ullin  may  liear 
in  Ms  halls.'  Lamderg,  like  a  roaring  storm,  ascended  the  hill 
from  Tura.  He  hummed  a  surly  song  as  he  weut,  like  the  noise  of 
a  falling  stream.  He  darkly  stood  upon  the  hill,  like  a  cloud  vary- 
ing  its  form  to  the  ■wLnd.  He  rolled  a  stone,  the  sign  of  war.  Ullin 
heard  in  Cairhar's  hall.     The  hero  lieard  with  joy  his  foe.     He  took 
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DUAN  V. 

34.5 

Bha  aoibhneas  air  anam  an  t-sàii-, 

Agus  ghhic  sleagh  'athar  gu  luath. 
I>ha  fiamh  gàir'  air  gruaidh  'bu  (hjnn 
'N  uair  a  ghLac  an  sunn  a  Lann. 
Chuahis  'fhead,  's  e  'siubhal  nan  tom, 

350 

Lann  eaLimh  'us  lom  'n  a  làimh. 
Chuunacas  le  GeaLxchos  an  triath, 
'S  e  'g  èirigh  air  sliabh  mar  cheò ; 
Bhuail  i  gu  mall  a  h-àrd  chliabh, 

355 

'Bu  ghile  na  sneachda  nan  tòrr, 

'S  i  sàmhach  fo  dheòir  mu  Làmh-dhearg. 

"  '  'Chairbre  aosd'  nan  slige  fial,' 
Thuirt  ainnir  'bu  chaoine  Lànih, 
'  Bi  'dh  mo  bhogha  air  CromLx  nan  sUabh  ; 
Chi  mi  eilid  'tha  ciar,  's  a'  chàrn.' 

3G0 

Ghrad-ghluais  i  'n  aghaidh  na  Ix'inn', 
Clia  d'  tliàiuig  i  fein  ach  malL 
Bha  'chòmli  -stri  thaiiis  le  l)eud. 
C'  uim  au  aitluis  an  strì  'an  dàu 

«  A  rhmmalc 

Do  rìgh  Sliehna  'cliunnaic  na  cèud  " 

CV«./««'is 

3G5 

'Cur  charraid  nau  treuu  le  Lmn ! 

IIIIW  iiivui-i- 
iilily  usuil  in 

Thuit  Ullin,  a  b'fhiadhaich  snuagh, 

tlii'  iioiii.  aiiil 
ai.'fus.  [ilunil. 

Thàinig  Lìlmh-dhearg  gun  tuar  do  'n  oigh, 
Nighean  Thuathail  a  b'  iomadli  buaidli, 
Mòr-cheannard  na  cruaidh  's  nan  slògh. 

liis  fiitlicr's  spear.      A  siiiilc  lirij,'litens  liis  (liuk-liniwii  (■lu'c'k  iis  lu' 

placos   his  sword  liy  liis  sid(j.     The   diij,'j,'er  glittered  iii  liis  liiuid. 
He  whistled  tis  ho  went. 

"  Oelchossa  saw  the  sileiit  cliiof  as  a  wreatli  of  inist  a,sccu(lin<,'  the 
hill.     Sho  struck  hcr  white  and  luìaving  lirra.st,  and  silont,  ti!arfiil, 
foared   for   Laindorg.       ''Cairhar,    hoary  cliicf   of  shclLs,'    said    thc 
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3-15  Joy  Avas  in  the  soul  of  the  bravc, 

Aiid  straigiitway  he  seized  his  father's  spear : 
A  smile  was  on  his  dark-brown  cheek, 
When  the  hero  grasped  the  brand. 
Heard  was  his  whistling  as  he  trod  tlie  hills  ; 

350  A  ready  sword  unshcathed  was  in  his  hand. 
By  Gel-cliossa  the  hcro  was  seen, 
As  he  clomb  the  hill  like  mist. 
Slowly  she  smote  her  bosom  high, 
Whitcr  thau  snow  of  the  knoUs, 

3.Ì5  As  silent  she  wept  for  Lam-dcrg. 

"  '  Cairbar  old  of  festive  shells,' 
Said  the  maiden  of  smoothest  hand, 
'  IMy  bow  shall  lie  on  hilly  Cromla  ; 
On  the  caii'U  I  see  a  dark-brown  liind.' 

3G0  Straightway  she  clomb  the  mountain-face  ; 
She  came  not  till  too  latc — 
The  combat  was  past  with  scath. 
Why  should  I  tell  in  song  the  fray 
To  Selma's  king,  who  has  scen  hundreds  " 

365  Fighting  with  the  sword  the  fìght  of  herocs  ? 
Fell  Ullin  of  aspect  fierce ; 
Lam-derg,  wan,  approached  the  maid — 
Daughter  of  Tual  of  many  conquests, 
Great  leader  of  arms  and  of  hosts. 


Gel-chossa, 
seeing  liim, 
also  flimbs 
the  hiU  ; 
l>ut  too  late 
to  prevcnt 
tlie  coniliat. 


UUiii  was 
slain.      Lam- 
ilei-K  niet  lier 


maid  of  tlie  teiuler  liauil,  '  I  must  bend  the  bow  on  Cromla.  I  see 
the  dark  -  bro^vn  hinds.'  She  hasted  up  the  hiN.  In  vain  !  the 
gloomy  heroes  fought.  Why  should  I  tell  to  Selma's  king,  how 
wrathful  heroes  fight  ?  Fierce  Ullin  felL  Young  Lamderg  came, 
all  pale,  to  the  daughter  of  generous  Tuathal  !  '  What  blood,  my 
love,'    she    trembling  said^ — '  what  blood  nins  do^vn  my  warrior's 
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a  'S  i  'seal- 
ìitdh  hàls. 
Scall,  "look," 
is,  in  moderu 
Gaelic,  iised 
as  an  intrans. 
verh,  antl  the 
rofcular  forni 
ol'  tlie  pres. 
jiart.  In-re 
beCore  us  is 
useil  only  as 
a  noun. 


370       "  '  Tha  fuil,  a  rùin,'  's  i  'scalladh  bàis," 
'  Tha  fuil  air  do  tbaobh,  mo  shàr.' 
'  Fuil  UlHii  a  th'  aun,'  thuirt  au  hioch, 
*  'Aiuuir  mar  shueacbda  uan  càru. 
'N  so  fuiu  a  Ghealacbos  mo  rùiu 

37.')  Leig  dliomhsa  mo  chìil  air  làr  ; 

Db'fball)li  m'anam,  cba  do  cbaiU  mi  mo  chliu. 
Cbaidh  Làudi-dhearg  nan  tilr  gu  bàs. 

"  '  'N  do  tbuit  tbu  'an  cadal  trom, 
A  thriath  Thtira  uan  tom  garbb  ? ' 

380  Tri  lài  shuidh  i  air  an  lom  ; 

Fbuair  sealgair,  an  ceatbramb,  i  marbb. 
Tbogadb  an  uaigb  mu  'u  triuir, 
A  rìgh  Mbòrbbeiuu,  's  an  ìiir  so  feiu. 
Bi  'dh  Ròiune  measg  tbriatb  fo  cbliu, 

385  'S  a  shiubhal  gu  ciuin  's  a'  bbeinn  I " 

"'An  so  fdiu  bi  'dh  Ròinne  'n  a  shuaiu," 
Thuirt  Fionngbal  gu  ciuin  mall, 
"  Thàinig  gutb  a  cbliu  gu  m'  cbluais. 
'Fbillein,  'Fbearghuis,  tboir  Orla  nall, 
390  Au  t-òigfhear  gun  tuar  o  Lòtha. 

Gun  choimeas  cha  luidb  thu,  a  Ròiunc, 

Us  Orla  ri  d'  tbaobb  's  an  uaigli. 

Biodb  deoir  air  òitib  MbòrMieinu  au  aonaiib, 


sidel'  'lt  is  Ullin's  hlood,'  the  cliief  rejìlied  ;  '  thou  fairer  than 
the  .snow  !  Gelchnssa,  let  nie  rcst  liero  a  little  while.'  Tlie  niij;lity 
Lnnulerg  ilied  !  '  And  slee]iest  tliou  so  Sdcm  on  curth,  O  cliief  of 
shady  Tura  f '  Tlirce  days  she  inourned  lieside  licr  lovc.  The 
]iunt(tis  found  her  cold.     They  raised  tliis  tcimh  aliuve  tlic  tlircc. 
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370       "  'Thore  is  blood,  my  love,'  as  she  looked  (liko) 
'  There  is  blood  ou  thy  sido,  my  l.)i'ave  oue.'    [death," 
*  It  is  blood  of  Ulliu,'  said  the  hero, 
'  Maiden  like  suow  ou  the  peaks. 
Here,  eveu  here,  Gel-chossa  of  my  love, 

37.5  Let  me  rest  my  back  ou  the  ground  : 

My  soul  is  fled ;  I  have  uot  hist  my  fome.' 
Passed  Lam-derg  of  the  towers  to  death. 

"  '  Hast  thou  falleu  in  hea^'}'  sleep, 

Lord  of  Tura  of  rugged  hills  ? ' 
380  Three  days  she  sat  on  the  bare  (ground)  ; 

On  the  fourth  a  huuter  fouud  her  dead. 

Thore  was  the  torab  about  hor  raised. 

In  this  same  spot,  king  of  great  mouutains, 

Ryno  shaU  be  with  princes  of  renown, 
385  And  his  path  shaU  be  peaceful  ou  the  Bou." 

"  Here  then  let  Ryno  sleop," 
Calmly  and  slowly  Fiugal  said  ; 
"  The  voice  of  his  reuown  has  reachod  my  oar. 
FiUan,  Fergus,  Ijriug  over  Orla,^ 
390  The  youth  from  Lotha,  who  is  pale. 
Rpio,  thou  shalt  not  Ue  without  a  peer 
Whou  Orhi  is  beside  thee  iu  the  grave. 
Be  the  maids  of  hiUy  Morven  in  tears. 


Tliy  son,  O  king  of  Morven,  may  rest  here  witli  heroes  ! " 

"  Aiid  here  my  son  shall  rest,"  said  Fingal.  "  T)ie  voice  of  their 
fime  is  in  mine  ears.  Fillan  and  Fei^us  !  hring  liither  Orla  ;  the 
pale  youth  of  the  stream  of  Lota  !  Xot  unequalled  shall  Eyno  lie 
in  earth,  when  Orla  is  by  his  side.     "Weep,  ye  daughters  of  Jlorven  ! 
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but  lieing 
niijrtMlly 
wounilfil, 
dies  in  hcr 
presence. 


She  sat  liesiilf 
liis  hoily  for 
tliree  ilavs. 
On  the  iourtli 
a  hunter 
found  her 
dead. 

The  bard  t.-lls 
Fingal  thivt 
the  gi'een 
tomb  before 
them  con- 
tained  hor 
remains,  as 
well  as  those 
of  the  heroes 
who  had  died 
for  her. 

Fingal  is 
well  phMsed 
that  Rvno 
should'be 
buried  there, 
and  ordei-s 
Orla  to  be 
laid  in  the 
same  tomli. 
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Fiamli  l^ròiu  air  òigli  Lòtlia  iian  stuadli. 

.39.5  Mar  ghalluu  air  leatliad  nam  Ijeanu 

Dli'fliàs  laoich  nach  bu  ghann  'am  feiuu. 
Thuit  iad  mar  dharaig  'an  gleann 
'N  an  luidhe  thar  sruth  's  a'  bheinn, 
'S  iad  a'  seacadh  ri  gaoith  uan  cìlrn. 

400  'Oseair,  a  cheaunaird  nau  òg-threuu, 
Chi  thu  fèin  mar  thuit  na  daoine, 
Bi  thusa  cho  cliuthar  's  a'  bhlàr, 
'S  bi  'm  moladh  nam  bàrd  mar  Eòinne. 
B'  f  huathasach  do  chruth  's  a'  bhlàr ; 

40.')  Bu  shàmhaeh  thu,  'Ròiune,  's  an  t-sìth. 
Bha  e  mar  bhogh'  'au  drìichd  tlàth, 
'Chithear  fada  thall  's  an  fhrith 
'N  uair  luidheas  a'  ghriau  air  Mòra, 
Agus  sàmhchair  air  scòrr  an  fheidh. — 

410  Luidh  -sa,  's  òige  de  mo  mhic 

Luidh  thusa  fo  lic  air  magh  Lèna. 
Tuitidh  siune,  ge  mòr  's  ge  glic  : 
Tha  'u  lài  do  ghaisgich  nam  beuma." 

Mar  sin  l)ha  do  bliròn,  a  rìgh  nan  lann, 
415  'N  uair  a  thaisgeadh  fo  chàrn  Ròiune. 
Cia  meud  a'  l)hròiu  'tha  air  Oisian, 
'Us  thusa,  'thriath  thoisich  gun  deò ! 


ye  niaiils  ui'  tlie  strcaiiiy  Lota  wcep  !  Like  a  tire  thcy  ;.,'rew  iin  tlie 
hills.  Thcy  have  liillen  lil;c  tlie  oak  ot'  the  desert  when  it  lies 
across  a  stream,  and  withers  in  tlie  ìviud.  Osear,  chief  of  every 
youth  !  thou  scest  how  they  have  fallen.  I>e  thou  like  them,  on 
earth  renowucd  ;  like  them  the  song  of  hards.  Terrible  wcre  their 
fonns  in  hattle ;  but  ealm  was  lìyno  iu  the  days  of  peace.     He  was 
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Ancl  maidens  of  wave-(gii-t)  Lotlia  be  sad. 
395  Like  saplings  on  the  moimtain-slope 

Grew  the  heroes  who  were  strong  in  battle. 

Fell  they  like  oak-trees  in  the  gieu, 

"Which  lie  across  a  river  on  the  hiU, 

And  fade  beneath  the  mountain-wind. 
400  Oscar,  thou  leader  of  brave  youths, 

Thou  seest  how  the  heroes  fell ; 

Be  thou  as  renowned  in  battle, 

And  in  the  praise  of  bards,  as  Eyno. 

Terrible  thy  bearing  was  in  war  ; 
405  Mild  wast  thou  in  peace,  0  Ryno  ! 

Like  the  bow  of  soft  warm  dew  was  he, 

Which  is  seen  in  the  forest  afar, 

When  sets  the  sun  on  Mora, 

And  silent  is  the  scoor  of  deer. 
410  Rest,  thou  youngest  of  my  sons — 

Eest  beneath  the  gravcstone  on  the  pkin  of  Lena  ! 

We,  though  great  and  wise,  shall  fall ; 

Heroes  in  war  have  their  (appointed)  days." 


He  cliarges 
Oscar  to 
emulate  the 
fame  of  Ryno. 


Such  was  thy  grief,  thou  king  of  spears, 
415  When  Eyno  was  laid  beneath  the  cairn. 
How  great  is  the  grief  of  Ossian, 
That  thou,  the  foremost  of  the  gxeat,  art  gone  ! 


Ossiau,  de- 
scribing  his 
father's  grief 
for  Ryno, 
speaks  of  his 


like  the  bow  of  tlie  shower  seen  far  distant  oii  the  stream,  when 
the  sun  is  setting  on  Mora,  when  sUence  dweUs  on  the  hiU  of  deer. 
Eest,  youngest  of  niy  sons  !  rest,  0  R^tio  !  on  Lena.  VTe  too  shaU 
be  no  more.     Warriors  one  day  must  fall ! " 

Such  was  tliy  grief,  thou  kiug  of  swords,  wlien  Eyno  lay  on 
earth  !   "Wliat  must  the  grief  of  Ossian  be,  for  thou  thyself  art  gone  ! 

VOL.  II.  F 


82 


FIONNGHAL. 


Cha  chluiuu  mi  air  Còna  do  ghuth, 
Cha-n  fhaicear  do  chruth  le  sùil  dhalL 

420  'S  iomadh  L\  agus  oidhch'  fhuar 

A  shuidheam  aig  d'uaigh  fo  'n  chàrn  ; 
Dh'f  liaireagham  fo  m'  làimh  i  's  a'  chruaich 
'8  mi  'g  ad  mh(jLidh  le  luaidh  nam  bàrd. 
'N  uair  shaoilinn  gu-n  chiiunoar  do  ghuth, 

42.5  'S  e  'th'  aun  osag  dhuljh  na  h-oiilhch'. 
'S  fhada  o  'n  là  'thuit  thu  'n  ad  shuain, 
A  shàr-cheannaird  nan  cruaidh-chòmhrag. 

Shuidh  Gall  agus  Oisian  thall 
Maille  ri  Suaran  nan  tonn, 
4.30  Air  bruaich  Lìibair  'b'  uaiue  snuagh. 
Bhuail  mi  a'  cldàrsacli  do  'u  rìgh, 
Bha  'mhaLa  o  'n  stri  fo  gliruaim. 
Thionndaidh  e  'dhearg-shùil  air  Lèna  ; 
Bha  'n  oaisoeacli  fo  bheud  mu  'shhiaoh. 


"■  In  sileiicp 
lit.  vnthml 
ntorm. 


4.3.5       Thog  mi  mo  shealladh  air  Cromla, 
'lJs  chunnaic  mi  mòr-mhac  Slieuma  ; 
Dorcha,  mall  a  dh'aom  e  'thriall 
0  'n  t-sliabh  gu  còs  Thùra  'n  a  aonar. 
Chunnaic  e  fo  bhuaidh  an  triath  ; 

440  Bha  bròn  am  measg  'aoibhneis  's  an  aouach. 
Bha  dearrsa  na  gròin'  air  'airni  ; 
Shiubhail  Conall  onn  stnirni  "ii  a  dheioh." 


I  hear  not  thy  distaiit  voii-e  ou  Coua  ;  riiy  eyes  perceive  thee  not. 
Oftcu  foriiirn  and  ilark  I  .sit  at  thy  tonib,  and  fcel  it  with  niy  hand.s. 
When  1  think  I  hear  thy  voice,  it  is  but  tlie  ])!issiug  blast.  Fingal 
lias  hing  since  fallen  asleep,  tlie  ruh'r  of  the  war  ! 

Thcn  (!aul  and  Ossian  sat  witli  Swarau,  nu  tho  soft  grocu  banks 
of  l.ulBir.       I    louchcil   thc  liiir)!  to   ph;asc  thc   kiug  ;    but  ghxiuiy 
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I  shall  not  hear  thy  voice  ou  Cona ; 

Unseen  thy  form  by  the  eye  that  is  blind. 
420  Many  a  day  and  chiUy  night 

Have  I  sat  by  thy  grave  beneath  the  cairn. 

I  touch  it  with  my  hands  upon  the  hill, 

While  I  praise  thee  with  the  praise  of  bards. 

When  I  think  that  thy  voice  is  heard, 
425  It  is  the  sable  blast  of  night. 

Far  distant  is  the  day  when  thou  didst  fall  asleep, 

Redoubted  leader  in  hardy  battles  ! 

At  a  distance  sat  Gaul  and  Ossiau, 
Along  with  Swaran  of  the  waves, 
4.30  On  Lubar's  banks  of  greenest  hue. 
I  struck  the  harp  to  the  king  : 
His  brow  was  gloomy  after  strife. 
He  rolled  his  red  eye  over  Lena  ; 
For  his  people  the  hero  grieved. 

43.J       I  raised  my  eyes  to  Cromhi, 

And  I  saw  the  gTeat  son  of  8emo. 

Dark  and  slow  he  beut  his  steps 

From  the  hill  to  Tura's  cave,  alone. 

He  saw  the  king  victorious  ; 
4411  With  his  joy  grief  mingled  on  the  IiilL 

The  sun  was  gleaming  ou  his  armour  : 

Moved  Couual  in  silence  behiud  him." 


was  his  brow.  He  rolled  his  red  eyes  towards  Lena :  the  hero 
nioumed  his  host.  I  raised  mine  eyes  to  Cromla's  hrow  ;  I  saw 
the  son  of  generous  Semo.  Sad  and  slow  he  retired  from  his  hill 
towards  tlie  lonelj-  cave  of  Tura.  He  saw  Fingal  victorious,  and 
mixed  his  joy  with  grief.  The  sun  is  briglit  nn  liis  armour.  Con- 
nal  slowly   strodc   behiud.      They  saiik   lioliiiul    tlie   hiU   likc   twn 
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own  deep  and 
eonstant  sor- 
row  for  his 
father  ; 

tells  how  for 
days  he  sitii 
on  the  hlU  by 
his  tomb, 
toucliinK  it 
with  his 
hands,  as  he 
can  no  longei' 
see  it. 


He  tells  that 
he  and  Gaul 
sat  with 
Swaran  by 
the  banks  of 
Lubar. 


On  looking 
up  he  sees 
Cuchulhn 
witlidrawinK 
froni  the  hill 
to  his  lonelv 


Connal  fol- 
lowed  him. 
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Tliuit  air  cìil  aonaich  nan  toirm, 
Mar  lasair  an  fbraoich  's  a'  bheinn, 
445  'N  uair  shiìibhlas  an  fhallosg  tro'  'n  oidhch'. 
Gun  soiUs'  ach  na  bheir  i  fhèin, 
'S  a'  ghaoth  'n  a  dèioh  's  i  'fuaini. 


"■  HarJ-fought 
fight ;  lit. 
Jìght  or  baUle 
o/fcats. 


J>  In  might  : 
le  fraocli — lit. 
witk  heatftcì' 
— as  fornierly 
explaineil, 
signifying 
"  wrath  ;" 
hut  here 
"  might "  ap- 
pears  to  be 
the  preferable 
rencfering. 


Air  taobh  sruth  fo  chobhar  a'  taomadh 
Tha  'thalla  'n  carraig  nan  còs, 

450  'Us  aon  chraobh  gu  cròm  ag  aomadh, 
'S  an  iar-ghaoth  'beucail  gu  mòr 
Ri  aghaidh  nan  scòrr  's  nan  càru. 
'An  so  shuidh  àrd  cheannard  na  li-Eirinn, 
Mac  Sheuma  nan  slige  fiah 

455  Bha  'smaoiutean  air  còmln-ag  nan  cleas," 
Na  deoir  a'  taomadh  o  'ghruaidh. 
Blia  lìròn  air  mu  chall  a  mheas — 
Gaisgeach  àrd  mhisueach  nam  buadli. 
A  Bhràigh-gheal,  tha  thu  fada  thall ; 

460  Cha  thog  thu  's  an  àm  au  laoch ; 
Faiceadh  e  do  thlàth-chruth  mall, 
'S  thig  'anam  a  nall  le  fraoch ;  *■ 
Bi  'dh  'suiaointeau  air  a  chliu  fèin, 
'S  air  Deò-greine  'ghluais  a  rìin. 

4G5       Co  'tlia  'tighin  k'  ciabh  na  h-aois  1 
Co,  ach  gai.sgeacli  uach  faoin  dàu  ? 


pillar.s  of  the  fire  of  niglit,  when  winds  pursuo  them  over  the  nioun- 
tain,  and  the  fliuning  hoath  resounils  !  Ifcside  a  streani  of  roaring 
foain,  his  cave  is  in  a  rock.  One  tree  beuds  above  it ;  the  rushing 
wLnds  echo  against  its  sides.  Here  rests  the  cliief  of  Erin,  the  sou 
of  goncrous  Senio.     His  thoughts  are  un   tlie  liattlrs  ho  lost ;  the 


I 
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They  sauk  beueath  tlie  hill  of  sounds, 
Like  the  bhize  of  heather  on  a  Ben, 
445  "When  the  "  moor-burniug  "  travels  through  uight 
Without  a  light  exeept  its  owu, 
Autl  the  -u-ind  pursues  it  with  uoise. 

Beside  a  river  ruuning  iu  foam, 

His  hall  is  iu  the  rock  of  caves  ; 
450  (Over  it)  slauts  one  bent  tree, 

And  the  west  wind  loudly  roars 

Against  the  face  of  scoor  and  cairn. 

There  sat  tlie  high  chief  of  Erin— 

Son  of  Semo  of  generous  shells. 
455  His  thoughts  were  of  the  hard-fought  fight ;  " 

Tears  were  streamiug  down  his  eheek — 

Hc  mourned  the  loss  of  his  renown, 

The  dauutless  hero  of  victories. 

Bragèla,  thou  art  iar  away  ; 
4R0  Thou  canst  not  cheer  thy  hero. 

Let  him  see  thy  soft  aud  graceful  form, 

And  his  soul  will  retm-n  in  might ; '' 

He  wtU  remember  his  own  renown, 

And  the  sunbeam  who  kindled  his  love." 

4 05       "\Vho  eometh  with  the  locks  of  age  ? 
Who  but  the  hero  mighty  in  soug  1 


tear  is  on  liis  eheek.     He  mourned  tlie  departure  of  liis  faine,  tliat  fled 
like  the  mist  of  Cona.     0  Bragela  !  thou  art  too  far  remote  to  cheer 
the  soul  of  the  hero.     Eut  let  him  see  tliy  brisht  form  in  his  mind, 
that  his  thoughts  may  return  to  the  lonely  .sunbeam  of  liis  love ! 
Who  comes  with  the  locks  of  age  ì    It  is  tbe  son  of  songs.    "  HaU, 


Their  dis.iji- 


top  is  com- 
pared  to  the 
rashing  of 
the  flame  of 
"moor-bum- 
ing  "  over  a 
ridge  when 
driven  hy  a 
sti-ong  winiL 

A  description 
of  the  cave  of 
CuchulUu. 


Ossian  la- 
mcuts  the  ab- 
sence  of  Bra- 
gela,  whose 
presence 
would  cheer 
her  husband. 


C'aral,  C'uch- 
ullin's  bard, 
is  seeu  ap- 
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"  A  Charuill  o  'n  hm  a  (Ui'aom, 
Do  gliutli  flio  caoiu  ri  flàrsaidi  tluill 
'An  talla  Tliiira  nan  corn  lìal. 
470  D'fhocal  taitneach  mar  an  drìiclid 
'Thuiteas  ciuin  air  raoin  nan  slial)h, 
'N  uair  lihriseas  a'  ghrian  o  mhùig ; 
A  Cliaruill  o  'n  ìun  a  dli'fhalbh, 
C'  uim  a  thàinifr  a  nall  o  nihac  8heuma  'ì '' 


"  Lit.  loìui 
/lasl  thou  hcen 
nnder  mii 
■unsemit 
knoidedije. 


6  Bathed,  &c. 
lit.  washed 

with  tearn. 


47.5       "  'Oisein,  a  làmh  thrcun  nan  lann, 
Tha  barrachd  nan  dàn  dhuit  fèin, 
'S  f  had  thu  fo  m'  eòlas  nach  gann," 
Ai'd  cheannaird  'an  còmh  -stri  nan  treun, 
'S  tric  a  bhuail  a'  chlàrsach  do  'n  òigh 

480  Eimhir-àluinn  'liu  mhòr  beus  ; 
'S  tric  a  thog,  le  rìui  an  t-slòigh, 
Do  ghuth  còrr  measg  fonn  nan  treun, 
'An  talla  Bhrano  nan  slige  fial. 
Là  a  ghabh  i  anns  an  fhonn 

485  Bàs  Chormaic  an  t-òg-shàr, 
Thog  i  le  dòghruiun  an  sonn, 
A  dli'aom  air  an  tom  fo  'gràdh. 
Bha  'gruaidh  dhearg  nighte  h;  deoir,'' 
'S  do  ghruaidhs',  a  thriath  mliòir  nan  triath 

490  Bha  'h-anam  a'  snàmh  'an  ceò, 

God  nnch  b'  aiiiis;i  dhi  òg  nan  ciabh  ; 


Cari-il  oi'  otliei'  tiiiK's  1  Tliy  vnice  is  liki-  tlu>  liar]i  iii  tlio  lialls  of 
Tura.  Thy  words  are  iilcasfint  as  llio  sliower  wliich  falls  ou  the 
sunny  field.  Carril  of  the  tiinos  of  old,  ■n'hy  comest  thou  froni  the 
son  of  the  generous  Seiuo  ì " 

"  Ossian,  king  of  .swords,"  rejilied  llic  linrd,  "  thou  liest  fan  rai.se 
the  snng.      I.ong  hast  thou  lircn  knowii  to  <  '(irvil.  tlioii  nilcr  ot'  war  ' 
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"  Carul,  from  the  time  that  has  (lecliued, 
Thy  voiee  is  sweet  as  the  harp 
In  the  hall  of  Tura  of  geuerous  bowls. 
470  Thy  word  is  pleasant  as  tlie  dew 

Which  falls  in  silence  on  the  niountain-plains, 
Wheu  breaks  the  suu  through  darkuess. 
Carul,  from  tlie  time  that  is  gone, 
Why  comest  hither  from  the  sou  of  Semo  ì  ' 

47r>       "  Ossian  of  the  stroug  sword-arm, 

The  palm  of  soug  belougs  to  thee  alone. 

Loug  and  well  hast  thou  been  known  to  me," 

High  chief  in  conflict  of  the  brave  ; 

Oft  have  I  struck  the  harp  to  the  maideu — 
480  E^-ir-alIiu  gxeat  in  worth  ; 

Oft  hast  thou  raised,  with  the  love  of  the  people, 

Thy  matchless  voice  iu  the  songs  of  the  brave, 

In  the  hall  of  Brano  of  the  generous  shells. 

Oue  day  she  told  in  soug 
48.')  The  death  of  Cormac,  the  bra\'e  }outh  ; 

With  grief  she  sang  of  the  hero 

Who  fell  on  the  hill  for  love  of  her. 

Her  rosy  cheek  was  bathed  iu  tears,'' 

Aud  so  was  thine,  great  chief  of  chiefs  ; 
490  Her  soul  was  swimming  in  mist, 

Thougli  she  loved  not  thc  youth  of  waviug  locks. 


DUAX  V. 

proaching 
Ossian,  who 
welcomes  him 
warmlv. 


Caral.address- 
iug  Ossian, 
i'ecalls  a  soene 
of  their  youtli 
when  they 
had  both  sung 
before  Evir- 
allin,  Ossian's 
wife,  and 
when  she  also 
had  sung  tlie 
praises  of 
Cormac,  a 
youth  who, 
though  not 
loved  by  her, 
had  died  from 
love  to  her. 


Often  haTe  I  touclieJ  tlie  harp  to  lovely  Everalliii.  Thou  too  hast 
ofteu  joined  my  voice  in  Branno's  hall  of  generous  shell-s.  And  often, 
amidst  our  voices,  -n-as  heard  the  mildest  Everalliu.  One  day  she 
sang  of  Cormac's  fall,  the  youth  who  died  for  her  love.  I  saw  the 
tears  on  her  cheek,  and  on  thine,  thou  chief  of  men  !  Her  soid  was 
touched  for  the  unhappy,   though  slie  loved  him  not.     How  fair 
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Bu  glilan  'am  measg  mliìlte  'n  òigh, 
Nisliean  Bhrano  nan  còrn  fìal." 


o  ' '  Their  col J 
music,"  or 
"  tlie  colil 
niusic;"  either 
reuJerinf;  is 
strictly  Iiterul. 


"  Na  laljliair,  a  Charuill,  mu  Làmh-gheal 
495  Na  tog  cuimhue  na  h-àille  dhonih  feiu. 
Tuitidh  m'  anam  fo  bhròn  mu  m'  anusa. 
Bi  'dh  mo  shùilean  'an  deoir,  a  threiu  ; 
Tha  mo  riin  's  an  ìiir  gun  tuar, 
Ainnir  àille  'fhuair  mo  ghrìulh. 
500  Suidh  thusa,  'bhàird,  air  a'  chruaich, 
'Us  cluinneam  r'a  luaidh  do  dliàu, 
Do  dliìin  mar  aiteal  an  earraicli, 
'Dol  tliairis  aii'  sealgair  's  a'  chruaich, 
'N  àm  dùsgadh  o  aisling  's  a'  bheahich, 
505  'N  uair  chluiuneas  e  aoibhneas  nam  f'uath, 
An  ceòl  fuar  air  thaobh  nam  beann."" 


among  a  thousanil  maiils  was  tlie  (lauglitor  of  geiierous  Branno  !  " 

"  Bring  not,  Carril,"  I  replied,  "  bring  not  her  memury  to  my 
mind.  My  soul  must  melt  at  the  rememlirauce.  My  eyes  must 
have  their  tears.     Pale  in  thc  carth  is  slic,  tho  softly-Lhishing  fair 


Bright  among  thousauds  was  the  maid, 
Daughter  of  liospitable  Brano." 
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"  Speak  not  of  the  White-hand,  Carul  ; 
495  Recall  uot  the  brightness  before  me. 

lu  grief  my  soul  shall  siuk  for  my  love, 

My  eyes  shall  be  iu  tears,  thou  hero  ; 

My  dear  oue  is  pale  iu  dust, 

The  goodly  maid  who  wou  my  love. 
500  Sit  thou,  0  bard  !  ou  the  hill, 

And  let  me  hear  thee  siug  thy  lay — 

Thy  lay  like  the  soft  Ijreeze  of  spriug, 

Passiug  over  the  hunter  ou  the  liiU, 

When  he  wakes  from  his  dream  in  the  pass  of  deer, 
505  And  hears  the  joying  of  ghosts — • 

Their  cokl  music  on  the  mountain-side."  " 


(^s.siaji  011- 

tlVMts  lliUl    11. .t 

tii  iw:ill  lii-r 

iiiuuinlul 

lueiiiury, 


liut  to  bit  011 
the  hiU  and 
sing  one  of  liis 
own  lays. 


of  my  love  !  But  sit  thou  on  tlie  heath,  O  bard  !  and  let  us  hear 
thy  voice.  It  is  pleasant  as  the  gale  of  spring  that  sighs  on  the 
liunter's  ear,  when  he  awakens  from  dreams  of  joy,  and  has  heard 
the  iiiusic  of  tlie  spirits  of  the  hill  !  " 


D  U  A  N     y  I. 


ARGUMENT. 

'  Niglit  comes  on.  Fingal  gives  a  feast  to  his  army,  at  wliich  Swaran  is 
present.  The  king  commands  Ullin  his  hard  to  give  the  song  of  peace  ; 
a  custom  always  observed  at  the  end  of  a  war.  Ullin  relates  the  actions 
of  Trenmor,  great-grandfather  to  FLngal,  in  Scandinavia,  and  his  marriage 
with  Inibaca,  the  daughter  of  a  king  of  Lochlin,  who  was  ancestor  to 
Swaran  ;  which  consideration,  together  with  his  being  brother  to  Agan- 
decca,  with  whom  Fingal  was  in  love  in  his  youth,  induced  the  king  to 
release  him,  and  permit  him  to  return  with  the  remains  of  his  army  into 
Lochlin,  iipon  his  proniise  of  never  retuming  to  Ireland  in  a  hostile 
mamier.  The  night  is  spent  in  settling  Swaran's  departure  in  songs  of 
bards,  and  in  a  conversation  in  which  the  story  of  Grumal  is  introduced 
by  Fingal.  Morning  comes  ;  Swai-an  departs.  Fingal  goes  on  a  himting 
party,  and  iìnding  CuthuUin  in  the  cave  of  Tura,  comforts  him,  and  sets 
sail  the  next  day  for  Scotland,  which  concludes  the  poem." — >r. 
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D  U  A  N      VI. 


Thuit  ueùil  na  h-oidlieli'  air  a'  cbuan, 
Tliionail  an  doirch'  air  criiaich  ChromLa ; 
Dh'èirich  reultan  'boillsg'  o  thuath, 
A'  dealradh  air  stuadh  na  h-Èirinu  : 
5  Dh'f  heuch  iad  an  ciuin-theine  thall 
Tro'  cheò  'ghluais  mall  thar  nan  speuran. 
Bha  gaoth  a'  buucail  anns  a'  choill, 
'S  dorcha  sàmhach  raon  a'  bhàis. 

Air  sliabh  ueo-fhuaimear  Lena 
10  Dh'èirich  ann  am  chhuiis  guth  Cliaruill ; 
Bha  'fhonn  air  càirdibh  ar  n-òige, 
Na  lài  mòr  a  dh'aom  o  shean, 
'N  uair  thachair  sinn  air  Lègo  nan  triath, 
'S  a  cliaidli  an  t-slige  fhial  mu  'n  cuoirt : 
15  Fhreagair  Cromla  fiiaim  nau  dàn, 

Bha  tannais  na  dh'flialbh  a  'snàmh  air  gaoith 
Dh'aom  iad  lc  h-aoibhneas  gu  mall, 
Ri  fonn  mohiidh  dh'aom  na  hioich. 


The  clouds  of  niglit  come  rolling  down.  Darkness  rests  on  the 
steeps  of  Cronila.  The  stars  of  tlie  north  arise  over  the  rolling  of 
Erin's  waves  :  tliey  show  their  hcaJs  of  firc  through  the  flying  mist 
of  lieavcn.  A  distant  wind  roars  in  the  wood.  Silent  and  dark  is 
tho  pLiin  of  (k'uth.     Still  on  t]u'  dusky  Lena  arose  Lu  niy  cars  tlio 
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The  clouds  of  niglit  came  clown  on  oceau  ; 
Gatliered  darkness  round  the  top  of  Cromla  ; 
Rose  briUiant  stars  from  tlie  north, 
Shiuing  on  the  waves  of  Eriu  : 
5  They  showed  their  mild  fire  afar, 

Through  mist  which  slowly  moved  across  the  skies. 
The  wind  was  moaniug  in  the  wood ; 
Dark  aud  still  was  the  fickl  of  death. 


Description  of 
tlie  iiÌKHt. 


Ou  the  silent  slope  of  Lcua 
10  Eose  on  my  ear  the  voice  of  Caruk 

His  song  was  of  the  friends  of  our  youth, 

Of  the  great  days  which  passed  of  okk 

^Vhen  we  met  on  Lego  of  chiefs, 

And  the  generous  shell  wcut  round. 
15  Cromla  re-echoed  the  souud  of  the  kiys  ; 

The  spirits  of  the  dead  wcre  swimmiug  on  the  wiud: 

Slowly  they  bent  down  in  joy — 

Bent  the  heroos  to  the  song  of  praise. 


Canil  sings  of 
the  heroes 
whom  hf  and 
Ossian  liad 
known  in  tlie 
days  of  their 
youth. 


The  siiirits  of 
the  dead  listen 
with  joy. 


voice  of  Caml.  He  sang  of  the  frieiids  of  our  youtli  ;  the  days  of 
fomier  years  :  when  we  met  on  the  banks  of  Lego  ;  ■wlieu  we  sent 
round  the  joy  of  the  shell.  Cromla  answered  to  his  voice.  The 
ghosts  of  those  he  sang  came  in  thcir  rustling  winds.  They  were 
seen  to  bend  with  joy  towards  tlie  souud  of  tlicir  jiraisc  ! 
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"  Locks 
tlie  win. 
/.«■/!■»  iii 
iriitd  fo 
pinntn. 


all  iii 
1;  lit. 
the 
their 


Biodh  d';mam  'au  sòlas,  a  Charuill, 
20  Measg  o.'iua  charach  's  a'  bheiuu. 
C'  uiiu  nach  tigeadh  tu  gu  m'  thalla, 
'S  mi  'caitheadh  na  h-oidhche  k\am  fèin  ? 
'S  ceart  gu-n  tig  mo  chara'  dìleas  : 
Cluiuueam  a  mhìn-làmh  air  a'  chlàrsaich 
25  'S  i  sìute  air  balhi  na  fuaim  ; 

Bi  'dh  'u  toirm  'am  chhuiis  gu  mall. 
C'  uim  nach  hxbhair  rium  'am  bhròn  ? 
C'  uin  a  chi  nii  mo  mhòr  chàLi'deau  1 
Gabhaidh  tu  seachad  's  au  osaig, 
30  Tha  faruiu  'am  dhosau  liath  ; 
'Fhii'-mhohaidh  uan  triath,  bi  sLàu. 

Air  taobh  Mhòra  uau  iomadh  cruach 
Thachair  treith  nam  buadh  aig  flcagh, 
]\Iìle  darag  a/  hisadli  mòr 

3.5  'Us  neart  nan  còru  a'  dol  mu  'u  cuairt. 
Bha  aoil)liueas  air  anam  nan  laoch, 
'S  rìgh  Lochliu  uam  faobh  fo  bhròn ; 
Bha  'dhcarg-shìiil  air  Lèua  'n  fhraoich, 
'LTs  'ardan  uach  b'fhat)iu  ro  mhòr, 

40  ChuiudHiicli  gu-u  d'  thuit  c  's  a'  bhlàr. 

Blia   11  rigli  air  sgeith  'athar  ag  aomndli 
A  liath-chial)h  air  iraoith  ffu  'barr" 


Be  tby  soiil  hlest,  0  Carril  !  in  the  iiiidst  ct'  lliy  rdilyini,'  wimls. 
O  that  thou  ■wouldst  conio  to  my  hall  wheii  I  ain  idiiin'  liy  ini^ht  ! 
And  thou  dost  come,  iiiy  fricnd.  I  hoar  ol'ten  thy  light  haud  oii 
my  liarp,  when  it  hangs  on  the  distant  wall,  and  tho  feeble  sound 
tonchfis  my  ear.  Why  dost  thim  mit  s]ii'iik  to  me  in  my  grief,  and 
tell  wlien  I  .shall  hehold  my  fiiciids  ?  I!ut  tliou  passe.st  away  in 
tliy  muriiiuriii;^   lilast ;  tlir  wiud  wliistlcs  tlirouj,di   the  grey  hair  nf 
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May  tliy  soul  be  in  gladness,  Carul, 
20  In  ecldying  breezes  on  the  Ben. 

Why  comest  thou  uot  to  my  dwelling, 

AVhen  all  alone  I  pass  the  night  1 

Sure  my  faithful  friend  wiU  come  : 

I  hear  his  soft  hand  on  the  harp 
25  AVhere  it  is  stretched  on  the  wall  of  sounds  ; 

Slowly  comes  the  murmiu'  to  my  ear. 

Why  speak  not  to  me  in  my  sorrow  ? 

When  shall  I  see  my  mighty  friends  ì 

Thou  passest  by  me  in  the  breeze — 
30  Its  souud  is  through  my  hoary  hair ; 

Thou  giver  of  praise  to  heroes,  fare  thee  well ! 

Ou  Mora's  side  of  many  peaks 
The  conqueriug  chiefs  assembled  to  the  feast  : 
A  thousand  oaks  were  flaming  high, 

35  And  the  strength  of  shells  went  round. 
Joy  was  on  the  soul  of  the  warriors, 
But  in  grief  was  Lochlin's  spoil-winning  king 
His  red  eye  turned  to  Lena  of  heath, 
And  his  direful  wrath  was  great — 

40  He  remembered  his  fall  in  battle. 


Ossian  mounis 
over  the  deatli 
of  Carul. 


Fingal  spreails 
tlie  feast  on 
the  hill  of 
Mora. 


Swaran  con- 
tinues  down- 
cast  and 
wrathful. 


Leaued  the  kiug  ou  his  father's  shield  ; 
His  hoary  locks,  all  in  the  wind," 


Ossian  ! 

Now,  011  the  siile  of  llora,  the  heroes  gathered  to  the  feast.  A 
thousand  aged  oaks  are  burning  to  the  wiud.  The  strength  of  the 
shells  goes  round.  The  souls  of  warriors  brighten  with  joy.  But 
the  king  of  Lochlin  is  silent.  Sorrow  reddens  in  the  eyes  of  his 
pride.  He  often  turned  toward  Lena.  He  reniembered  that  he 
fell.      Fingal  k'aned  on  the  shicld   of  his  fathers.      Hi.s  grey  lock.s 


96 


FIONNGHAL. 


Fo  sholus  na  li-oidbclie  a'  taomadh  : 
Chuunaic  c  Suaran  fo  bhròn, 
45  'Us  hxbhaii'  gu  fòil  ri  'bhàird. 

"  Tog,  Ulliu,  tog  fonn  na  sith  ; 

Sìoladh  m'  anam  a  strì  nam  blàr  ; 

Traoghadh  o  mo  chluais  am  fuaim, 

Trom  f  harum  nan  cruaidh  aig  sàir  ; 
50  Biodh  ceud  clàrsach  thall  's  au  t-sliabh, 

'Chur  aoil)hneis  air  triath  nan  tonn  : 

Cha-n  f  hag  e  gun  sòLas  a'  blieinn  ; 

Cha  d'fhalbh  duine  riamh  uam  fèin  fo  l)hròn. 

'Shàr  Oscair,  tha  dealan  mo  lainn' 
55  An  aghaidh  naimhdean  'n  àm  a'  chòmhraig, 

'An  sìth  'luidhe  ri  m'  thaol)h, 

'N  uair  gheilleas  na  laoicli  's  a'  chòmli  -.stri." 


"Oiitlu-slmiv 
lit.  from  Ihe 
ocf.an—  i.  e. 
after  comiiig 
olf  tlie  sea. 


"  Bha  Treunmor,"  tliuirt  beul  nan  dìin, 
"  De  'n  linn  a  bha  ann  o  shean  ; 

GO  Bha  'astar  air  cuan  gu  tuath, 

'S  e  coimeas  ri  stuadh  's  an  stòirm. 
Ard  charraig  'an  tìr  nan  ràmli, 
Ciar  choill  agus  càiru  a'  fuaim 
Dh'èirich  o'n  cheò  chiar  air  sàil, 

G5  'Us  cheansail  a  sliiuil  o  'n  chuan." 


slowly  waveii  ou  tlie  wind,  aiul  glittered  to  tlic  boam  (if'  iiight.     llo 
saw  tho  gricf  of  Swaruii,  and  spoko  to  the  fìrst  of  bards. 

"  Ilaise,  Ullin,  raise  the  song  of  peace.  O  sooth(^  my  soiil  from 
war  !  Let  mine  ear  forgot  in  tlio  sound  tlio  dismal  noise  of  aruis. 
Let  a  hundred  harps  he  noar  to  ghiddon  the  kiug  of  LochHn.  Ho 
must  di'part  frnm  us  with  joy.     Noiio  ovor  wont  sad  froiu   Fiiigal. 


Were  strearaing  in  tlie  light  of  niglit : 
He  saw  that  Swaran  was  in  sorrow, 
45  Aud  gently  he  spoke  to  his  l)ards  : 
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"  Raise,  Ullin,  raise  the  song  of  peace  ; 
Let  my  soul  have  rest  from  strife  of  war ; 
Let  the  noise  ebl)  down  from  miue  ear — ■ 
Tlie  loiid  diu  of  the  warriors'  steel. 

50  Let  a  huudred  harjjs  be  struck  on  the  hiU, 
To  give  joy  to  the  chief  of  the  waves  : 
Joyless  he  shall  not  leave  the  hill ; 
None  ever  went  from  me  in  sorrow. 
Brave  Oscar,  the  lightning  of  my  sword 

55  Is  against  the  foe  in  time  of  conflict ; 
In  peace  it  reposcs  l^y  my  side, 
Wlien  warriors  yiehl  in  battle." 


Fingal  ordeis 
UUin  his  bard 
to  sing  the 
ig  of  i>raise, 


id  bids  thc 
liarpers  play 
in  order  to 
rouse  Swarau 
from  his  gricf. 


"  Treunmor,"  said  the  moutli  of  soug, 
"  Was  of  tlie  race  which  was  of  old. 

GO  He  sped  over  ocean  to  the  north, 
Like  to  a  biUow  in  a  storm. 
A  lofty  cliff  iu  the  land  of  oars, 
Dusky  woods  and  sounding  cairns, 
Rose  tlu'ough  the  murky  mist  of  the  sea, 

C5  Aud  he  furled  Iiis  sails  on  the  shore." 


niin  tells  the 
tale  of  Treuu- 
nior,  great- 
grandfather  to 
Fingal,  who, 
wheu  young, 
went  to  Loch- 
liu, 


Oscar  !  tlie   lightning  of  ]U}'  sword  is  against  tlie  strong  in  figlit. 
Peaceful  it  lies  by  my  side  wlien  warriors  yield  in  war." 

"  Trenmor,"  said  the  niouth  of  songs,  "  lived  in  the  days  of  other 

years.     He  houjided  over  the  waves  of  the  north,  companion  of  the 

storm  !     The  high  rocks  of  the  land  of  Lochlin,  its  groves  of  niur- 

muring  souuds,  appoarcd  to  the  hero  thruugli  niist :  he  Lound  his 
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Lean  Treunmor  torc  rial)hacli  na  lieinne, 
'Bha  'beucail  air  Gorm-mheall  nan  craobh  ; 
'S  iomadh  laoch  a  dh'fhag  e  'n  a  dheigh  : 
Do  shleagh  Thrèunmhoir  gheill  am  faobh, 

70  'S  e  'tionndadh  'an  spàirn  a'  bhàis. 
Tri  gaisgich,  a  chunnaic  an  gniomh, 
Dh'aithris  mu  thriath  uan  dìlimh, 
Dh'aithris  iad  gu-n  d'  sheas  e  tliall 
Mar  lasair  nach  gann  's  a'  bheinn, 

75  'An  caoir-sholus  nam  mòr  arm. 
Thug  rìgh  Lochlin  fleagh  'bu  cliòrr, 
'S  ghairm  e  gu  cuirm  an  t-òg  treun ; 
Tri  lài  'an  Gorm-mheall  nan  seòd 
Bha  ri  faruni  uan  còrn  's  nan  teud, 

80  'S  fhuair  an  triath  a  roghainn  de  chath. 
Cha  robh  hiocli  'au  Lochliu  nan  hjug 
Nach  d'  tliug  geill  do  'n  t-sàr-shonn  Treunmor. 
Chaidh  slig'  an  aoibhneis  mu  'n  cuairt, 
Measg  faUoisg  'us  fuaira  nan  dàn, 

85  'Bha  'mohidh  righ  Mliòrbhcinn  nan  stuadh, 
A  thàinig  tliar  cuan  a  nall, 
Sàr  cheannard  nan  sàr  hioch. 

"'N  uair  ghlas  an  ceathramh  madaiini  tliall, 
Chuir  gaisgeach  a  ràmh  's  an  tonn ; 


white-1)i)sonied  suils.  TroniiKir  pnrsnccl  tlio  lio;ir  tliiit-  roiuvj  tlironj^h 
the  woods  of  Gormal.  Many  hnd  llrd  froni  its  prescnce,  hut  it 
roUed  in  death  nn  the  spear  of  'rrruiiior.  Three  chicfs  who  liohidd 
tlie  deod,  told  of  tlic  niighty  stranger.  They  told  that  he  stood 
like  a  pillar  of  liic  iii  tlie  hright  arius  of  liis  vahiur.  Thc  king  of 
LocJiiiii   prrpiuvd   tJic   fcast.      IIc   callcd    tlic    hloouiing   Trcnnior. 
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Treiinmor  cliased  tbe  tawuy  mountain-boar 

Which  bellowed  on  Gormal  of  trees ; 

Many  a  hero  had  he  left  behind  : 

To  the  spear  of  Treunmor  yielded  the  spoil, 
70  As  he  writhed  in  the  struggle  of  death. 

Three  heroes  who  behekl  the  deed 

Told  of  the  leader  of  sti'angers — 

Tokl  that  he  stood  afar, 

Like  a  high  fiame  on  the  Ben, 
75  In  the  streaming  light  of  (his)  fuU  armour. 

The  king  of  Loclilin  spread  a  noble  feast, 

And  to  it  caned  the  valiaut  youth  : 

Three  days  in  Gormal  of  heroes 

Arose  the  sound  of  feast  and  song, 
80  And  the  chief  got  his  choice  in  combat.^ 

There  was  no  hero  in  Lochlin  of  ships 

Who  yiekled  not  to  Treunmor,  hero  true. 

The  shell  of  joy  went  round 

Amid  the  fire  and  sound  of  songs,^ 
S5  Which  praised  the  king  of  Morven  of  the  waves, 

Who  came  across  the  ocean — 

True  leader  of  heroes  true. 


where  he  slew 
a  wild  bo;ir 
that  had  de- 
fied  all  other 
hunters. 


The  king  of 
Lochlin, 
informed  of 
this  achieve- 
ment,  invited 
thestrangcr  to 
a  feast  of  three 
days'  continu- 
ance. 

During  this 
timeTreunmor 
defeatcd  all 
the  Loildin 
chamjiions 
who  fought 
with  him. 


"  ^Mien  the  fourth  morning  greyed  far  off, 
The  hcr<:)  put  liis  oar  into  the  wave ; 


On  tho  fonrth 
day  he  took 
his  departure, 


Tliree  days  he  feasted  at  Gormal's  mndy  towers,  and  received  his 
choice  in  the  combat.  The  land  of  Lochlin  had  no  hero  that  yielded 
not  to  Trenmor.  The  shell  of  joy  went  round  with  songs  in  praise 
of  the  king  of  Morven ;  lie  that  came  over  the  waves,  the  first  of 
mighty  men  ! 

"  Xow  when  the  foui-th  grey  morii  arose,  the  hero  lauuched  liis  sliip. 
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a  TrCdgh  nam 
/aoch,  "sliore 
of  whelks, " 
prolnibly  a 
misprint  for 
Tràiijk  nam 
faoìih,  ".sliorc 
of  s|ioils." — 
Vvic  note  3. 


90  Bha  'clieum  sàmhacli  air  tràigh  nam  faoch," 
'S  e  'feitheamh  na  gaoith  o  thiiath. 
Chual  e  toirm  gu  fada  thall 
'Am  meadhon  uan  gleann  's  a'  choill'. 

•   "  Thàinig  òigf  hear  a  nall  o  'u  chruaich, 
95  'S  e  ceilte  le  cruaidh  g'  a  cheann, 

B'  àill'  a  chiabh  's  bu  dearg  a  ghruaidh, 
A  chruth  mar  shneachd  nam  fuar-blicann. 
Bu  tlàth  gorm-shùilean  nan  rosg  mall, 
'N  uair  labhair  e  ri  rìf>;h  nan  hmn. 


100       "  '  Fuirich,  a  Thrcunmhoir,  's  na  falbh, 
A  churaidh  'tha  garbh  'am  measg  dhaoine ; 
C'ha  do  ghdiU  duit  mac  Lonbhail  nan  lann ; 
Bhuail  a  clihiidheamh  na  sàir  's  cha-n  fhaoin  e, 
Cumaidh  gliocas  na  scoid  o  'iuthaidh.' 


''  Unhcaril  in 
song  ;  lit. 
riiund  whinn 
tìic  xoììti  ha.1 
nul  rhicii. 


105       "  '  A  mh\n  òigf  hii-  nan  cial  )h  bàn,' 
Thuirt  rlgh  nan  lann,  '  cha  bliuail  mi 
Mac  fir  mu  nach  d'èirich  dàn  ; '' 
'S  Lag  do  gheal-làmh  agus  truagh  i : 
Imich,  a  dhearrsa  na  h-òige, 

110  Grad-imich  tru  scòrr  nan  ruadhair.' 


"  '  JMa  dli'imiclieas,'  thuirt  au  t-òg, 
'  'S  ann  le  Linn  mhòr  a  tli'  aief  Treunraor  : 


He  walked  aloiig  the  sileiit  sliore,  and  calleil  f(jr  tlie  ru.shinf;  wintl. 
For  loud  and  di«taiit  he  heard  the  hlast  luumiuriiig  beliind  tho 
groves.  Covcred  over  with  arms  ol'  stecl,  a  sou  of  tlie  woody  Gor- 
nial  appeared.  Ked  was  his  clieek  and  fair  his  hair ;  liis  skin  liko 
the  snow  of  i\rorven.  l^lild  rollcd  his  Iduo  and  suiiling  eye  when 
lie  sjioki'  fii  tlic  kiiig  of  swords. 
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90  He  walked  iu  sileuce  hj  tlie  sliore  oi  whelks,"^ 
WhUe  he  waited  for  a  uortheru  wiud. 
He  heard  a  noise  from  distauce  far, 
Froru  the  midst  of  a  woody  gleu. 

"  A  youth  came  over  from  the  hill ; 
95  He  was  hiddeu  iu  steel  to  his  head — 
Lovely  his  locks  aud  red  his  cheeks, 
His  skin  like  suow  of  mouutaius  cold. 
Mikl  was  his  blue  slow-moviug  eye 
As  he  s2">oke  to  the  kiug  of  spears  : 
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"  '  Stay,  Treuumor,  go  uot  away, 
Thou  doughty  champion  amoug  men ; 
The  son  of  warlike  Louval  yields  uot  to  thee, 
His  sword  of  might  has  strickeu  heroes  ; 
Prudcnce  keeps  Avarriors  from  his  arrow.' 
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'  Soft  youth  of  the  flaxen  hair,' 
Said  the  kiug  of  swords,  '  I  wiU  uot  strikc 
A  son  of  oue  uuheard  iu  soug  ;  '' 
Weak  is  thy  white  haud  aud  helpless : 
Go,  thou  gleam  of  youth — ■ 
110  Go  straightway  to  the  peak  of  roes.' 

"  '  If  I  shall  go,'  said  the  youth — 
'  It  shall  be  with  the  great  spear  of  Treuumor ; 


DUAN  VI. 

Init  was  de- 
taiued  foi' 
sorae  tinie  on 
the  shore  hj 
contrary 
winds. 

A  very  youth 
i'ul  and  deli- 
cate-looking 
warrior  came 
forward  to 
challenge  hini 
to  combat. 


whicli  Treun- 
mor  declines, 
on  account  of 
the  softness  of 
the  challenger, 
advising  him 
to  follow  the 
hinds  on  the 
hiU. 


"  '  Stay,  Trenmor,  stay,  tliou  first  of  mfu ;  tliuu  liast  not  conquered 
Lonval's  son  1  My  sword  has  often  met  the  Lravc.  Tbe  \vise  sliun 
tlie  strength  of  my  how.'  '  Thou  fair-haired  youth,'  Trenmor 
replied,  '  I  will  not  fight  with  Lonval's  son.  Thine  arm  is  feeble, 
sunbeam  of  youth  !  Eetire  to  Gormal's  dark-brown  hLnds.'  '  But 
I  will  retire,'  replied  tlie  3'outh,  '  witb  the  sword  of  Trcnmor,  and 
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a  With  thcir 
wistful  eyes  ; 
lit,  trith  ilie 
wiiidìng  of 
their  ei/es — • 
iadìuidh,  aii 
expression 
frequently 
occurring,  and 
ilifficult  to 
ti'anslate. 


Bi'dh  aoibhneas  air  m'  anam  mu  m'  chliu  ; 

'LTs  cois'near  leam  rùu  nan  òigh, 
115  'N  uair  thig  iad  le  iadhadh  an  sìd" 

Mu  'n  flicar  'chuir  air  chìd  an  righ  mòr ; 

Bi'dh  osna  an  cleiblie  mu  m'  glu'àdh, 

'N  uair  a  chi  iad  do  hmn  's  do  shleagh. 

Bidli  mise  measg  mhìltean  le  m'  àgh 
120  Le  urram  a's  àird'  aic  tleach.' 


"  '  Cha-u  iomraich  tlui  chaoidh  mo  laun,' 
Thuirt  Treunmor,  's  e  lasadli  'u  a  ghruaidli, 
'  Chi  do  mhàthair  guu  tuar  thu  air  tràigh, 
'S  i  'faicinn  gu  mall  thar  an  stuadh 
125  Siuil  a'  ghaisgich  a  rcub  a  mac' 

"  '  Cha  togar  leam  fèin  an  t-sleagh  mhòr,' 
Thuirt  an  t-òg  'bu  chaoine  snuagh, 
'  Cha  làidir  mo  làmh  ;  ach  is  còrr 
Leumas  iuthaidh  o  m'  òrdaig  suas. 

130  Le  itich  rèidh  o  thaifeid  chruaidh 
Tliuit  seoid  gun  tuar  fada  thall. 
Leig  dhiot  a'  mhàile  gu  luath  ; 
Cha  chum  thu,  ach  cruaidh,  o  ìihàs. 
Cuii-eam  fcin  mo  mhàil'  air  reidh  ; 

135  Tarruing  an  teud,  a  rìgh  Mhòrbheiun.' 


cxvilt  in  tìu!  souiiil  (if  iiiy  iiimu.  Tlic  Yiif,'ins  sliall  giitlicr  ■\vitli 
siiiilcB  anmnd  liini  wliu  cuiiqiu'rL'il  niij,'lity  Trciiindi'.  Tlicy  sliali 
sigh  witli  the  sighs  of  love,  and  aihnirc  thc  lciigth  of  thy  spcar, 
■n'lien  1  shall  carry  it  anunig  thousaiids,  wlicn  I  lift  tlic  glittcring 
poiut  to  tlic  SUII.' 

"  '  Thou  shalt  iicvcr  carry  my  sjicar,'  said  thc  aiigry  kiiig  of  Mor- 
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]\Iy  soul  sliall  rejoice  in  niy  fame, 
And  I  sliall  wiu  tlie  love  of  maideus 

115  When  they  come,  with  their  wistful  eyes," 
Round  him  who  vauquished  the  great  Iviug  : 
Their  bosoms  shall  sigh  for  my  love 
AVhen  they  see  thy  sword  aud  thy  spear. 
By  thousauds  I  shall  be  admired, 

120  Aud  iu  highest  honour  at  the  feast.' 

"  '  Never  shalt  thou  bear  away  my  spear/ 
Said  Treuumor,  with  fiaming  cheek  ; 
'  Thy  mother  shall  behold  thee  wan  on  the  shore  : 
While  she  sees,  slow-(moving)  over  tho  waves, 
125  The  sails  of  him  who  slew  her  son.' 


"  '  I  will  uot  lift  the  heavy  spear,' 

Said  the  youth  of  mildest  loolc  ; 

'  Not  strong  is  my  arm  :  but  witli  rare  skill 

Tlie  arrow  springs   from  my  thumb  on  high. 
130  By  smooth  feather  from  bow-string  tight 

Heroes  have  fallen  pale  afar. 

(juickly  doff  thy  coat  of  mail — 

Thy  steel  aloue  saves  thee  from  death. 

I  lay  my  mail  down  on  the  field  : 
135  Draw  the  bow-string,  kiug  of  great  Bens.' 


The  stranger 
says  that, 
wliile  he  pro- 
tesses  not  to 
wiehl  the 
sjiear,  he  lias 
slain  many 
heroes  with 
his  arrow  ; 
orders  Treun- 
nior  to  tlirow 
oU'  his  defen- 
sive  armour, 
and  sets  him 
the  examjde. 


ven.  '  Tliy  niotlier  shall  fiud  tliee  pale  on  tlie  sliore,  anJ,  looking 
over  the  dark-blue  deep,  .see  the  sails  of  him  that  slew  her  son  ! ' 
'  I  \viU  not  lift  the  spear,'  replied  the  youth,  '  my  arm  is  not  strong 
with  years.  But  with  the  feathcred  dart  I  have  learned  to  pierce  a 
distant  foe.  Throw  down  that  henvj  mail  of  steel.  Trenmor  is 
covered  from   death.     I   tirst  wiU  lav  mv  mail  on  earth.     Throw 
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"  Cliunnaic  e  'broiUeach  fo  'ciaLli. 
'S  i  jìiuthar  an  rìgh  a  bha  aun. 
Bha  'sìiil  's  an  talhi  mu  'n  triath, 
'Us  fhuaradh  leis  rìin  nach  ganu. 

140  Thuit  an  t-sleagh  o  làimh  an  rìgh, 
'S  bha  'shealladh  gun  chlì  air  an  làr. 
Bha  ise  mar  dhearrsa  o'n  ear, 
A  thachras  ri  fear  o  'n  chòs, 
'N  uair  dh'aomas  e  'shealLadh  air  lear, 

145  'Tha  'boiUsgeadh  le  solus  a;u  mòr. 


o  Tlie  shelter 
of  tliy  sliip  ; 
lit.  Ihc  mml- 
ing  or  cuc/u- 

ì>  Shunneil  liy 
rae — Gael.  a» 
fad  o  bhcdchd. 
Maclarlan 
niakes  it  "  a 
mea  euia ; " 
and  the  ex- 
liressionwouhl 
be  niui'h 
elearer  if  writ- 
ten  as/ad  u 
m'  bheachd. 


"  '  A  rìgh  Mhòrbheinn  a's  fuaimear  tom,' 
Thuù't  òigh  nan  làmhan  geal  mar  shneachd, 
'  Gabh  mis'  'au  iadhadh  do  luing' " 
0  rùn  Choirle  's  fad'  o  bheachd.'' 
150  Tha  esan  mar  thorrunn  's  a'  l>hlàr 
Do  dh'  Inealihàca  nan  treun  sàr ; 
Tha  'rùn  dhomh  'n  a  ìlrdan  fein, 
'S  e  'togail  mile  sleagh  's  a'  bhlàr.' 

"  '  Gabh  sith,'  tliuirt  Treunmor  an  triath, 
155  '  Gabh  sith  fo  mo  sgeith,  a  làmh-gheal ; 
Cha  teich,  's  cha  do  theich  mi  riamh, 
Ged  fhaicinu  air  sliabh  fir  làidir 
De  naimhdean  fo  mhile  sleasih.' 


iiow  tliy  (lavt,  thiiu  kiiig  of  Murvuu  ! '  lle  sinv  tlu!  lioaviiig  of  licr 
breast.  It  was  the  sister  of  tlie  king.  Slie  had  sefu  liiui  in  tlie 
liall,  and  loved  his  faco  of  youtli.  The  speardrojiped  froiu  the  hand 
of  Trennior ;  he  hent  his  red  cheek  to  the  grouud.  Slio  was  to  liiui 
a  beaui  of  Jight  tluit  nieets  tho  sous  of  the  eave,  wheu  they  revisit 
the  ficlds  of  thc  sun,  and  beud  tlieir  achiug  eyes  ! 
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"  He  saw  ber  bosom  beneath  lier  loeks — 

The  sister  of  the  kiug  it  was. 

lu  the  hall  her  eye  hacl  looked  on  the  chief, 

Aud  he  was  loved  with  boiindless  love. 
1 40  Dropped  the  spear  froni  the  haud  of  the  king ; 

Eeft  of  strength,  he  looked  ujjou  the  ground. 

Slie  was  like  brightness  from  the  east, 

Which  meets  one  issuing  from  a  cave, 

As  he  turns  his  eye  ou  the  oceau, 
145  When  shininof  with  a  dazzlino-  lioht. 


"Wlien  the 

rlike  dis- 
giiise  w:is  re- 
moved,  Treuii- 
inor  recognis- 
ed  in  Iiis  ad- 
versary  Ini- 
baca,  the  sister 
of  the  king  of 
Lochlin, 


"  '  Kiug  of  Morven  of  resounding  hills,' 
Said  the  maiden  of  snow-white  hand.s, 
'  Take  me  withiu  the  shelter  of  thy  ship," 
From  the  love  of  C'orlè  shuuned  by  me.* 
1.50  He  is  like  thuuder  on  the  fiekl 

To  Inibaca,  (daughter)  of  the  brave  and  gi-eat 
He  seeks  me  in  his  haughty  pride ; 
He  lifts  a  thousaud  spears  iu  war.' 


who  begs  of 
him  to  take 
hcr  into  his 
ship,  so  that 
she  might  be 
freed  from  the 
suit  of  Corlè, 
a  powerful  l)ut 
herce  cliief, 
who  souglit 
hcr  more  in 
luide  than  in 
Ìove. 


"  '  Eest  iu  peace,'  said  Treuumor  the  chief — • 
1.5.5  '  Eest  in  peace,  White-hand,  beneath  my  shiekl 
I  will  uot  tlee,  I  uever  tìed, 
Though  I  saw  stalwart  men  on  the  hill — 
My  foemen  with  a  thousaud  .spears.' 


He  received 
her  gladly, 
aud  remained 
for  three  days 
publicly  chal- 
lenging  C'orlè 
to  battle,  but 


"  '  Chief  of  the  ■wmdj'  Jlon-en,'  began  tlie  niaid  of  the  arms  of 
snoiv,  '  let  me  rest  in  thy  hoimdiug  ship,  far  from  the  love  of  Corlo. 
For  he,  like  the  thunder  of  the  desert,  is  terrihle  to  Inibaca.  He 
loves  me  hi  the  gloom  of  pride.  He  shakes  ten  thousand  spears  ! ' 
'  Ee.st  thou  in  peace,'  said  the  mighty  Trenmor;  'rest  behind  the 
shiekl  of  my  fathers !    I  'will  not  Hy  from  the  chi'_'f  though  lie  shakes 
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"  Tri  lìlitliean  dh'fhuirich  an  triath, 
100  Le  stoc  caismea<;hd  a  b'  àirde  fuaim 

A'  gairm  sàr  Choirle  gu  blàr, 

0  charraig,  'us  càthar,  'us  cruach. 

Cha  d'thàiuig  sàr  Choirle  gu  Ijlàr  ; 

Tlieiriug  Lochliu  nau  hiun  o  'thìir, 
1G5  Thug  do  Threuuuior  òigh  nan  geal-Kuuh, 

Saaoil  cuirm  dlia  air  tràiah  as-ìu'." 


a  The  Soc, 
?jiUt.  raakes 
this  line  "  an 
stri  niu'n  rol)h 
luaiflh  a 
cliaoidh." 
E.  M'Lachlan 
has  mu-m  bi  ; 
andthechange 
is  so  obviously 
necessary, 
that I  have  no 
hesitation  in 
foUowing  it. 


"  A  rìgh  Lochlin,"  thuirt  Fionnghal  nam  buadli, 
"  Tha  d'fhuil  a'  ruith  luath  'n  am  thaol)h, 
Bha  ar  sinns're  aig  strì  mu'n  stuaidh, 

170  An  strì  mu-m  bi  huiidh  a  chaoidli. " 
Ach  's  tric  'au  talla  nam  fleagh 
A  cliuir  iad  an  còrn  uui  'u  cuairt. 
Tog  d'  aghaidh  o  cliòmh  -stri  uan  sleagh, 
'S  biodh  aoibluieas  na  clàrsaich  'ad  chUuds. 

175  Mar  stoirm  mhòr  air  aghaidh  cuain 
Thaom  thu  do  threuiuidas  garbh  ; 
Do  ghuth  mar  ghuth  mhilte  sluaigh, 
'S  e  'g  èirigh  air  cruaicli  nam  luarbh. 
Tojr,  am  màireach,  toa;  do  shiuil, 

180  'Dhearbh  bhràthair  mo  lùin  a  Ijli'aini  : 
Mar  dheari'sa  na  grdine  as-ùr 
Thig  air  m'  anam  a  cHu  's  an  àm. 


ten  thousand  sj)ears  ! '  Tlireo  days  lie  waited  on  the  shore.  He 
sent  his  hnrn  abroad.  He  called  Corlo  to  battle  froni  all  his  eeho- 
ing  liills.  But  Corlo  carae  not  to  battle.  The  kini;  oi'  Lochlin 
descends  from  his  liall.  He  fcasted  on  the  roarini;  slinre.  He  gave 
tlie  maid  to  Trenmor  !  " 

"Kingof  Lochlin,"  said   Fingal,  "  thy  Miiod   tiows  in   thc  veins 
of  tliy  fnè.      Our  fathcrs  met  iii  liattle  bccause  tliey  loved  tlie  strife 
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"For  tliree  days  tarried  the  chief ; 
1 00  A\  ith  sigual-horu  of  loudest  sound  ; 

He  summoned  great  Corlè  to  battle — 

From  rock,  aud  moor,  aud  height. 

Great  Corlè  came  not  to  battle. 

Lochlin  of  spears  came  dowu  from  his  tower, 
1 0.1  Gave  to  Treunmor  the  maiden  of  white  hands, 

Aud  anew  spread  the  feast  ou  the  shore." 

"  King'of  Lochlin,"  glorious  Finoal  said, 
"  Thy  blood  ruus  freely  iu  my  veins. 
Our  fathei's  fought  beside  the  wave 

170  lu  conflict  famed  for  evermore  ;  " 
But  ofttimes  in  the  hall  of  feasts 
Did  they  send  round  the  (di'iuking) -horn. 
Lift  thou  thy  face  from  the  strife  of  spears, 
And  let  joy  of  the  harp  souud  in  thiue  ear. 

173  Like  a  great  storm  on  face  of  ocean 

Hast  thou  poured  forth  thy  rugged  streugth; 
Thy  voice  is  as  the  voice  of  thousand  men 
When  it  rises  on  the  mouutain  of  the  shùu. 
To-morrow  do  thou  hoist  thy  sails, 

180  True  brother  of  my  love  that  was  ; 
Like  the  shining  of  the  suu  anew, 
Her  praise  shall  then  come  o"er  my  soul. 


DUAN  VI. 

At  length  tlie 
king  of  Loch- 
lin  .spreads 
another  feast 
on  the  shorc, 
and  rejoices 
at  his  sister's 
marriage  witli 
Treunnior. 


Fingal,  when 
this  taie  ivas 
ended,  ad- 
dresses  Swa- 
ran,  remind- 
ing  him  that, 
by  this  con- 
nection  be- 
tiieen  their 
ancestors,  the 
same  blood 
flowpd  in 
their  veins, 
and  that, 
thougli  their 
fathers  had 
often  fouglit 
in  war,  they 
had  as  ofteu 
feasted  to- 
gether  in 
peace.     Then, 
addressiug 
him  as  the 
brother  of 
Agandeeca 
his  ftrst  love, 
he  tells  him 
to  sail  for  his 
own  land, 


of  spears.  But  often  did  tliey  feast  in  the  hall,  and  send  round 
the  joy  of  the  sheU.  Let  thy  face  lirighten  with  gladness,  and 
thine  ear  delight  in  the  harp.  Dreadful  as  the  storm  of  thine 
ocean,  thou  hast  poured  thy  valour  forth  ;  thy  voice  has  heen  like 
the  voice  of  thousands  when  they  engago  in  war.  Eaise  to-morrow, 
raise  thy  white  sails  to  the  -wind,  thou  hrother  of  Agandecca ! 
Bright  as  the  beam  of  noou  she  comes  on  my  mournftd  souL    I  have 
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DUAN  VI.  Chunnaic  mi  do  dlieoir  mu'u  làimli  ghil, 

'N  uair  a  dh'eirich  air  Starno  mo  hinn  : 

183  Chum  mi  gun  dòghruinn  's  an  àm  thu 
'Us  m'  osua  mu  òigh  an  iichd  bhàin. 
Ma  's  e  do  roghaiun  an  còmhrag, 
A'  chòmh  -stri  'thug  Lochlin  do  Threuumor, 
Gu  'ii  till  thu  gu  d'  thir  le  mòrchuis, 

190  Mar  luidhcas  a'  ffhrian  fo'ii  l)heiou." 


"  "NoWe 
blows  "  is  not 
a  vi'iy  appro- 
priiite  exprcs- 
sion ;  but 
vasal  will 
scarcfly  bcar 
any  othcr  ren- 
ilcring  tlian 
"nobie. " 


"A  rìgh  sìnns're  nam  mòr  bheann," 
Thuirt  triath  Lochlin  a's  àrd  fuaim, 
"  Cha  tèid  Suaran  'an  còmh  -stri  ri  d'  hxnn, 
A  cheann  mhìlte  'f  huair  a'  bhuaidh ; 

19.5  Chunnacas  thu  's  an  tahimh  thall ; 
Cha  bu  lìonmlior  na  lài  orm  feiu  : 
'S  e  'thubhairt  ri  m'  anam  's  an  àm, 
C'  uin  a  thogainn  an  lanii  co  treun 
Ri  Fionnghal  nam  beum  uasal  1 " 

200  Chuir  sinn  an  còmhrag,  a  shàir, 

Air  taobh  Mheallmhoir  nan  càrn  ciar, 

'N  uaii-  'thug  an  stuadh  mo  shleagh  a  nall 

Gu  talla  àrd  uan  sligean  fial, 

Anns  am  faigheadh  na  truith  am  fieagh. 

205  Cuireadh  bàiixl  na  bhuadhaich  thall 
Gu  àm  a  tha  mall  a'  gluasad. 
'An  còmh  -stri  Mheallmhoir  uan  curaidh 


soen  thy  tears  for  tlie  fair  one.  I  sjjareil  tlioc  in  the  halls  of  Stnrno, 
when  luy  sword  was  rod  witli  slaughter,  'wlien  my  eye  was  full  of 
tears  for  the  maiil.  Or  dost  tliou  clioose  the  light !  The  coinliat 
■which  thy  fathers  gave  to  Trcnnior  is  tlune,  that  thou  mayest  du- 
part  renowned  lilie  the  sun  sctting  in  the  west  ! " 

"  King  of  the  race  of  Morven,"  said  the  cliief  of  rcsouinling 
Lochlin,  "  ncvcr  will   Swaran  fight  with  tlice,  first  of  a  tliuiisauil 
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I  saw  tliy  tears  for  tlie  Wliite-baud 

When  my  sword  was  raised  against  Staruo  : 

185  I  then  defended  theè  from  harm, 

AVhen  I  sighed  for  the  white-l)osomed  maid. 
Or  if  thou  prefer  the  combat, 
(Take),  as  Lochlin  gave  to  Treunmor, 
That  to  thy  hiud  thou  mayest  return  in  pride, 

190  As  sets  the  suu  beneath  the  Ben." 


Imt  ofiVrs  to 
renew  the 
combat  if 
Swaran  wishes 
it. 


"  King  of  the  race  of  the  great  mountains," 
Said  the  prince  of  high-sounding  Lochlin, 
"  Swaran  wUl  not  meet  thy  sword, 
Thou  head  of  conquering  thousands. 

195  Thou  wast  seen  in  the  hiud  beyond, 
AVhen  my  days  were  few  in  numljer. 
I  said  to  my  soul  at  the  time, 
When  shall  I  raise  the  sword  with  power, 
Like  Fingal  of  the  noble  blows  1 " 

200  AVe  fought  the  fight,  thou  hero, 

On  the  side  of  Melmor  of  dark-brown  cairns, 
AVhen  the  wave  brought  over  my  spear 
To  the  lofty  hall  of  joyous  shells, 
Where  the  feast  is  sjjread  for  the  brave. 

205  Let  conquerors  be  handed  down  by  bards 
To  time  which  slowly  moves. 
The  conflict  of  Mehnor  of  the  l^rave 


Swaran  praises 
hini  highly 
for  his  prow- 
ess  and  gene- 
rosity ;  reealls 
the  time  wheu 
in  his  boy- 
hood  he  had 
seen  P'inf;al 
iu  Loehlin, 
and  wlirn  liis 
liighest  aspir- 
ations  were  to 
equal  him  in 
fame. 


He  acknow- 
ledges  tliat  he 
was  thorough- 
ly  defeated  iu 
the  late  bat- 
tle  ;  dediues 
the  combut  ; 


heroes  !  I  have  seen  tliee  in  the  haUs  of  Starno  :  fuw  ■\vere  thy 
years  heyond  niy  own.  When  shall  I,  I  said  to  my  soid,  lift  the 
spear  like  the  noLle  Fingal  ?  We  have  foiight  heretofore,  0  warrior, 
on  the  side  of  the  shaggy  Mahuor,  after  mj'  waves  had  carried  me 
to  thy  halls,  and  the  feast  of  a  thousand  shells  was  spread  !  Let 
the  hards  send  his  name  who  overeame  to  futiire  years,  for  noLle 
was  tlie  strife  of  Malmor  !     But  many  of  the  sliips  of  Lochlin  liave 
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Sàr-cliliu  nach  robh  gann  a  chualadh. 

'S  iomadh  long  o  tliìr  nam  mòr  choill' 
210  A  chaiU  an  sàr  òigfhir  air  Lena. 

Gabhs'  iad,  a  rìgh  uam  mòr  Ijlieaun, 

'S  bi  'u  ad  chara'  do  nàmhaid  Eirinn. 

'N  uair  thig  gu  Gorm-mheall  do  chhxun, 

Bi  'dh  fleagh  uach  gann  'us  cuiiin  'n  au  còir, 
215  'S  bi  'dh  clhoibh  au  roghainn  's  a'  ghleanu 

'An  còmh  -stri  nau  Lauu  ri  seoid." 


«  Line  218 
should  pro- 
bably  be  "  Do 
luingeas  o  thir 
nan  càrn  " — 
"  Thy  ships 
from  the  land 
of  cairns." 
"  The  land  " 
was  not  offered 
to  FingaL 


"  Cha  ghabhar  leam,"  thuirt  au  rìgh, 

"  Do  hiingeas,  no  tìr  uan  càrn  ;  " 

Fi'ìghnaidh  dhomh  fàsach  nam  frìth 
220  Le  feidh,  le  coille,  's  le  ghuu. 

Tog-sa  do  shiuil  thar  an  stuadh, 

Char'  uasail  mo  luaidh  a  l^h'  aun  ; 

Tog  do  shiuil  bhàn'  air  a'  chuau, 

'N  uair  dh'  direas  soills'  air  cruaich  nam  beauu, 
225  Aii'  d'  ais  <ru  Gorm-mlieall  uam  fuaim." 


"  Sìth  do  d'  auam,  a  rìgh  nan  còrn,"' 
Thuirt  Suarau  nan  donn  sgiath, 
"  'Au  s\th  's  tu  aiteal  an  earraicli, 
'An  còmhrag  's  tu  carragh  's  au  stoinn  : 
230  Glacsa  mo  làmh  'an  càirdeas, 

A  righ  uaii  Luiu  o  Shelma  fhuair, 


lost  thoii'  j'outlis  011  l.rn.'i.  'l'ako  tliosi',  thnu  kini;  of  Mdrvcn,  uncl 
be  the  frienil  of  Swarivn  !  When  thy  sons  sliull  conio  to  Gormal, 
the  feast  of  shells  sliall  be  spreatl,  and  the  combat  ofifereJ  on  the 
vale." 

"  Nor  shiii,"  ri']ilieil   tlie  king,  '' .sliall   Fingal  taki',    nor   laml   of 
niany   hill.s.      The   desert   is  cnouyli   to   nu',  with   all   its  deer  and 
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Shall  be  heard  (as  oiie)  of  true  aiicl  great  renown. 

Many  sbips  from  the  lancl  of  lofty  woods 
210  Have  lost  their  brave  youth  on  Lena  : 

Take  thou  these,  king  of  great  mountains, 

And  be  a  friend  to  the  foe  of  Eriu. 

When  thy  sons  shall  come  to  Gormal, 

Theii's  shall  be  plenteous  feast  and  cheer;* 
21.5  Aud  their  choice  they  shall  have  iu  the  glen, 

lu  the  conflict  of  spears  ^^'ith  heroes." 


DUAN  VI. 

asks  him  to 
accept  of  the 
ships  which 
had  lost  their 
crews  in  the 
war ;  and  pro- 
mises  that, 
when  his  sons 
shall  visit 
Lochlin,  they 
shall  be  re- 
ceived  with 
all  friendship 
and  houour. 


"  I  wiU  uot  take,"  said  the  kiug, 
"  Thy  ship.s,  or  the  hiud  of  cairns  :" 
The  grassy  wilderness  suffices  me — 

220  AVith  deer,  and  wood,  and  glens. 
Spread  thy  sails  above  the  waves, 
Thou  noble  friend  of  my  love  who  was— 
Spread  thy  white  sails  on  the  oceau 
When  light  arises  ou  the  mountaiu-pcaks, 

225  And  returu  to  Gormal  of  sounds." 


Fingal  refusfs 
to  receive  the 
ships,  and 


est  liberty. 


"  Peace  to  thy  soul,  thou  kiug  of  feasts," 
Said  Swaran  of  dark-browu  shields  ; 
"  In  peace  thou  art  the  breath  of  spring, 
In  war  a  rocky  piUar  in  the  storm  ; 
2:30  In  friendship  do  thou  grasp  my  hand, 
Thou  king  of  spears  from  Selma  cold. 


woods.  Eise  on  tli}'  waves  again,  tliou  noble  friend  of  Agandecca  ! 
Spread  thy  wliite  sails  to  the  heam  of  the  morning,  return  to  the 
echoing  hills  of  Gormal."  "  Blest  be  thy  soid,  thou  ktng  of  sheUs," 
said  Sw.aran  of  the  dark-hrown  shield.  "  In  peace  thou  art  the  gale 
of  spring;  in  war  the  mountain-storm.  Take  now  my  hand  in 
friendship.   king  of  echoing   Selma  !     Let  thy  bards  mourn  those 


Swaran  ofTers 
the  highest 
jiraise  to  Fiu- 
gal ;  begs  of 
him  to  "  raise 
the  tomb  " 
over  the  fallen 
warriors  of 
Lochlin,  say- 
ing  that  thus 
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DUAX  VI. 

Agus  tliugadh  do  bhàird  chòiT 

Do  Ijhròn  Uta  raairbh  air  a'  chluaiu  ; 

Cuireadh  Èirinn  fo  ìiir  mo  shlòigh : 

235  Tog  clachan  an  cliu  aìr  cruaich. 

Chi  muinntir  nam  marbh  o  thuath 

A  chluain  's  an  d'  chuireadli  an  cath. 

Their  sealgair  's  e  'teurnadh  o  'n  bheinn, 

'N  uair  dh'  aomas  e  fèin  air  uaigh  : 

240  '  'N  so  Fionnghal  'us  Suaran,  na  trèin 

'Chuir  còmhrag  nau  eeud  air  sluagh.' 

Mar  so  their  sealgair  'tha  faoin  ; 

Ach  mairidh  a  chaoidh  ar  cliu." 

"  An  diuo;h  fèin  is  mò  ar  cliu," 

24.5  Thuirt  Fionugluil,  "  a  rìgh  nan  touu  ; 

«  Vaiiish  ;  lit. 
ijo  behhid. 

Theid  sinue,  mar  aisling  air  chìil," 
Gun  luaidh  oirnn  nir  raoin  nan  souu  ; 

Cha-n  aithnich  sealgair  ar  n-uaigli. 

Cha  blii  aium  dliuinn  'am  fuaim  uam  fuuu. 

250  Cha-n  fheum  dhuinu  a  bhi  fo  luaidli. 

Sinn  gun  neart,  gun  tuar  fo  'n  tom. 

'Oisein,  'Charuill,  'UIliu  ehaoin. 

Do-m  bheil  gaisgich  a  dh'  aom  's  a  dhTliall)h, 

Togail)li  fonn  air  liiithean  nach  1)'  fliaoin. 

255  Air  aimsir  nan  laoeh  'tha  marbh. 

\\\\i\  fcll.  Lel  Ei'in  f,'ivi'  tlic  sons  ol'  Loelilin  f,o  eartli.  llaisc  liiijli 
tho  iiiossy  stonos  of  tlieir  fanie  ;  tliat  tho  childri'n  of  thc  north 
hereaftcr  may  beliold  the  phicc  where  their  fathers  fought.  Tho 
hnnter  niay  say,  whcn  ho  lcan.s  on  a  mossy  tomh,  horc  l''inp;al  and 
Swavau  fought,  thc  licroi>s  of  othcr  ycars.  'J'lius  hcrcaftcr  shall  hu 
say,  and  our  famc  shall  last  for  cver  !  " 
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And  let  thine  unrivalled  bards  bequeath 
To  gi'ief  the  dead  upon  the  field. 
Let  Erin  lay  in  dust  my  hosts  ; 

235  Eaise  on  heights  the  stoues  of  their  renowu. 
The  northern  offspring  of  the  slaiu  shall  see 
The  field  where  the  battle  was  fought ; 
The  hunter  coming  from  the  Ben  shall  say, 
When  he  reclines  agaiust  a  tomb, 

•2i(}  '  Here  brave  Fiugal  and  brave  Swaran 
Fought  a  fight  with  their  hundred  bands.' 
Thus  shall  the  hunter  careless  speak ; 
But  our  renown  shall  last  for  aye." 


DL'AX  YI. 

tlie  place 
where  Fiugal 
aufl  Swaran 
l'ought  would 
be  commemo- 
rated,  and 
tliat  tlieir  re- 
uowu  would 
eudui'e  for 


"  This  very  day  our  fame  is  at  its  height," 
24:>  JSaid  Fingal,  "  thou  king  of  the  waves  ; 
We  .shall  vanish  as  a  dream," 
And  be  uusung  on  the  field  of  heroes  : 
The  hunter  will  not  know  our  grave, 
Xor  sliall  our  name  be  in  the  sound  of  songs. 
2.i()  It  will  not  profit  us  to  be  in  song,''' 

When  we  are  weak  aud  pale  beueath  the  mound. 
Ossian,  Carul,  and  Ullin  mild, 
Who  know  the  warriors  gone  of  old, 
Eaise  a  .song  of  the  noble  days, 
2.55  The  time  of  herocs  who  are  dead. 


Fingal  an- 
swers  that 
thcir  renown 
was  then  at 
the  highest, 
that  they 
would 

through  time 
be  entirely 
forgotten, 
and  that  re- 
membrance 
among  the 
living  would 
not  benefit 
them  wlien 
Ij-ing  rold  in 
the  tomb. 
Meantime  he 
ordere  the 
principal 
bards  to  baii 
ish  tlie  night 
with  song. 


"  Swaran,"  said  the  king  of  hills,  "  to-<]ay  our  fame  is  greatest. 
We  shall  pass  away  like  a  dream.  Xo  sound  wLll  remain  in  our 
fields  of  war.  Our  tombs  will  be  lost  in  the  heath.  Tlie  hunter 
sliall  not  know  the  place  of  our  rest.  Our  names  may  be  heard  in 
song.  "What  avaOs  it  wlien  our  strength  hath  ceased  ì  0  Ossian, 
Carril,  and  Ulliu  !  you  know  of  heroes  that  are  no  more.  Give  us 
VUL.  II.  H 
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Cuiribli  thairis  an  oidhclie  lc  fuaim, 

'S  thitreadh  madaiuu  f>u  luath  le  aoibhueas.' 

Thog  siun  ar  guth  do'u  dà  righ, 
Ceud  clàrsaeh  a'  strì  's  au  fhuaim. 
260  Shoillsich  aghaidh  Shuaraiu  thall, 
Mar  ghealach  Kiu  anns  au  speur, 
'N  uaìr  dh'fhàgas  ua  neoil  i  shuas 
Sàmhach  leathann  'am  meadhon  oidhch'. 

"  Cuchulliu,"  thuirt  Carull  aosda, 
2G5  "  Tha  Cuchullin  'au  còs  Thìu'a, 

Tha  'làmh  air  claidheamh  a  ncirt, 

A  smaointean  air  feachd  a  chaiU  e  ; 

Tha  rìgh  nan  sleagh  brònach  's  a'  bhciuu 

Gu  so  bu  treun  e  's  a'  chòmhrag. 
270  Chuir  e  'lann  gu  sìth  ri  d'  thaobh, 

Thusa  mar  aomadh  nau  stoirm, 

A  sgaoil  fo  ruaig  a  naimhdean. 

Gabhsa,  'Fhionnghail,  hinn  au  hioich  ; 

Tha  'chliusan  cho  faoin  ri  ceò, 
275  'N  uair  thèid  'n  a  shiublud  ro'  ghaoith, 

'S  a  dh'fhàgas  e  'u  raou  gun  scleò." 

"  Cha  ghabh,"  's  e  'fhreagair  an  rìgh, 


tluì  song  (if  (itlier  years.  Lct  tlie  iiight  pass  a\v:iy  (jii  tlio  suuirI, 
aiiil  moniiiif,'  return  witli  joy." 

We  gavo  tho  song  to  tlic  kings.  An  hinuh'cd  liiiqis  niixcil  their 
sound  with  our  voice.  Tlic  face  of  Swaran  liriglitcurd  likc  tlic  full 
moon  of  lieaven,  wlicn  the  clouds  vanish  away,  and  leave  her  calni 
and  broad  in  the  midst  of  the  sky  ! 

"Wlierc,  Carril,"  said  the  great  Fingal,  "Carril  of  other  times, 
— wliero  is  the  son  of  Semo,  the  king  of  the  islo  of  mist  ?     Has  he 
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Pass  ye  tlie  niglit  in  sound  (of  song), 

And  let  morning  quickly  come  in  gladness." 

We  raised  our  voice  for  tlie  two  kings, 
A  hundred  harps  in  rivalry  of  sound. 
260  Briglitened  the  countenance  of  Swaran, 
Like  to  a  fuU  moon  in  the  sky, 
When  the  clouds  ou  high  have  left  her 
Silent  and  broad  in  the  midst  of  ni<iiit. 


A  huiulrc'd 
liarps  were 
struck,  and 
Swaran  nas 
roused  froni 
his  gi-ief. 


"  CuchuUin,"  said  agèd  Carul — 
2G5  "  Cuchullin  is  in  the  cave  of  Tura, 

His  hand  on  the  sword  of  his  strength, 
His  thoughts  on  the  host  which  he  has  lost : 
The  king  of  spears  is  mournful  on  the  hiU  ; 
Till  now  he  was  strong  in  combat. 
270  He  sends  his  sword  to  rest  on  thy  side — 
To  thee  who,  like  the  swooping  of  the  storm, 
Hast  scattered  his  enemies  in  rout. 
Take  thou,  Fingal,  the  sword  of  the  hero  ; 
His  renown  is  light  as  mist, 
275  Which  scuds  before  the  wind, 

Aud  leavcs  the  phiiu  without  a  shadow." 

"  I  wiU  not  take,"  replied  the  king. 


retired  liko  tlie  meteor  of  deatli  to  the  dreary  cave  of  Tura  ? " 
"  Cutlmllin,"  said  Carril  of  otlier  times,  "  lies  in  the  dreary  cave  of 
Tura.  Hi.s  hand  ìs  on  the  sword  of  his  strengtli ;  his  tlioughts  on 
tlie  battles  he  lost.  Mournful  is  the  king  of  spears,  till  now  uncon- 
quered  in  war.  He  sends  his  sword  to  rest  on  tlie  side  of  Fingal : 
for,  like  the  stonn  of  tlie  desert,  tlxou  hast  scattered  all  his  foes. 
Take,  0  Fingal !  the  sword  of  the  hero.  His  fame  is  dejaarted  like 
niist,  wlien  it  flies  hcfore  the  rustling  wind  aluug  thc  lirightening  vale." 


Cand,  Cucli- 
ulliu's  hard, 
reuiinds  tlicni 
tlnit  his  luas- 
ter  is  in 
gloom  in  the 
eave  of  Tura, 
aiid  oll'ers 
Fingal  his 
sword,  witli 
whiih  he  luid 
heen  sent  to 
tlie  eonc^ueror. 
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<»  Here  clì,  of 

80  many 

meanings, 

evidently 

signilies 

"strong." 


i  Lines  288-9. 
If  tlie  sun 
were  to  look 
witli  unveilcd 
face  on  the 
"grassy 
knolls  "  they 
would  be 
spcedily 
scorched.    To 
impart  ver- 
dure  to  them, 
and  to  have 
the  pleasure 
of  gazing  on 
their  beauty, 
he  veils  or 
hides  hiniself 
■ — an  exr[uisite 
eonception. 
Therc  is  no 
word  of  look- 
ing  "  again," 
a.s  Miioplicr- 
son  lias  it. 


"  Cha  gliabli  Fionnghal  'an  sìth  a  lann, 
Tha  'n  curaidh  gu  neai'tmhor  's  an  strì, 

280  'S  tha  'chliu  co  chli  r'a  làimh." 

'S  lìonmhor  iad  a  gheill  'an  còmlirag, 
Do-n  d'  dirich  li  còmh  -stri  an  cliu. 
'Shuarain,  a  rìgh  tìr  nam  mòr  choill, 
Cuir  thusa  do  dhòghruiun  air  chìd, 

285  Tha  iadsan  cliìithar  a  ghèiUeas, 

Ma  bhios  iad  treun  'an  aghaidh  nàmhaid, 
Mar  ghrdin  fo  nial  anns  an  speur, 
'N  uair  cheileas  i  'fèiu  's  an  t-sàmhradh 
Gu  sealladh  air  maol  an  fhdir.'' 

290       "  Bha  Grùmal  'n  a  thriath  'an  Còna 
Dh'  iarr  còmhrag  air  iomadh  tràigh  : 
Bha  aoibhneas  d'a  anam  's  an  stoirm, 
D'a  chluais  ann  an  toirm  nan  arm  : 
Thaom  e  'ghaisgich  air  àirde  Chràca. 

295  Bha  rìgh  Chràca  o  clioill'  r'a  hxnn, 
'An  cròm  Blu'hmo  nam  mòr  tliom, 
Bha  'n  sonn  'an  cainnt  ri  chjich  nam  fuatli. 
B'fhuathasach  còmhrag  nan  hioch 
Mu  'n  òigh  chaoiu  's  a  taobh  mar  shneaclid. 

300  Cliuahis  mu  ainnir  uam  buadh 

Le  Grùmal  ruadh  air  uisgc  Chòna ; 


"  No,"  rcplicil  tliokiiig,  "  Fingal  .sliall  iiovcr  tako  liis  sworJ.  His 
arm  is  mighty  in  war  ;  liis  famo  sliall  iievcr  iail.  JMany  liave  hcen 
overcome  in  battle,  ■\vho.se  renown  arose  from  thcir  fall.  O  Swaran, 
king  of  resounding  woods,  give  all  thy  grief  away  !  The  vanquisheil, 
if  bravc,  are  rcnowncd.  Thcy  are  like  the  sun  in  a  cloud  whcn  ho 
hides  his  faco  in  tlie  south,  hiit  hioks  agaiii  (in  tho  hills  of  gra.ss  ! 


è 
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"  Fingal  wiU  not  take  liis  sword  in  peace — 

The  hero  is  mighty  iu  combat, 
280  His  fame  as  strong  as  is  his  hand." 

Many  are  they  who  failed  in  combat, 

To  whom  renown  from  war  returned. 

Swaran,  king  of  the  land  of  the  ffi-eat  woods, 

Lay  thou  thy  grief  aside  ; 
•285  Those  who  yield  are  still  renowued, 

If  they  be  brave  against  the  foe — 

(They  are)  like  the  sun  when  clouded  in  the  sky. 

As  he  veils  himself  in  summer, 

That  he  may  look  on  the  grassy  knoUs.'' 


DUAN  VI. 

Fingal  refuses 
to  take  it, 
sayiiig  that 
Cuchullin  is 
as  worthy  as 
ever  to  wield 
it  ;  and  de- 
clares  that 
defeat  after 
a  brave  re- 
sistance  im- 
plies  no  loss 
ot'  renown. 


290       "  Grumal  was  a  prince  in  Cona  ; 
Combat  he  sought  on  many  shores  : 
Joy  came  to  his  soul  in  storm, 
To  his  ear  'm  the  crashiug  of  arms  : 
He  poured  his  warriors  ou  the  height  of  Craca. 

29.5  From  the  wood  the  king  of  Craca  met  his  sword, 
In  Brumo's  circle  of  great  mounds, 
Tlie  hero  spoke  to  the  stone  of  spectres. 
Terrible  was  the  battle  of  the  heroes 
For  the  gentle  maid  of  suow-white  side. 

300  The  matchless  maiden  had  been  heard  of 

By  red-haired  Grumal  on  the  stream  of  Cona  ; 


To  show  this, 
lie  tells  the 
stury  of  G  ru- 
mal,  a  jiriuce 
iu  C'ona,  wlio 
sought  com- 
bit  on  niany 
sliores.    He 
visited  C'raca, 
aud  was 
oiiposed  by 
tlie  king  of 
tliat  island, 
who  defeated 
liini,  aiul  im- 
prisoned  him 
iu  the  "circle 
of  Bnnno," 
whcre  there 
was  a  '*spec- 
tre-stoue  " 
haunted  by 
the  spirits  of 
the  dead. 


"  Grumal  was  a  cliiuf  of  Coua.  He  fought  tlie  liattle  on  every 
coast.  His  soul  rejoiced  in  bloocl ;  his  ear  in  the  din  of  anus.  He 
poured  his  waniors  on  Craca ;  Craca's  king  met  him  from  his  grove ; 
for  then,  within  the  circle  of  Bnimo,  he  spoke  to  tlie  stone  of  power. 
Fierce  was  the  battle  of  the  heroes  for  the  maid  of  the  breast  of 
snow.     The  fame  of  the  dau"hter  of  Craca  had  rcached  Grunial  at 
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«  Rramo's 
eircle  of 
bL'i'tling  cliirs; 
lit.  rouiid 
which  leanrd 
thc  mountatn. 

!>  Like  the 
fire  of  the  sky 
renewed — 
o.f-!4r,  "anew." 
De  novo 
is  very  fre- 
quently  ap- 
plied  to  the 
heavenly 
bodies,  and 
speeially  to 
tlie  moon : 
"  renewed  " 
is  not  quite 
its  equivah'nt, 
Imt  1  laniicit 
iind  a  liettei- 
tenn.     Tlie 
idea  seems  to 
be  that  the 
heaveuly 
lights  sliine 
night  aftcr 
night  witli 
Tindiniinislied 
lustie. 


Bhiodh  aige  làmh-gheal  nan  stuadh, 
No  e  fèin  'bhi  fuar  's  a'  chòmhrag. 
Tri  là  a  bha  spàirn  nan  laoch  ; 

305  'An  ccathramh  chaidh  Grùmal  fo  iall. 
Chuir  es'  e  gun  chàirdean  r'a  thaol)h 
'N  cròm  Bhrùmo  mu-n  d'  aom  au  sliabh." 
'An  sin  bha  taunais  uam  marbh, 
Le  'n  guthan  garbh  mu  chloich  nam  fuath  ; 

310  Ach  shoiUsich  an  triath  'n  a  dhèigh, 
Mar  theine  nan  speur  as-ùr  : '' 
Tliuit  nàmhaid  le  'làimh  'bu  treim  ; 
Fhuair  Grìimal  e  fein  's  a  chliu. 

"  Togaibh,  a  bhàird  o  àm  a  dh'fhalbh," 
31.5  Tliuirt  garbh  neart  righ  na  Mòrbheinn, 
"  Togaibh  moLadh  laocli  'tha  marbli ; 
Cuiribh  ard-Shuaran  o  'dhòghruinn." 

Luidh  na  gaisgich  anns  au  fhraocli, 
Bha  'ghaoth  chiar  'an  ciabh  nan  hxoch ; 
320  Dli'  eirich  ceud  guth  binn  's  an  raon 

Ceud  clàrsach  nach  b'f  haoiu  air  cliòmhLa ; 

Bha  'n  dàn  air  an  àm  a  dh'  aom, 

Triatha  mòr  uach  bu  bhaoth  's  a'  chòmli  -stri. 


C'  uÌD  a  chluiuuear  lcam  am  bàid  ? 


tlie  streanis  of  Cona,  lie  vowed  to  have  tlie  white-bosomed  maid,  or 
die  on  echoing  Craca.  Threo  days  they  strove  together,  and  Gninial 
on  tlie  fourth  was  hiiiind.  Far  froni  his  fricnds  they  jilaeed  liim 
in  the  horrid  circle  of  Urunio,  where  often,  thcy  said,  the  ghosts  of 
the  dcad  liowlcd  round  tlie  stone  of  their  fcar.  Hut  he  afterwards 
shone  like  a  jiillar  of  tlic  light  of  heaveu.  Thcìy  fell  by  his  niighty 
liand.     (hunial  had  all  liis  fanie  ! 
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He  must  liave  tlie  TVTiite-liand  of  the  waves, 

Or  else  fall  cold  iu  battle. 

For  three  days  the  warriors  fought ; 
305  On  the  fourth  went  Grumal  under  thong. 

He  was  placed  without  a  friend  beside  him 

lu  Brumo's  circle  of  beetling  cliffs." 

There  were  the  spirits  of  the  dead, 

AVith  their  harsli  voices  round  the  spectre-stone. 
310  Yct  afterwards  the  chief  slione  bright, 

Like  the  fire  of  the  sky  renewed  :  *■ 

Foemen  fell  by  his  mightful  arm  ; 

Grumal  regained  himself  and  his  reuowu. 


He  was  re- 
leased,  Iiow- 
ever,  from 
this  iluiigeon 
of  horrors, 
and  soon 
after\varJs 
'  shone 
bright,"  re- 
gaining  all 
his  foiTuer 


"  Raise,  ye  bards  of  the  times  that  are  gone,' 
315  Said  the  great  strength  of  the  king  of  Morven- 
"  Raise  the  praise  of  warriors  dead ; 
Raise  high  Swaran  from  his  grief." 

The  warriors  lay  upon  the  lioather ; 
The  dusky  wind  was  through  their  hair ; 
320  Rose  a  huntked  tuneful  voices  on  the  hill, 
A  hunib'ed  tuueful  harps  together  ; 
The  song  was  of  time  which  had  gone, 
Of  heroes  great,  not  slack  in  combat. 

(But)  when  shall  the  bard  be  heard  by  nie  1 


"  Eaise,  ye  barcls  of  other  times,"  continueJ  tlie  great  Fingal, 
"  raise  high  the  praise  of  heroes,  that  my  soul  may  settle  on  their 
fame,  tliat  the  mind  of  Swaran  may  cease  to  be  sad."  They  lay  in 
the  lieath  of  Mora.  The  dark  ìWnds  rustled  over  the  chiefs.  A 
hundred  voices  at  once  arose  ;  a  hundred  liarps  were  strung.  They 
sang  of  other  times  ;  the  mighty  chiefs  of  former  years  !  A\Tien 
now   shall    I    ht'ar  tlie    bard  ì    when    rejoicc    at    the    fame    of   uiy 
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325  C'uiu  a  bliios  aoibhneas  a'  siiàmh  mu'u  cuairt  ? 
Tha  clàrsach  guu  teud  'am  Mòrbheiuu, 
Cha-u  eil  guth,  uo  ceòl  'au  Còua  ; 
Tliuit  araou  au  triath  's  am  bàrd, 
Cha-u  'eil  cliu  's  au  aìrd  na  's  mò. 

.330       Chrith  madainu  le  dearrsa  o  'u  ear 

Air  lear  agus  leathacl  Chromla. 

ChuaLas  stoc  Shuarain  air  Ldua 

'Tional  'an  Eiriuu  a  shkmigh. 

Sàmhach  'us  bròuach  an  sluagh, 
335  'N  uair  dh'èirich  iad  suas  fo  'n  siuil ; 

Bha  osag  gheur  'au  dèigh  nan  loug, 

Siuil  bhàu'  air  tonn  mar  cheò  o  J\Ihùrbheinu. 

"  Gairm,"  thuirt  Fiounghal,  "  gairm  gu  seilg 
Coin  cliaol  nach  mairg  a  chaitheadh  càthair, 

340  Gairmibh  Bran,  a's  gile  cliabh, 

Gairmibh  Neart,  'us  Ciar,  'us  Luath," 
'FhiUein,  a  Ròiuue — tha  's  an  uaigh,'' 
Tha  mo  mliac  'an  suain  a'  bhàis  1 
'FhiUeiu,  'Fhearghuis,  seidibh  stoc, 

345  Eireadh  aoiblmeas  air  cnoc  'us  càrn, 
Brisgeadh  fiadli  air  Cromhi  shuas, 
'S  aig  loch  naii  ruadhag — au  àros." 

Chaidh  am  fuaim  aeur  tro'  choille  thall ; 


<•  Nuart  auil 
Kiar  and 
Lu-a  signify 
"streiigth," 
"dark-brown" 
or  "dusky," 
and  "swil't." 
Bran  may 
mean  "anoisy 
mountain- 
torrent."    All 
these  names 
are  still  given 
to  stag- 
hounds. 
^  Eyno — he  is 
in  the  grave. 
Dr  Blair  truly 
ol)serves  that 
tliis  unexpeet- 
ed  start  of 
anguish  in 
the  fatlier  is 
worthy  of  the 
highest  tragic 
poets  :  Othel- 
lo's  cxclania- 
tion,  "  My 
wife  !  wliat 
wife  ? — I  have 
no  wife  ! " 
and  Virgil's 
jEn.,I.  V.  139, 
"Quos  ego — 
sed  motos 
priestat  com- 
ponere  fluc- 
tus,"  are 
quoted  as 
parallels. 


fatliers  ì  The  liarp  is  not  .stning  ou  Morven.  The  voice  of  niusic 
ascends  not  on  Cona.  Dead  with  tlio  mighty  is  the  liard.  Fame  is 
in  th(!  ilcscrt  no  niore. 

Morning  tremhles  with  tlie  hcani  of  tlie  cast ;  it  glinimcrs  on 
Cronda's  side.  Ovcr  Lena  is  lieard  thc  horn  of  Swaran.  The  sons 
iif  thc  ocean  gather  around.  Silcnt  and  .sad  tlicy  rise  on  the  wave. 
Thc  lilast  of  Krin  is  hcliind  thcir  sails.     'Whitc  as  tho  mist  of  MoT- 
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3:25  When  shall  gladness  swim  arouud  (me)  ì 
The  harp  is  unstrung  in  Morven— 
Nor  voice  nor  music  is  iu  Cona  : 
Chief  and  bard  have  fallen  as  one  ; 
In  the  high  phìce  praise  is  (heard)  no  more. 

3:30       Brightly  from  east  the  moruiug  flickered 

On  the  sea,  aud  on  the  shipe  of  Cromhi. 

Heard  was  Swaran's  horn  on  Lena 

Assembling  his  people  in  Eriu. 

Silent  and  sad  (were)  the  people, 
335  As  they  rose  (on  sea)  under  sail ; 

A  shai-p  breeze  pursued  the  ships ;  [Bens. 

Their  white  sails  ou  the  wave  like  mist  of  the  great 

"  Call,"  saicl  Fiugal — "  call  to  the  chase, 

Dogs  slim  ancl  choice  in  travelliuo-  the  moor  : 
340  Call  Bran  of  the  whitest  chest ; 

Call  Neait  and  Kiar  and  Lu-a ; " 

Filhxn,  E}Tio — he  is  iu  the  grave,* 

My  sou  is  iu  the  sleep  of  death  ! 

Fillan  and  Fergus,  blo^v  the  horu  ; 
345  Let  joy  arise  on  hiU  aud  cairn, 

Let  deer  start  up  iu  Cromla, 

Aud  by  the  h\ke  of  roes — their  home." 

The  shrill  souud  raug  throughout  the  wood ; 


ven  tliey  float  along  the  sea.  "  Call,"  said  Fingal,  "  call  my  dogs, 
the  long-bounding  sons  of  the  chase.  C'all  white-hreasted  Bran,  and 
the  surly  strength  of  Luath — FLLlan  and  Ryno  ;  hut  he  is  not  here  ! 
My  son  rests  on  the  hed  of  death.  Fillan  and  Fergus  !  hlow  the 
hom,  that  the  joy  of  the  chase  may  arise  ;  that  the  deer  of  Cromla 
may  hear,  and  start  at  the  lake  of  roes." 

The  shrUl  sound  spreads  along  the  wood.     The  sons  of  heathy 
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Ossian,  recall- 
ing  these 
joyous  scenes, 
inoums  over 
the  silence  and 
ilesohition 
which  theu 
ilwelt  in 
Morven  and 
in  Cona. 
With  the 
morning  light 
Swarai  sets 
sail  ior  his 
native  lanil. 


Fingal  calls 
his  friends 
iiud  followers 
to  the  chase 
nn  the  nioun- 
tains  around 
them. 
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«  Triuir,  here 
iipplinl  to 
il''iT,  is,  in 
iiioilcni  us:i},'e, 
applicj  oiily 
to  pursons. 


Dli'eirich  buidlicann  mhall  air  Cromla. 

350  Chaidh  mìle  cù  air  falbh  's  an  fhraoch, 
Thuit  fiadh  air  a  thaobh  ro'  gach  cìi. 
Thuit  a  tri  le  Bran  air  aon, 
Agus  dh'  aom  e  'n  triuii'  gu  Fioun  " 
A  thogail  mòr  shòlais  do  'n  rìoh. 

355  Thuit  aon  de  'n  triuir  aig  uaigh  Ròinne ; 
Bha  ceannard  nan  daoine  fo  cheò  : 
Chunnaic  e  gur  sàmhach  thall 
Chxch  fir  nach  robh  mall  's  an  t-seilg. 
"  Cha-n  eirich  thus'  a  ris,  mo  mhac, 

360  Aig  fleagh  no  feachd  air  ciar-leac  Chrtjml; 
'S  ealamh  a  thèid  d'uaigh  o  bheachd, 
'Us  feur  a'  seacadh  mu  'n  cuaiil;  d'i. 
Bi'dh  sìol  na  Liigse  'siubhal  sios 
Cha-n  fhaic  's  cha-n  iarr  iad  mu  d'  uaiuh. 


h  ('(iniiin'i'ing 
Krin  ;  lit. 
Erin  of  imr- 
suils  or  roufji 
— i.e.  which 
ol'tuu  routed 
her  euemics. 


365       'Oisein,  'us  'FhiUeiu,  mic  mo  neirt, 
A  Ghoill  nam  feachd  a's  guirme  cruaidh, 
Eiribh  air  aghaidh  nan  sliabh, 
Faigheam  an  triath  'tha  'n  còs  Thùra, 
Faigheam  triath  Eirinn  nan  ruaiff.'' 

370  'N  e  baUa  Thùra  'chi  mi  shuas  ? 
'N  a  aonar  'us  liath  air  an  t-sliabh 
Tha  triath  nan  sligean  fial  fo  bliròu  ; 
Tha  talla  nan  còrn  gun  fhuaim  : 


I 


Cromla  arise.  A  thousand  tlogs  fly  ofl'  at  onco,  grey-liounding 
tlirough  the  heath.  A  deer  fcll  by  every  dog ;  three  by  the  white- 
breasted  Bran.  He  bronght  tliem  in  their  flight  to  Fingal,  that  tho 
joy  of  the  king  ndght  be  great !  Onc;  decr  fell  at  tlie  tomb  of  Iiyno. 
The  grief  of  Fingal  roturncd.  Ho  saw  how  peacefid  hiy  the  stono 
of  liim  who  was  tlie  first  at  tho  chaae  !  "  Xo  niore  shalt  tliou  rise, 
0  my  son,  to  partake  of  the  feast  of  Cromla.     Suon  wiU  thy  tomb 
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Slowly  started  a  herd  ou  Cromla. 
350  A  thousand  dogs  spraug  over  the  heath  ; 

A  deer  fell  dowu  to  every  dog : 

Fell  three  to  Bran  aloue  ; 

And  towards  Fionu  he  turned  the  three," 

To  give  great  joy  to  the  king. 
3.55  Fell  one  of  the  three  by  the  grave  of  Eyno  ; 

The  leader  of  meu  was  iu  grief  : 

He  saw  that  silent  beforc  him 

Was  the  tomb  of  him  who  was  Heet  iu  the  chase. 

"  Thou  shalt  uot  rise  again,  my  sou, 
3G0  To  feast  or  fray  on  Cromhi's  darlv-browu  slope ; 

Soon  shall  thy  grave  be  uukuowu, 

And  the  grass  shall  wither  arouud  it. 

The  sous  of  •vreakuess  "wUl  pass  ou, 

Thcy  will  uot  see  or  seek  thy  grave. 

365       "  Ossian  aud  Fillau,  sous  of  my  strcugth, 

Gaul  of  the  hosts  of  bluest  steel, 

Ascend  the  face  of  the  hilL 

Let  me  find  the  chief  in  the  cave  of  Tura  ; 

Let  me  find  the  chief  of  concjuering  Eriu.'' 
370  Is  it  Tura's  wall  I  see  on  high, 

Lonely  and  grey  on  the  hill  ? 

The  chief  of  festive  shells  is  iu  sorrow  ; 

The  hall  of  cheer  is  without  a  souud. 


DUAN  VI. 

A  thousand 
dogs  are 
slipped,  each 
of  which  piills 
down  a  deei'. 
Bran  killed 
three  at'ter 
driring  tliem 
towards  Fin- 
gal.     One  of 
[  them  feU  by 
the  grave  of 
KjTio,  on  uo- 
ticing  which 
Fingal  renews 
his  lamenta- 
tion  for  his 


Thereafter, 
accompanied 
by  Ossian, 
Fillan,  and 
Gaul,  he  sets 
oH'  to  visit 
Cuchulliu  in 
his  solitary 
retii'ement. 


■be  hid,  and  the  grass  grow  rank  on  tlij^  grave.  Tlie  sons  of  tlie 
feetile  sliall  pass  along.  They  shall  not  know  -where  the  mighty  Ke. 
"  Ossian  and  Fillan,  sons  of  my  strength  ;  Gaiil,  chief  of  the 
hlue  steel  of  war — let  us  ascend  the  hill  to  the  cave  of  Tura.  Let 
us  find  the  chief  of  the  hattles  of  Erin.  Are  these  the  yraìls  of 
Tura  ì  grey  and  lonely  they  rise  on  the  heath.  The  chief  of  shells 
is  sad,  and  the  halls  are  silent  and  lonely.     Come,  let  us  find  Cutli- 
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DUAN  vi.  Faiglieam  Cucliullin  nam  buadh, 

.37.5  Tlioiream  aoibhneas  gu  luath  d'a  sheoid. 
'Fhillein,  'n  e  sin  Cuchuniu  thall, 
No  'n  deatach  air  càrn  an  fliraoich  ? 
Tha  gaoth  o  Chromhi  'ani  shùil, 
'S  cha-n  fhaic  mi  g'  a  chìil  an  Laoch." 

380       "  A  rìgh,"  's  e  fhreagair  an  t-òg, 
"  'S  e  sin  am  fear  còrr,  mac  Sheuma, 
Tha  e  dorcha,  sàmhach  fo  bhròn, 
Tha  'làmh  aii-  au  hxnn  ag  èirigh." 
"  Ceud  fàilt'  aii"  ceannard  a'  chòmhraig, 

385  'Fhii--bhi-isidh  na  mòr  sgèithe  !  " 

"  Ceud  fàilt'  ort  feiu,"  thuirt  an  hxoch, 
"  Sàr  ghaisgich  ri  d'  thaobh  's  'ad  dlièigh  ! 
'S  taitneach  leam  d'fhianuis,  a  righ, 
'Tha  mar  a  ghrian  air  frith  Chromla, 

390  'N  uair  bhitheas  an  sealgair  fo  bhròn, 
Gus  am  faicear  i  mòr  's  na  neoih 
Do  mhic  mar  reultan  ri  d'  thaobli, 
'Tha  'siubhal  'an  soiUs'  mu  do  chliu 
'Cur  glaine  air  mala  na  h-oidhch'. 

30.")  'Fhionnghail,  cha-n  ann  mar  so  fhein 
'Chunna  tusa  mì,  'threiu,  'n  ad  thìr, 
'N  uair  a  dh'fhàg  treitli  an  domliain  a'  bheinn, 
'S  thàinig  aoibhneas  air  aghaidh  gach  frìth." 


ullin,  and  ^'ivf  liim  all  our  jcij'.  r>ut  is  tliat  rutliunin,  O  l'"illau  ! 
or  a  pillar  of  smokc  on  tlie  hcatli  ì  'i'hv  wind  of  Cronila  is  on  my 
eyes.     I  distinguish  not  my  friend." 

"  Fingal, "  replied  tlie  youtli,  "  it  is  the  son  of  Semo.  Gloomy 
and  sad  is  the  h(!ro  ;  liis  hand  is  on  his  sword.  Ilail  to  the  son  of 
hattle,  liieakur  of  the  sliitdds  !  "    "  IIiuI  to  thce  ! "  replicd  Cuthullin  ; 
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Let  me  find  the  goocl  Cuclmllin, 
375  And  to  his  warriors  speedily  give  joy. 
Fillan,  is  that  CuchuUin  before  me, 
Or  smoke  on  the  cairn  of  heather  ? 
CromUx's  wind  is  in  my  eye, 
And  I  cannot  sec  the  hero  clearly." 

380       "  0  king  ! "  was  what  the  youth  replied, 
"  Tliat  is  the  matchless  son  of  Semo  : 
He  is  gloomy  and  silent  in  sorrow ; 
His  hand  is  on  his  sword,  half  drawn." 
"  A  hundred  welcomes  to  the  ruler  of  battle — 

385  To  thee,  the  breaker  of  great  shields." 

"  A  hundred  welcomes  to  tliee,"  said  the  hero, 
"  (Aud)  to  the  warriors  true  around  thee. 
Pleasing  to  me  is  thy  presence,  0  king ! 
As  is  the  sun  on  the  hiU  of  Cromla, 

390  When  the  hunter  mourns  (his  absence), 
Till  he  is  seen  iu  greatness  amid  clouds. 
Thy  sons  Ijy  tliy  side  are  as  stars 
Which  move  in  brightness  round  thy  fame, 
Shedding  pureness  on  the  brow  of  night. 

395  Fingal,  far  otherwise  than  this, 

Didst  thou  see  me,  hero,  in  thy  lancl, 

When  the  lords  of  the  workl  forsook  the  hill, 

Ancl  joy  came  on  the  face  of  every  wood." 


Cuchullin  ail- 
vances  to  nit'et 
lùni,  ]>raisfs 
liim  and  the 
sons  who  sur- 
round  him  ; 


rccalls  former 
happy  meet- 
ings,  when 
thcy  foiif,'ht 
on  tlu'  sanii' 
sidc,  aud  con- 
quered. 


"  liail  to  all  the  sons  of  Morven  !  Delightful  is  thy  presence,  0 
Fingal !  it  is  the  sun  on  Cromla  ;  when  the  hunter  moiirns  his 
ahsence  for  a  season,  and  sees  him  between  tlie  clouds.  Thy  sons 
are  like  stars  that  attend  thy  course.  They  give  light  iit  tho  night. 
It  is  not  tlius  tliou  hast  seen  nie,  0  Fingal !  returniug  from  the  wars 
of  thy  lanil,  whcn  the  kings  of  tlie  world  had  fied,  and  joy  returned 
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"  'S  lìonrahor  tl'f  hocail,"  thuirt  Conan  gim  (•hliu, 
■400  "  'S  lionmhor  do  ghuth'  faoin,  'mhic  Sheuma ; 

'An  comhradh  cha  chluinnear  ach  thu. 

C'àite  bheil  do  ghnìomli  's  do  bheuman  ? 

C'ar  son  a  thàinig  thar  chuan, 

'Thoirt  cobhair  do  ruaig  le  lann  ?  " 
-105  Thcich  gu  do  chòs  fo  ghruaim, 

'Us  dh'fhàg  thu  do  Chonan  am  blàr. 

Thoir  dhomhsa  na  h-airm  'tha  'soills', 

Thoii-  dhomhs'  iad  gun  f  hoiU,  a  mhic  Eiriun."  ^" 


a  With  swonl 
to  help  thosf 
wlio  hacl  tlcil  ; 
lit.  to  hdp  thc 
JiUjhl. 


^  Give  theni 
all  ;  lit.  give 
tluiìi  withoui 
deceit. 


«  Besiile  her 
native 

streams  ;  lit. 
besidc  Jicr  own 


"  Cha  d'  iarr  gaisgeach  mo  hmn  riamh, 
410  Gcd  iarradli,  cha-u  fhaigheadh  e  m'  airm. 
A  Chonain,  a  's  dona  fo  sgiath, 
Cha  d'fhàg  mis'  an  sliabh,  fo  bhròn, 
Gu'n  d'  gheill  Eirinn  m'a  sruth  fein."° 

"  A  Chonain,  a's  laige  Làmh," 
415  Thuirt  rìgh  Mhòirbheinn,  am  mòr  thriath, 
"  Na  gabhsa  ua  focail  co  dàn, 
Gu'  m  faiccar  na  's  àirde  do  gliniomh. 
Tha  Cuchullin  fo  chliu  's  a'  bhLàr, 
Fuathasach  's  gacli  àit'  'an  tdid. 
420  'S  tric  a  chual'  air  a  'ghaisgeach  'bu  shàr 
Ard  cheannard  na  Phàil  'an  Eiiinn. 


t(i  tlic^  liill  of  liiiiils!"  "IMimy  avo  thy  wimls,  Ciithullin,"  saiil 
Coniian  of  small  rcnown.  "  Thy  wonls  arc  niany,  son  of  Senio,  but 
■vvliore  an-  tliy  ilt- cds  in  anns  ?  Why  ilid  we  conie  over  ocean  to  aiil 
thy  feelilc  swonl  ?  Tliou  flicst  to  thy  cave  of  gricf,  and  Connan 
fì^^hts  thy  hattles.  Eesign  to  nic  thesc  arms  of  light.  Yiehl  thcui, 
tliiiu  chii'f  nf  Krin."     "  No  licni,"  replicil  tluì  chief,  "  ever  sought 
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"  Mauy  are  thy  words,"  saicl  wortbless  Conan, 
400  "  I\Iany  tbine  empty  words,  tbou  son  of  Semo  ; 

In  talking  none  is  beard  save  tbee. 

A^Tiere  are  tby  deeds  or  olea^'ing  blows  ? 

Wberefore  came  (we)  across  tbe  ocean, 

Witb  sword  to  belp  tbose  wbo  bad  fled  ? " 
405  (Tbou)  fleddest  to  tby  cave  in  gloom, 

And  to  Conan  didst  leave  tbe  battle. 

To  me  give  tbe  shiuing  arms — 

To  me  give  tbeni  all,  thou  son  of  Eriu.'"  ** 

"  No  warrior  ever  asked  my  sword, 
410  And  if  be  bad,  bis  demand  were  vain. 
Conan,  worthless  bebind  a  sbield, 
Sorrowful  I  left  the  bill,  but  not 
Till  Erin  failed  beside  her  native  streams." ' 


DUAN  VI. 

Conan,  the 
most  worth- 
less — or  the 
only  worthless 
one — of  the 
Fingalians, 
interrupts  Cu- 
chullin,  re- 
proaches  him 
with  coward- 
ice  in  suffer- 
ing  himself  to 
be  defeated, 
aud  demands 
his  armour  as 
a  due  reward 
for  his  owu 
Talour. 

Cuchullin 
refuses  the 
demaud. 


"  Couan  of  the  weakest  arm," 
415  Said  Morveu's  king,  tbe  mighty  cbicf, 

"  Be  not  tbou  so  bold  iu  word 

Till  higber  deed  of  tbine  be  seen. 

Cucbullin  in  battle  is  renowned ; 

Terrible  in  every  place  to  wbich  he  goes. 
420  Often  beard  of  is  tbe  valiant  warrior — 

Hio;b  leader  of  tbe  Fail  of  Erin.'' 


Fingal  re- 
bukes  Conan, 


declares  that 
Cuchullin's 
fame  had  suf- 
fered  no 
dimiuution, 


the  arms  of  Cutliullin  ;  and  liad  a  thousand  heroes  sought  them, 
it  were  iii  vaiu,  thou  gloomy  youth  !  I  fled  not  to  the  cave  of  grief 
till  Erin  failed  at  her  streams." 

"  Youth  of  the  feeble  arm,"  said  Fingal,  "  C'onnan,  cease  thy 
■vvords  !  Cuthullin  is  renowned  in  battle,  terrible  over  the  world. 
Often  have  I  heard  thy  fume,  thou  stormy  cldef  of  luis-fail.     Spread. 
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Tog  thus',  a  laoich,  do  shiuil  bhàn' 

Gu  Innis  nan  lann  fo  cheò. 

Faic  !  Brà'-gheal  ag  aomadh  thall 
425  Air  iomall  nan  càrn  fo  dheoir ; 

Tha  'ghaoth  a'  sanas  'n  a  trom  chialih 

'G  an  togail  o  'mìn-uchd  bàn, 

'S  i  'g  èisdeachd  toirm  oidhclie  o  'u  t-sliabh 

'S  fonn  fial  o  ghaisgich  nan  ràmh  ; 
430  Tha  'barail  gu-n  cluinu  i  d'  fhonn 

'S  do  chhàrsach  hjm  air  aù'haidh  'chuaiu." 
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"  'S  f  hada  dh'  èisdeas  i  guu  bhrigli  : 
Cha  tilleam  o  'n  stri  a  chaoidh. 
C'  uim  am  faicinn  thu,  'Bhrà'-ghcal  mliiu, 
'Togail  trom  osna  mu  d'  shaoi  ì 
Chunnaic  thus',  a  rìgh,  mi  fo  bhuaidh 
'An  iomadh  cruadal  lann  'us  shleaeh." 


"  Chithear  a-ris  thu  fo  lihuaidh," 
Thuirt  Fionnghal  nan  sligean  fial ; 

440  "  Eiridh  do  chliu  anns  an  ruaig, 
JMar  dharaig  aÌT  Cromla  nan  sliabh  : 
'S  iomadh  cath  'us  còmlu'ag  geur 
'Tha  'feitheamh  riut  fhòiu,  a  hioich  ; 
'S  iomadli  lot  o  d'  làimh  's  a'  bheinu. 

445       Cuir,  'Oscair,  na  ièìdh  air  fraoch ; 


now  tliy  whitp  sails  lor  tlio  isle  of  iiii.st.  Sec  Bragel:i  li'.iiiiiir;  (lU 
her  rock.  Hur  t-uiulcr  uyc  is  iu  tcars  ;  Iho  •wiiids  lift  licr  liuig  liiiir 
from  her  heaviiig  brcast.  Slie  listens  to  the  hrcezo  of  iiight,  to  liear 
the  voiee  of  thy  rowers:  to  hcar  thc  song  of  thc  .sca;  tlic  soiinil  of 
thy  (listiiiit  harp!" 

"  Long  shall  slic  listen  in  vain.     Cuthullin  sliall  ncver  rcturn  ! 
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Hoist,  tliou  hero,  thy  white  sails 

To  the  isle  of  spears  which  is  niider  mist. 

Behold  Bragèhx  bending  there, 

425  Bj  the  edge  of  the  cairns  in  tears. 

The  wind  is  whispering  throiigh  her  hea^y  locks, 
Raising  them  off  her  smooth  white  breast, 
As  she  harks  to  the  night-sounds  from  the  hill, 
And  the  cheerful  song  of  the  rowers  : 

430  Slie  thiuks  that  she  hears  thy  song, 

Aud  thy  clear  harp  on  the  face  of  ocean." 


DUAN  YI. 

and  coimsels 
him  to  sail  to 
the  isle  of 
mist  (Skye), 
where  his  mfe 
Bragela  await- 
ed  lum. 


"  Long  shall  she  listen  in  vaiu  ; 
I  shall  never  return  from  the  war. 
AMiy  should  I  see  thee,  svreet  BragèLa, 
4.35  Hea\ung  deep  sighs  for  thy  warrior  1 

(And)  thou,  0  king !  hast  seen  me  conquer 
In  many  perils  of  the  sword  and  spear." 


Cuchulliu  an- 
vers  that  she 
would  wait  in 
vain ;  that  he 
would  uever 
return,  as  his 
retuni  would 
bring  only 
grief  to  her. 


"  lu  cunquest  thou  shalt  yet  lie  seen," 

Said  Fingal  of  the  generous  shells : 
440  "  Thy  renown  shaU  rise  iu  rout  (of  foes), 

Like  au  oak-tree  on  Cromla  of  hUls. 

]\Iany  a  battle  and  conflict  shai-p 

Await  thee  yet,  thou  hero, 

Aud  many  a  wouud  by  thy  hand  on  thc  Ben. 
445       Oscar,  hiy  the  deer  on  the  heather ; 


Fiiigal  de- 
clàres  that  he 
will  yet  be 
viotorious,  as 
of  old. 


How  can  I  beliold  Bragela,  to  raise  the  sigh  of  her  breast  ?  Fingal, 
I  was  always  ■victorious  in  battles  of  other  spears  ! "  "  And  here- 
after  thou  shalt  be  ^àctorious,"  said  Fingal  of  generous  shelJs.  "  The 
fanie  of  CuthuDin  shall  grow  like  the  brancliy  tree  of  Cromla. 
!Mauy  battles  await  thee,  0  cliief  !  ^Mauj'  shall  be  the  wounds  of 
thy  hand  !  Bring  hither,  Oscar,  the  deer  I  Prepare  the  feast  of 
VnL.   II.  I 
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Togaibh  fleagh  'us  slige  f  hial ; 
Biodh  anam  an  triath  fo  aoibhneas, 
'S  ar  càLrdean  'an  sòlas  's  an  raon." 

Shuidh  'us  ghabh  sinn  fleagh  'us  dàn, 
450  Dh'  èirich  anam  Chuchullin  gu  h-àrd ; 
ThiU  a  neart  do  threun  nan  lann, 
Bha  aoibhneas  air  'agliaidh  thall. 
Thug  UUin  do  'n  triath  am  fonn ; 
Thog  CaruU  a  ghuth  air  a'  mhagh  ; 
455  Chobhair  mi  na  bàird  air  an  tom, 
Mu  charraid  nan  sonn  's  nan  sleagh, 
Carraid  's  an  d'  tharruing  mi  lann — 
Cha  tharruing  mi  lann  na  's  mò  ; 
Dh'fhalbh  mo  chliu  air  gnìomh  a  bh'  ann. 
4G0  Suidheamsa  aig  uaigh  fo  bhròn, 
Uaic;h  nan  càirdeau  mòr  nacli  mair. 


Shiubhail  an  oidhch'  air  an  f  honn  ; 
Thàinig  madainn  thar  toun  le  sòlas. 
Dh'  èirich  Fionnghal  air  an  àird, 
465  Agus  chrath  'n  a  lìlimh  an  t-sleagh  ; 
Shìn  e  'cheum  mòr  thar  magh  L6na, 
'Us  lean  sinn  an  treuu  'n  ar  u-airm. 


shells.     Let  onr  souls  rejoice  after  daiiger,  aud  our  friouds  delight 
in  our  presence  ! " 

Wtì  sat,  we  feasted,  wo  sang.  The  soul  of  Cuthullin  roso ; 
the  strength  of  liis  arni  returned.  Gladuess  briglitencd  along  his 
face.  Ullin  gave  tlie  song ;  Carril  raised  the  voioe.  I  joincd  tlie 
bards,  and  sang  of  battles  of  the  spear.      Battles,  whero  I  often 


\ 
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Prepare  the  feast  and  flowing  sliell ; 
Let  the  soul  of  the  priuce  rcjoice 
And  oiu"  fiieuds  be  glad  ou  the  phiiu." 

We  sat,  we  feasted,  aud  ^ve  saug. 
450  High  rose  the  soul  of  CuchuUiu ; 

His  strength  returned  to  the  hero  of  spears ; 

GLaduess  spread  over  his  face. 

Ulliu  gave  to  the  chief  the  song ; 

Carul  raised  his  voice  ou  the  phiiu.^ 
455  I  aided  the  bards  on  the  hill 

(In  singing)  the  war  of  heroes  and  of  spears — 

War  in  which  I  drew  a  sword. 

I  shall  ch'aw  the  sword  uo  more  ; 

Gone  is  my  fame  with  deeds  which  are  goue. 
460  I  sit  by  the  grave  iu  saduess, 

The  grave  of  noble  ùieuds  who  are  no  more. 

Night  departed  ou  the  song ; 
Moru  came  over  the  wave  iu  giadness. 
Fiugal  rose  upou  the  height, 
465  And  shook  the  spear  in  his  hand ; 

He  stretched  his  great  stride  over  Lena's  phxiu, 
And  we  followed  the  strong  one  in  our  ai-mour. 


fought.     Xow  I  figlit   no  more  !     The  fame   of  my  former  deeJs 
is  ceased.     I  sit  forlorn  at  tlie  tombs  of  my  friends  ! 

Thus  the  night  passed  away  in  song.  We  brought  back  the 
moruing  with  joy.  Fingal  arose  on  the  lieath,  and  sliook  his  gUt- 
teriug  spear.  He  moved  first  toward  the  plains  of  Lena.  We  fol- 
lowed  Lii  all  oui'  arms. 


and  orders  a 
feast  to  be 
prepared. 


They  feasted, 
and  C'uohul- 
lin's  strength 
returneil.  The 
night  passed 
away  in  songs 
aljout  the  war, 
in  which  Os- 
sian  took  au 
important 
part,  on 
thinking  of 
whieh  he 
again  bewails 
his  sad  con- 
dition. 


On  the  follow- 
ing  morning 
Fiugal  and  his 
friends  sailed 
from  Ireland 
for  Selma. 
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fIONN(;HAL. 


DUAN  VI. 

«  Tlie  hoary 
deep — mi 
doiiihaiti 
ghìais.     Aìi 
doìiih-an,  '*  the 
deei>,"  is  now 
apjìlied  to 
"the  woi-ld," 
or  to  "  the 
iiniverse."  An 
doimhiw,  "the 
depth,"  de- 
notes  "the 


"  Ssaoil  ua  siuil  bliàn',"  thuirt  au  rì"-li, 
"  Gabliaibli  gaoth  ua  fiìth  o  Lena." 
470  Dh'èirich  sinn  air  tuinu  le  fouu ; 
Bha  sòlas  nan  sonn  gu  niòr 
Air  cobhar  bàn  an  domhaiu  shlais." 


"Spread  tlie  sail,"  said  tlie  kiug,  "seize  the  winds  as  tliey  pour 
fi'oni  Lena."     We  rose  on  the  wave  with  songs.     We  rushed  with 


( 


) 
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"  Spreacl  the  wliite  saik,"  said  tLe  kiiig, 
"  Catcli  tlie  wind  from  the  forest  of  Lena/ 
470  We  rose  ou  the  wave  with  song ; 

The  gladness  of  the  ■warriors  was  great 
On  the  white  foam  of  the  hoary  deep." 


joy  tlii-ougli  tLi'  foain  of  tlie  dci'p. 


EXPLANATION  OF  PROPER  NAMES 


F    I    N    G    A    L. 


Note. — I  have  at  the  end  of  the  minor  poems  given  explanations  of  many  of  the  principal 
names  which  are  usol  by  O.ssian  ;  hut  having  now  corae  to  tlie  ■rreater  poems,  I 
mention  scveral  of  these  again,  to  save  the  reader  the  trouble  of  tumiug  back  to 
another  volume, — A.  C. 


Adan,  or  AoDHAS,  the  father  of  Fergiis,  and  a  frienJ  to  the  chief 
Lamderg,  or  Eed-haud.' — Duan  Y. 

Agandecca,  Arjha'ulh  Slineachda,  "  snowy  countenance,"  daughter  of 
Staruo,  king  of  Lochlin,  and  sister  to  Swaran,  Fingal's  first  love. — 
Duan  IIL  et  al.     Vtdr  vol.  i.  p.  79. 

Alba,  Albaisn,  or  Albin,  prohahly  meaning  "  high  island  or  placo," 
at  one  time  the  name  of  Britaiu,  latterly  the  Gaelic  name  of  Scotland. — 
Vith  vol.  i.  p.  71. 

Alcletha,  mother  of  the  distinguished  warrior  Calmar. — Duan  III. 

Allaid,  AU-àife,  "  ■n-ild  or  desert  place,"  the  name  of  an  agod  rechise 
who^dwelt  in  the  circle  of  cainis. — Duan  Y. 

Amun,  a  Caledonian  cliief,  father  of  Ferdc,  who  was  shtin  hy  Cuchul- 
lin. — Duan  11. 

Ardan,  "high  temper,"  "  pride,"  'M\Tath,"  the  name  of  one  of  the 
chiefs  of  Erin,  slain  by  Swaran  in  tho  fii-st  cngagemont  with  CuchuUin. 
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— Duan  I.     ElseivLere  one  of  tlie  tliree  sons  of  Usnoth  of  Eta. —  Vide 
vol.  i.  p.  81. 

Armun,  or  Armuinn,  one  of  the  niany  names  for  " warrior,"  or  "liero," 
from  ùr,  "  slaugliler,"  iiere  meutioned  only  as  tlie  fatlier  of  C'abad,  one 
of  Cuchullin's  friends  and  heroes. — Duan  I. 

Arno,  a  name  from  the  same  root  with  the  preceding,  the  father  of 
Swaran's  scout,  who  is  mentioned  only  as  tlie  son  of  Arno. — Duan  I. 

Bragel.v,  Bràì'ijJi-gi'aJ,  "  white  bosom,"  the  wife  of  Cuchullin,  wlio 
lived  at  Dìni-Sridìdiiij  in  the  Isle  of  Skye. — Duan  I. 

Brano,  a  cliief  of  Erin,  father  uf  Evij'-allin,  Ossian's  wife. 

Brasoli.s,  Bràiijh-soìuis,  "  bosom  of  hght,"  sister  to  Cairbar.  She 
died  of  grief  for  the  death  of  her  lover  Crimor,  slain  by  her  brotlior. — 
Duan  I. 

Brumo.  "  Tlie  circle  of  Brumo,"  iu  the  island  of  Craca,  had  one  of  tlie 
"  spectre-stoncs  "  in  its  centre,  and  is  described  as  a  place  full  of  hor- 
rors.  The  first  syllable,  Bni,  generally  spelt  Brutìi,  is  in  the  present 
day  applied  to  a  "  fairy  knoll  or  dwelling,"  and  was  of  old  applied  to 
a  human  dwelling.  Bruth  Fhinn — i.c,  "Fionn's  dwcUing" — is  met 
with  in  some  of  the  old  tales.  It  seems  to  he  the  same  word  with 
hriiiich,  "  bank,"' which  we  havc  in  the  old  Scottish  language  as  bnmijh, 
latterly  as  hunjh,  the  Gernian  hiirij,  a  form  which,  I  may  remark,  is 
stUI  found  unchanged  as  the  name  of  a  jjlace  in  the  island  of  MuU. — 
Duan  YI. 

C'abad,  Ciitli-h'àiti\\mA\A\Ay  "  dweller  in  battle,"  certainly  connected 
with  fighting,  from  thc  first  syllable  Cidli ;  an  Irisli  chicf  slain  by 
Du-chumar  for  love  of  jMorna. — Duan  I. 

Caihbar,  or  Cairbue,  probably  frum  cnirìiìi,  "  dead  body,"  and  fi'ur, 
"a  man,"  "  man.slayer ; "  or  canii/i'x,  with  which  it  scenis  to  be  etyino- 
logically  connected.  This  is  a  nanie  of  very  frequent  occiuTence.  In 
Duan  I.  it  is  found  as  the  name  of  one  of  Cuchullin's  chiefs  ;  in 
"  Temora,"  as  that  of  one  of  the  princes  of  the  Bolgi,  or  southern  Iri.sh, 
who  murdercd  young  Cormac,  the  legitimate  king  of  the  north,  and 
also  treacherously  killed  O.scar.  It  is  likewise  tlie  naiue  of  oue  of  the 
liurtlievn  liue  of  kiiig.s. 
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Calmae,  C(iJin'fìi'''ir,  "  strong  man,"  an  Irish  ehief  who  nrged  Cuch- 
uUin  to  give  Lattle  to  iSwaran  without  waitijig  l'ur  the  arrival  uf  Fingal. 
— Duan  I. 

Ca-olt,  Cuoilfi',  saiJ  to  be  C'tfh-oiUt,  "  terror  in  hattle,"  niore  pro- 
hably  froni  caul,  "  slender,"  or  "  light,"  as  this  chief,  or  another  of  the 
same  name,  was  higlily  celebrated  for  his  speed.  It  was  his  uurivalled 
swiftness  of  foot  which  enahled  hmi  to  overtake  the  Lochlin  smith 
Luno,  and  thus  to  procure  their  wonderful  arms  for  the  Fingalians — 
see  Diian  na  Cèarilai'h,  "  The  Song  of  the  Smithy."  Duncan  Bàn,  in 
his  well-known  song  of  Ben  Dòrain,  spealving  of  the  matchless  speed  of 
the  hind,  says  that  even  Caoilf'  and  Cuchullin  could  not  overtake  her. 
— Duan  I. 

Cardal,  probably  Càirdeil,  "  friendly,"  one  of  Ossiau's  companions 
when  he  went  to  Erin  to  court  E^'ir-aUin,  and  was  obliged  to  fight 
with  Ciirmao  and  his  friends  befnre  obtaining  her. — Duan  lY. 

Cardl,  a  name  of  frequent  occurrence,  speciallj'  as  that  of  bards. 
Carul,  the  son  of  Ken-Fcna,  was  Cuchidlin's  chief  bard. — Duan  I.  cf  al. 
Vide  voL  i.  p.  179. 

Cluar,  probably  Clìdh-fhear,  "  a  man  dwelUng  in  warmth  and  com- 
fort,"  one  of  CuchuUin's  heroes.— Duan  I.  Vide  iNote  onClutha,  vol  i. 
p.  228. 

Coirle,  a  Scandinavian  chief  wooing  Inibaca,  who  disUked  him 
and  married  Treunmor,  tlie  gi'andfather  of  Fingal. — Duan  VI. 

CoLGAR,  Colij-fhear,  "warUke,"  or  "  bold  warrior,"  father  of  Connal, 
the  .special  friend  of  CuchuUin. — Duan  II. 

CoLLA,  an  Irish  chief,  one  of  Cormac's  companions  in  opposing 
Ossian. — Duan  lY.     ThLs  is  stLU  a  common  name  in  the  Higlilands. 

CoMAL,  C'Aoinh'iil,  "  kinJl}',"  "  affectionate,"  a  chief  who  loved  Gal- 
vina,  anj  killeil  her — mistakLng  her  for  an  enemy. — Duan  II. 

CoMLOCH,  Cu'jmh  ì'ioi'h,  "gentle  hero,"  the  father  of  Galvma.- — 
Duan  II. 

CoNA,  saiJ  to  be  Glencoe,  a  name  of  constaut  oecuiTence. —  Vidc 
vol.  i.  p.  72. 
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CoNAN,  literally  "  little  dog,"  often  called  the  Thersites  of  the  Fin- 
galians,  always  speakLng  boastfuUy  and  bitiugly. — Duan  VI. 

CoNN.VL,  Cdnnll,  "  impetuosity,"  "  excitement,"  the  name  of  one  of 
Cuchullin's  friends,  who,  contrary  to  the  meauing  of  his  name,  advised 
him  to  moderate  and  cautious  measures  when  Calmar  insisted  on  en- 
gaging  Swaran. — Duan  I. 

CoHMAC,  probably  Cùrrmhac,  "  exceUing,"  or  "  surpassing  son,"  a 
name  given  to  various  chiefs  and  kings,  speciaUy  that  of  the  king  of 
Erin,  in  defence  of  whose  throne  FLugal  undertook  his  expeditions 
agaLnst  Swaran  and  Camor. 

Crimor,  CriiUu:  ìiwr,  "  great  heart,"  a  chiuf  slain  by  Cairbar  in  a 
quarrel  about  the  possession  of  a  white  buU  that  grazed  ou  Ben  GuUjin. 
— Duan  I. 

Cromla,  Cròm  gJiìiahJi,  "  bent  or  sloping  hill,"  thc  name  of  a  liiU  in 
Ulster,  constantly  recurring  iu  the  poem  of  "Fingal"  as  tlie  sceue  of  the 
battles  described  there. 

Cromleac,  Crìmi  Leac,  "  a  circle  of  stones  or  flags,"  or,  as  others 
make  it,  "  tho  bending  or  bowing  stone"^ — i.e.,  tho  stone  at  which  wor- 
ship  is  rendered — occurs  throughout  the  Ossianic  poetry. —  Vide  iiote 
on  this  word,  vol.  ii.  p.  156. 

Crumal,  CrlitJi  mnìì,  "  .slow  or  shiggisli  form" — ì.c.,  an  iuactive 
person — the  name  of  one  of  CuchuUin's  foUowers  who  fled  from  battle, 
and  tried  to  persuade  others  to  foUow  his  cowardly  example. — Duan  II. 

CucHULLiN,  the  commander-in-chief  of  the  forces  of  Erin  during  the 
minority  of  Khig  Cormao.  Many  derivations  have  been  given  of  this 
nanie.  The  most  proliable  seems  to  be  GidJi  Ullin,  "  the  voice  of 
Ulster,"  a  description  corresponiUng  weU  with  thc  situation  he  occupies 
as  the  ruler  or  reprcseutative  of  UUin  or  Ulster.  He  is  in  Irish  poems 
called  C'ù,  Ch  GJiuailne,  and  Cu  nan  Con — i.e.,  "  dog,"  "the  dog  of 
Guailne,"  "the  dog  of  dogs;"  but  whOe  these  epithets  sound  very 
badly  in  modem  ears,  we  see  in  InJian,  Egyptian,  Greek,  aud  Eoman 
mythology,  many  instances  of  gods  and  goddesses  appearing  in  canine 
form.  In  aU  probability  these  descriptions  of  thc  ruler  of  Ulster  are 
also  mythological. — Vidc  note  on  CuchuUin,  vol.  ii.  ji.  146. 

CunnA,  one  of  CuchuUin's  chiofs. — Duan  I. 
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Ded-gel,  Deud  ghml,  "  white  teeth,"  ivife  of  Cairbar,  'wlio  forsook 
him  for  Ferdè,  whose  death  she  causcd  shortly  afterwards.  She  is 
the  only  utterly  bad  female  character  described  by  Ossian. — Duan  II. 

Deo-grain',  Deu-grèlne,  "  sunbeam,"  in  Duan  II.  the  name  of 
Crugel's  wife,  who  was  kUled  by  the  army  of  Lochlin.  It  is  a  name 
appHed  to  more  than  one  beautiful  woman.  But  it  is  best  known  as 
the  name  of  Fingal's  great  banner,  which  was  unfurled  only  on  occa- 
sions  of  utmost  peril,  and  was  tlie  unfailing  harbinger  of  victory  when 
unfurled. — Duan  lY.  This  banner  is  also  caUed  Dealhh-fjreìni',  "  the 
imageof  thesun  ;"  GiUe-firèlne,  "the  servant  of  the  sun;"  Gath-fjrèine, 
the  same  with  DnHjrèine,  "  sunbeam :  "  but  under  whatever  name 
mentioned,  it  stUl  kindles  some  enthusia.sm  in  the  hearts  of  okl  High- 
landers.  The  banner  of  Gaul  is  called  his  Dev-rjn'-ine.  In  all  proba- 
bility  Tve  have  in  this  name  an  indication  of  sun-worship. 

Dermid,  the  son  of  Duno,  Diarmad  o  Duibhne,  the  handsomest, 
and  one  of  the  most  popular  of  the  0.ssianic  heroes,  often  compared  to 
"  Sir  Lancelot  of  the  Lake."  He  is  said  to  have  had  a  beauty-spot,  or, 
literally,  love-spot  (baU-geire),  on  his  forehead,  which  no  woman  could 
behold  without  loving  him.  According  to  the  Tales,  Grainè,  the  vrìfe 
of  Fingal,  who  was  liis  uncle,  persuaded  him  to  run  o£f  with  her,  and 
very  many  stories  are  told  about  Fingal's  revenge.  In  the  poem  before 
us,  however,  Dermid  is  mentioned  only  as  a  brave  waiTÌor. — Duan  IV. 

There  is  a  clan  stiU  calling  themselves  by  this  hero's  name  (Mac- 
Dermid),  and  the  Campbells  also  consider  him  as  their  ancestor. 

DoLA,  and  Dora,  two  warriors  of  Cormac's  friends. — Duan  IV. 

DoRGLAS,  Daorghlas,  probably  signifying  '.'  dark-grey,"  an  Irish  chief 
mentioned  in  Duan  I.  as  preparing  a  feast  of  venison  on  the  hill. 

Du-CHOMAR,  Dubh-chuimir,  "  dark,  handsome  man."  He  slew  Cabad 
for  love  of  Moma.  She  pierced  him  with  his  own  sword ;  but  when 
dying  he  succeeded  in  kiLling  her.     The  episode  is  given  in  Duan  I. 

Du-Mac-Eoin,  Dubh  mac  Bòinne,  frequently  mentioned  ;  in  Duan 
rV.,  a  companion  of  Ossian  in  bringing  Evir-allin  from  Erin. — Vide 
voL  L  p.  73. 

Dux-SGATHAICH,  probably  meaning  the  "  Dun  or  Fort  of  Awe" — sgàth 
signifying  "awe" — a  stronghold  on  the  shore  of  Loch  Eyshart,  in  the 


140  EXPLANATION    OF    PROPKR   NAMES    IN    FINGAL. 


south  of  the  Isle  of  Skye,  and  not  far  from  Loch  Sgàvaig,  a  narae  of  the 
same  derivation  and  meaning.  At  the  hoad  of  tliis  locli  is  Coir-ui.sge, 
probably  tlie  most  weird  and  desolate  scene  in  Eritain.  Dun-sgàtliaig 
was  the  residence  of  Bragèla,  the  wife  of  CuchnlHn,  and  the  place 
where  he  himself  was  brought  up. — Duan  I. 

DuRA,  probably  from  dar,  "  hard,"  "  obstinate,"  one  of  Cormac's 
champions. — Duan  IX. 

Du-SRON-GEL,  Dnhh-srùn-ijhcal,  "  black,  with  a  white  nose,"  the  name 
of  one  of  Ciichullin's  horses. — Duan  I.  This  borse  is  also  called  Duhh- 
srannail,  "the  black  snorter,"  and  in  the  various  tales  obtaius  various 
names. 

Ekin,  one  of  the  old  namus,  as  it  stiU  is  the  only  Gaelic  name,  of 
Irtdand. —  Vide  ISTote,  vol.  i.  p.  277. 

EviR,  EiBHiR,  EiMHiR,  or  AoiBHiR,  a  woman's  name  frequently  used 
by  Ossian,  and  generally  joined  to  some  descriptive  epithet, — as  àluinn, 
"  very  beautiful ; "  cwimlt,  "  gentle,"  &c. 

EviR-Ai.LiN,  Eiiidiir  àluinn,  the  daughter  of  Lrano,  and  wife  of  Ossian. 
— Duan  IV. 

Fena,  the  father  of  Carul,  CuchuIIin's  chief  bard. — Duan  I. 

Ferdè,  probably  Feairde,  "  better,"  meaniug  an  excellent  person,  a 
dear  friend  of  Cuchullin,  who,  instigated  by  Dèd-gel,  challenged  him 
to  combat,  and  whom  CuchuUin  unintentionallj'  slew  in  self-ilefence. — 
Duan  11. 

Fergus,  probably  dcrived  from  feanj,  "  ^vrath,"  but  gcnerally  ex- 
plained  as  Fear-gufli,  "a  voice-man,"  "an  orator,"  a  name  of  frequent 
occurrence,  but  belonging  especially  to  one  of  Fingal's  sons,.a  colebrated 
poet  as  woll  as  wanior. — Duan  III. 

Fi-HIL,  Fithil,  commonly  cxplained  as  FiUdh,  now  appliod  to  a  poet 
or  songster,  but  of  old  embracing  the  bardic  class  generally,  who  held 
many  imijortant  public  privileges. —  Viih'  nute  on  Ollamh,  Duan  I. 
"  Temora."  Fithil  is  meutioued  in  Duan  I.  as  the  father  of  Muran, 
Cuchullin's  ocean-scout. 
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FiNGAL,  king  of  the  Alba-men  or  Caledonians  in  the  lancl  of  Mhv- 
hhcann,  or  "great  mountains." — Vide  note,  vol.  i.  p.  73. 

Since  WTÌting  that  note  I  liave  read  much  about  this  great  Celtic 
hero,  but  ani  as  unable  to  give  any  explanation  of  his  nanie,  or  era, 
as  at  the  first.  I  may  mention  that  Fionn  is  the  name  by  which  he  is 
now  known  in  GaeUc,  as  well  as  that  whicli  is  to  be  mct  with  in  the 
various  Higliland  and  Irish  tales  regarding  him.  Macjiherson  some- 
times  uses  Fionn,  but  generally  Fìonngìtal,  "  Fingal,"  which,  as  observed 
in  the  above  note,  is  found  in  Barbour  as  early  as  1375.  It  being 
the  prevailing  name  in  ^Macpherson's  book,  I  had  no  alternative  but  to 
adopt  it  in  my  translation.  The  followers  of  Fionn  are  called  in  Gaelio 
Na  Fìanntainean — i.e.,  the  "Fionn-men" — or  more  frequently  An 
FìiPÌnn,  or  A71  Fheine — i.e.,  "  the  Fionn-hood."  "Fenians"  would 
be  a  good  English  form  for  this  term,  and  is  used  by  Mr  Campbell  in  his 
'  West  Highland  Tales.'  But  this  name  has  of  late  become  so  utterly 
odious  to  every  right-thinking  pereon,  that  it  would  be  high  treason 
against  both  Ossian  and  Fingal  to  apply  it  to  the  heroes  who  followed 
the  one  to  glorious  victories,  which  the  other  has  commemorated  in 
such  noble  songs  ;  so  I  use  the  term  "  Fingalian,"  though  perfectly 
aware  that  it  is  not,  strictly  speaking,  Ossianic. 

FoNi,  Foini',  Foinnidli,  "handsome,"  the  nanie  of  an  Irish  chief. — ■ 
Duan  I. 

Fovi,  Foohhuidh,  from  fnohli,  ".sipoil,"  prolxibly  meaning  "  spoilcr." 
— Duan  I. 

Fresdel,  Fveiisdal,  "  attendance,"  one  of  Corniac's  warriors. — Duan 
IV. 

G.\LMAR,  a  hill  in  Ulster. — Duan  I. 

Galvina,  Geaì-mhìn,  "  white  (and)  smooth,"  tlie  name  of  a  lady  loved 
by  Comal,  and  iinintentionally  slain  by  him. — Duan  II. 

Gaul,  Goll,  the  son  of  ]\Iorni,  said  in  Irisli  traditifin  to  have  in  liis 
earlier  days  repeatedly  fought  against  Fingal ;  but,  on  being  defeated, 
he  became  his  stanchest  friend.  In  Ossian  he  appears  as  the  ablest 
of  his  champions. 

Tiomnitdh  Ghiiiìì,  literally  "The  Testament  or  WiU  of  Gaul,"  generally 
known  as  "  The  Death  of  Gaul,"  is  a  sliort  poem  in  the  Sean  Dùnu,  wliich 
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in  deep  pathos  and  general  poetic  beauty,  equals  any  composition  in 
the  whole  circle  of  Ossianic  poetry. — Duan  III.  et  pans. 

Gegel,  an  Irish  chief,  father  of  Crugel. — Duan  II. 

Gel-chossa,  Gi-nhirhos,  "-white  foot,"  tho  davighter  of  Tual.  She 
loved  Lani-derg,  and  died  of  grief  after  he  had  fallen  in  combat  with 
UUiu.— Duan  V. 

GuLBEN,  Gidlliinn,  "  anything  pointed  or  sharp."  Tòr  Ghiii/binn, 
"  the  mouutain  of  sharp  peaks,"  is  to  be  found  in  Lochaber, — Beinn 
GhuObinn,  in  Ulster,  and  in  other  places.  Eveiy  mountain  bearmg 
tliis  not  uncommon  namc  contends  for  the  honour  of  having  liarboured 
the  wild  boar  which  caused  tlie  death  of  the  celebrated  Dermitl. — 
Duan  I. 

Inibaca,  daughter  of  the  king  of  Lochliu,  who  married  Trcunmor  the 
grandfather  of  Fingal. — Duan  VI. 

Innis-fail,  sometimes  written  Fcli!,  and  Phnil,  one  of  tlie  many 
names  for  Erin. — Duan  I.  et  ^wss. 

Innis-nan-Con,  "  isle  of  dogs,"  tho  rcsidenco  of  one  of  Svvaran's 
heroes. — Duan  IV. 

Lam-dero,  Làinli-ilhi'nrg,  "  red  liand,"  a  name  occurriug  more  than 
onoc,  specially  as  the  lover  of  Gel-ehossa. — IHian  III. 

Lara,  the  place  where  the  hero  Crugel  was  brought  up — probably 
làrach,  "the  site  of  a  building,"  "dweUing;"  (Q.  Lat.  lares  ì) — 
Duan  IIL 

Lega,  Lego,  Leugo,  a  lake  in  Erin  whicli,  like  that  of  Lanna  in 
Locldiu,  always  emitted  pestilontial  vapours. 

Lena,  from  lcun,  gcn.  li'iìie,  "meadow"  or  "  pLiin,"  prob.alily  thc 
same  as  lùn,  Lat.  Innuin,  Eug.  "lawu"- — a  phiin  at  the  foot  of  Cromla, 
constantly  referred  to  in  the  battles  duscribed  iu  this  poem. 

LiA-Lie,  or  LiATH-LEAC,  "groy  rock  or  flag,"  thc  name  of  a  liiU. — 
Duau  IIL 

Locii-LAiN,  a  lakc  iu  .Scaudinavia.     It  may  mcan  "  ihe  lakc  of  i'al- 


EXPLANATION   OF   PROPER   NAMES   IN   FINGAL.         143 


ness,"  or  it  may  be  tlie  same  -witli  "  the  lake  of  Lanna,"  formerly 
described. — Duau  IV. 

LocHLiN,  Scandinavia. —  Vide  vol.  i.  p.  75. 

LoNVAL,  a  Scandinavian  ebief. — Duan  VI. 

LuBAB,  probably  "  a  -winding  stream,"  tbe  name  of  a  river  in  Erin. 

LuA,  Lnnth,  "swift,"  "  speedy,"  a  common  name  for  stag-bounds,  an- 
cient  and  modern,  speoially  of  a  celebrated  dog  belonging  to  Cuchullin, 
whicli  Swaran  demanded  of  him  after  his  defeat. — Duan  II. 

Mathas,  or  Maithea.s,  "goodnoss,"  "excollenco,"  tho  fatlior  of  Calmar, 
ono  of  CuchuUin's  champions. —  Vidc  note  on  this  name,  vol.  ii.  p.  148. 

MoiNA,  "  soft  or  gentle  one." — Vidu  voL  i.  p.  228. 

MoRA,  Mùr-ratìì,  "great  ridge,"  the  name  of  a  hiU  in  Erin. — Duan  I. 

MoRAN,  "  many  "  or  "  much,"  the  name  of  CuchuUin's  ocoan-soout, 
the  son  of  Filiil. — Duan  I. 

MoRL.4.,  Mìjr-làml),  "  large  hand,"  the  herald  sent  by  Swaran  to  de- 
mand  the  surrender  of  CuchuUin. — Duan  II. 

MoBNA,  Mìiirn,  "  loved  one,"  a  female  name  occuring  ofton ;  here  the 
daughter  of  Cormac,  who  slew  Duchomar,  and  was  slain  by  him  when 
sho  was  drawing  tho  sword  from  liis  sido. — Duan  I. 

MoBNi,  the  father  of  Gaul,  constantly  reourring. 

!MoRVEN,  Mòr-bhcann,  "  of  great  mountains,"  the  territories  of  FLugal. 
—  Vidc  vol.  i.  p.  120.  Having  there  guardod  against  the  error  arising 
from  Macpherson's  rendering  of  tliis  expression  by  "  Morven,"  I  have, 
in  the  poems  of  "Fingal"  and  "Temora,"  frequently  adopted  the  name,  as 
being  much  more  euphonious  than  "great  mountaùis"  or"great  Bens," 
its  proper  reudoring. 

MuLLA,  one  of  Ossian's  companions. — Duan  IV. 

]\InRi,  probably  from  7»«?-,  "waU"  or  "  fortifioation,"  the  name  of  a 
house  whoro  CuchulHn  dwelt  wheu  young,  aiid  whore  Ferdè  was  brought 
up  witli  him — Lat.  j/»/r?w. — Duan  II. 
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Ogar,  Òij-fhear,  "  young  man,"  one  of  Ossian's  companions. — Duan 
IV. 

Oglan,  0<j-gliin,  "haudsome  youtli,"  another  of  Ossian's  companions. 
— Duan  IV. 

Orla,  a  Loelilin  chicf  defcated  by  Fingal,  and  gencrously  buried  by 
liim  beside  his  son  Eyno. — Duan  V. 

OscAR,  the  son  of  Ossian  and  grandson  of  Fingal.  His  treachorous 
death  by  Cairbar  is  told  in  the  Ist  Duan  of  "  Temora,"  and  commcmor- 
ated  in  many  ballads. 

OssiAN,  "  the  king  of  music  and  of  song." — Vide  vol.  i.  p.  229. 

EoNAN,  probably  "  hairy  one,"  onc  of  Cucliullin's  warriors. — Duan  I. 
"Eonan's  cave"  is  nientioned  in  Duan  II. 

RosA,  the  father  of  Fergus,  another  of  Cuchidlin's  warriors. — Duan  I. 

Etno,  RÌAiiìic,  probably,  like  7?«»«»,  referring  to  "hairiness"  of  aspect, 
one  of  Fiugal's  sons  celebrated  for  speed — frequeiitly  mentioned.  His 
death  is  recorded  in  Duan  V. 

Sa-ar,  Sàthm;  a  Scandiuaviau,  the  father  of  ^Morhi,  >Swaran's  herahl. 
— Duan  IL 

Selma,  tlie  residence  uf  Fiugal  {ciJi'  vol.  i.  p.  81);  also  thc  name  of 
a  place  in  Ullin,  or  Illster. 

Sesio,  Seuma,  or  Seumo,  the  father  of  Cuchullin,  occurs  constantly 
throughout  tlie  poem  of  "  Fingal." 

SoALAG,  ono  of  Ossian's  companions. — Duan  IV.  'l'lic  name  gratcs 
on  tho  ear  on  account  of  its  modern  signitìcation,  whieh  is  tliat  of  "  a 
serving-man,"  gcnerally  denoting  "a  phnigliman;"  (German,  nchalck?) 
I  notice,  liowover,  in  Gillies's,  and  in  other  accounts  of  "  Ossian's  woo- 
ing,"  Sgnlaij  is  called  Sijcuiairh',  "  talc-rcciter,"  a  much  moro  Ossianic 
designation,  and  undoubtodly  the  correct  onc  ;  (\orse,  shihl  /) — Duan 
IV. 

Sl-ALIN,  Sitli-àliiinn,  "  statcly  step  or  striih\"  tlie  name  of  a  cliicf  of 
Erin  slain  by  Swaran. — Duan  I. 
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Si  FADDA,  Sif!i-/i(da,  "  long  stride,"  tlie  name  of  one  of  Cuchullin's 
lior.ses. — Duuu  I. 

Snivan,  Sinoìiihan,  from  snwinh,  to  "twist"  or  "spin," — a  priest  or 
soothsayer  of  Starno,  who  exercised  great  power  by  singing  lays  at  "  the 
stone  of  power."  He  was  seut  on  a  ileceitful  embassage  to  Fingal. — 
Duan  III. 

S.vRGL.\x,  Si(or  {/ìan,  "free  (and)  generous  "  or  "  pure,"  the  fother  of 
lìragèla,  Cuchullin's  wife. — Duau  I. 

SwARA.N",  king  of  Lochliu. —  ]'ii!e  vol.  i.  p.  77. 

Ta-ag,  Tao'j,  the  modern  "  Teague,"  one  of  Coruiac's  cliampious. — 
Duan  lY. 

ToRGUL,  probatly  meaning  the  "  hill  of  weeping."  The  "lake  of 
Torgul "  is  mentioned  in  Diian  III.  as  the  placc  at  which  Fingal 
sunuuoned  Swaran  and  his  liost  to  meet  hini. 

Trexar,  Trmn-fìiear,  "  strong  or  brave  nian,"  a  chief  of  Loclilin 
slain  hy  CuchuUin. — Duan  I. 

TuAL,  TuaHial,  tlie  father  of  Gel-chossa. — Duan  V.  TuaHi  signifies 
"  north,"  and  iuaHi  ilt!  is  "  a  wrong  course  or  path,"  opposed  to  d'/as 
iì'i,  "  south  or  right  course."  Probabl}'  there  was  something  untoward 
in  the  character  of  the  man  who  received  such  a  name. 

TuKA,  probably  the  plural  of  lur,  "  tower,"  "  tarrix,"  the  residence  of 
Cuchullin. — Duan  I. 

L^LFADA,  "long  beard,"  the  name  of  a  chief  defeatcd  by  Lam-derg. — 
Duan  Y. 

I'llin',  frequently  occurring  as  a  man's  name,  also  as  tlie  Gaelic  of 
LHster,  the  scene  of  all  thu  battles  waged  by  Fingal  in  Erin. 


NOTES      TO     FINGAL. 


D  U  A  N       I. 

^  "  Cucliullin  sat  Ijosiile  tlie  wall  of  Tura." 

Cucliullin  is  among  the  niost  popular  of  the  Ossianic  heroes.  He  is 
frequently  referred  to  by  niodern  Gaelie  poets.  There  are  many  tales 
in  whicli  he  plaj's  a  conspicuous  part,  and  tliere  is  a  very  old  MS.  pdcin 
in  the  Advocates'  Library  giving  an  account  of  the  manner  in  which  lie 
slew  his  son  Conloch,  ignorant  of  the  relationship  betwecn  tliera.  Another 
version  is  given  in  Jerome  Stone's  MS.  ;  another  by  Miss  Brooke  in 
her  '  ReHques  of  Irish  Poetry ' ;  and  several  more  might  be  mentioned. 

The  Irish  historians  claim  Cuchullin  as  an  Irishnian,  and  say  that  he 
lived  in  the  fìrst  contury  of  our  era.  Laing  and  others  charge  ^Maophor- 
son  with  gross  inaccuracy  in  making  him  contemporary  with  Fingal. 
But  if  it  be  remembored  that  Irish  history  of  so  early  a  date  is  as  little 
to  be  relied  on  as  Scottish  history,  the  objection  will  appear  a  very  base- 
less  one.  "  Prior  to  the  year  48.3,  the  Irish,  strictly  speaking,  have  no 
chronohigical  liistory  "  (Skene's  Introduction  to  the  Dean  of  Lismore's 
Book,  p.  05.)  The  poetry  and  tales  of  the  Highlands  uniformly  make 
him  a  companion  of  Ossian  and  a  friend  of  l'ingal ;  Macpherson  was 
therefore  right  in  taking  him  as  ho  found  liim. 

Cuchullin's  name  is,  aliko  in  pootry  and  tradition,  associated  with 
Dunsgàthaig,  or  Uunscàthaich,  in  Skye  ;  and  Mr  Skene  makes  a  remark 
in  connection  with  this  matter  whioh  I  trust  may  one  day  lead  to  some 
authontic  knowledge  of  tho  era  of  Fiugal,  altogether  uncertain  as  yet. 
"  It  is  remarkable,"  hc  says,  "  that  thc  anciont  legcnds  of  Cuchullin 
and  tho  sons  of  TJisneach  connect  them  with  those  romarkable  struc- 
tures  termed  vitrified  forts.  Dun  Scàthaig,  Dun  mhic  Uisneachain,  and 
Dundhearduil,  are  all  vitrified  forts,  and  tho  latter  is  a  common  name 
for  tliom.  Thore  is  probabjy  a  niylliio  uioaiiiiig  under  this." — Xoto, 
Introduction,  ut  siqira,  p.  8L 
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The  name  of  CucliuUin  is  by  niany  connected  with  tlie  Cullin  Moun- 
tains  in  Skye ;  but  the  oountry  people  call  that  wonderful  range  a' 
cliidTvunn,  "  the  cool-e-an," — and  I  think  this  fact  is  opposed  to  the 
above  opinion.  The  obvious  meaning  of  the  name  is  "the  hoUy-wood," 
or  "  the  hoUy-ftiyc  "  ;  and  from  the  remarkably  sharp  serrated  outUne  of 
these  mountaius,  they  may  readUy  suggest  the  figure  of  the  hoUy-leaf. 

Tlie  first  fifty-five  Unes  of  this  Duan  are  given  as  No.  XIV.  of 
Jlacpherson's  "  Fragnients,"  and  the  tale  of  Du-chomar  and  Jlorna  (!.• 
210-286)  as  IS"o.  XV. 

-  "  Tliou  deUght  of  .strangers." 
"  A  chinn-uidhe  nan  dàimh." 

I  do  not  see  that  any  translator  has  succeeded  in  giviug  fuUy  the 
meaning  of  this  often-recurring  and  higldy  Lxudatory  expression,  and  I 
freely  confess  my  own  inabUity  in  the  matter.  The  words  imply  that 
the  rcann-uì'dhe  nan  dàiinh  was  sought  out  by  strangers,  and  that  he 
presided  gracefuUy  and  hospitably  at  his  table  after  receiving  them. 
Next  to  the  prai.se  of  "breaking  the  shiulds"  was  this  of  exercising 
freo  and  graceful  hospitality. 

^  "  Thy  heroes  cannot  stand  before  me, 
But  shaU  faU  low  beneath  iny  haud." 

Strietly  speaking,  these  lines  should  be  "  coidd  not  staml,"  iVe.,  and 
"  woidd  lliU,"  &c.  But,  as  repeatetUy  observed,  moods  and  tenses  are 
so  freely  dealt  "nith  by  Ossian  that  it  is  impossible  in  many  instances 
to  follow  him  in  Euglish. 

*  "  Let  ruchuUin  yield  liim  to  the  prince 

AVlio  is  stronger  than  the  mountain-storm." 

These  Unes  seem  to  have  been  addressed  to  CuchuUin  liy  tbe  specta- 
tors  of  the  combat. 

5  "  As  midtituilo  of  waters  in  the  clouds." 

A  difficult  ILne ;  but  the  mention  of  "lightning"  in  the  next  Une  shows 
that  !<luadh  here  meaus  "  cloud,"  not  "  wave,"  its  more  frequent  meaning. 

^  "Thine  arrow  pierce  the  roe  of  Lena." 
"  Siìibhladh  d'  fhiui  tro'  earba  Lena." 
The  word  for  arrow  is  sometiiues  writtcn  iuthaidh,  aud  sometimes,  as 
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licre,  ^'»/.     I  liave  miifoniily  adoptcd  tlie  first  form  of  tliese,  and  t'vcry 
Gaelic  scholar  will  approve  of  my  having  done  so. 

It  is  often  said  that  the  digamma,  freely  iised  in  Irish,  is  not  known 
in  Gaelic,  hut  we  have  here  an  instance  showing  tlie  inaccuracy  of  the 
assertion,  and  there  aro  many  other  sirailar  words.  In  the  Gaelic 
Scriptures  we  have  oir  and  foir  for  "  edge  "  or  "  hom."  In  common 
convorsation  we  have  ecirjnl  and  fcaijaì  for  "  fear"  ;  àHhnr  and  fàifhne 
for  "  commandment."  My  ojiinion,  however,  is,  that  in  all  these  the  / 
should  hc  omitted. 

"  "  Youiig  son  of  ^Mathas,"  &c. 

It  is  worth  raentioning  that  among  the  niany  frivolous  proofs  of 
plagiarism  brought  against  ^Macpherson  by  Laing,  he,  under  the  word 
Mathan,  states  ono  whioh  is  truly  hidiorous.  "  This  name,"  he  gravely 
says,  "  is  Hterally  Matthew  the  Apostle !" — Laing's  '  Ossian,'  vol.  i.  p.  1 6. 

It  is  the  fact  that  Maihas,  "  goodness,"  and  Mathaon,  "  a  good 
person,"  aro  to  the  present  day,  as  ì)/(H'.T//«(ì'/«(/s  ("  Mathioson  ")  aud 
"  Mahon,"  frequently  to  be  met  with  hoth  in  Scotland  and  Ireland  as 
proper  nanies,  liaving  as  little  connection  with  tlie  name  of  the  first 
Evangolist  as  with  that  of  the  Last.  And  I  may  here  observe  that  the 
meaning  of  the  well-known  "  niayor,"  "  maire,"  "  ma-jor,"  is  to  bc 
found  in  tliis  root,  mafh,  "good."  Tlie  ma-or  was  in  Scothand  applied 
of  old  to  the  officor  next  in  power  to  the  king.  Both  in  Gaolic  and 
Irish  it  still  donotes  a  porson  to  whom  authority  is  dolegated.  In 
Welsh  it  is  writton  ìiìa-rr,  clearly  math-ftiear,  "  a  good  luan,"  show- 
ing  tliat  among  the  anciont  Colts  goodnoss  was  thought  to  constitiite 
the  best  title  to  power. 

^*  "  Lot  evory  rhin  como  cloarly  forth  to  view." 

It  is  gonerally  thought  that  there  is  no  referonee  in  Ossian  to  what  is 
called  the  "  clan  system,"  which  so  complotely  govcrned  the  Highlands 
in  modern  days ;  and  Dr  Bluir  (juotes  the  want  of  such  refercnee  as 
a  proof  of  the  antiquity  of  these  poems.  But  a  knowledge  of  the 
languago  in  whioh  they  were  composed  will  show  that  this  opinion 
is  altogother  erroneous — that  we  have  repeated  mention  of  the  patri- 
archal  or  clan  system  of  govcrnraent,  which,  in  tho  earlier  stages  of 
society,  provailed  everywhore.  We  seo  among  tho  Romans  the  "  gens," 
tho  "  patronus,"  and  "  cliens  " — this  last  term  being  the  Gaolic  iTiamh- 
ain  (rll-aon),  "  weak  one,"  "  depondcnt,"  now  apjiliod  to  a  son-in-Iaw. 
We  seo  Agamomnon  arraying  liis  mon — "  xara  f\J}M,  xttTa  pjjirsa;" 
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(Iliad,  Book  II.  ver.  362) — "  accordmg  to  tribes  and  'brotlicrlioods." 
Aiid  we  see  Fingal,  like  every  leader  of  ancient  times,  doing  tlie  same 
thing  wherever  he  marshals  his  hosts. 

Iii  tlie  line  before  us,  dream  evidoutlj-  means  "  race,"  "  clau,"  or 
"  family." 

Further,  in  "Temora"  (Duan  II.  1.  113)  -vm  aru  told  tlmt  the  chiefs 
came  forward — 

"  Measg  farum  an  ecud  chhiim," 

"  Aniiil  tlie  noise  of  tlieir  luuulred  datis." 

Cìun,  I  nced  liardly  say,  is  the  Gaelic  cJuiììi,  "  cliildren,"  sliglitly 
Anglicised ;  and  while  we  would  not,  in  the  present  day,  apply  the 
term,  as  Ossian  here  does,  to  a  gathering  of  separate  tribes,  it  is  the 
usual  designation  for  the  aggregate  of  individuals  who  are  joined 
together  by  the  bond  of  a  common  ancestry.  "  Clann  Ghriogair," 
"  Clann  Dòmhnuill,"  &c.,  mean  the  Clan  Gregor,  Clan  Donald,"  &c. 

Again,  "Temora"  (Duan  III.  1.  107),  when  Cormul  advanced,  "  liis 
kindred  darkened  (or  pressed  closely)  beliiud  him." 
"  A  diiiincadh  a'  duliliaJh  air  a  chìll." 

Cinneadh,  cinneach,  or  cinne,  is  just  the  Eng.  "  kin,"  Lat.  gen-us,  Gr. 
yiv  -01,  Sans.  Jctn  ;  and,  besides  various  other  places,  we  have  the  word 
used,  DuanlII.  l  172,  173— 

"  Dh'iarr  e  do  chònihrag  gluasad, 

'H-uile  diiiicadh  gu  luath  's  an  fhraoch." 
"  He  ordered  every  hiiidred  to  advance  quickly  to  battle,"  &c. 
To  tliis  day,  ceann-cinnidh,  "  the  head  of  a  kindred,  or  kinship,"  is  the 
common  name  for  "  the  chief  of  a  olan." 
Once  more,  "Temora"  (Duan  II.  1.  261) — 

"  Gu  'fhinc  fèin  a  ghluais  gach  treun." 
"  To  his  own  clan  moved  every  hero." 
It  is  true  that  fine  frequently  signifies  a  nation.  It  cannot  do  so 
herc,  bowever,  as  all  the  chiefs  were  of  the  same  nation.  It  niust  refer 
to  a  narrower  subdivision  ;  and  every  one  who  knows  Gaelic  is  aware 
that  "i^fHfachan  Gàedhealach  "  is  the  designation  of  tho  Highland  clans 
generally.  The  songs  of  MacDonald,  !MacIntyre,  and  niany  other  bards, 
prove  this.  The  word  treuhh,  "  tribe,"  is  so  frequently  used  that  I 
need  not  give  references  to  it. 

Here,  then,  we  have  every  word  by  which  a  clan  or  tribe,  bpund 
together  by  the  ties  of  consanguinity,  can  be  deseribed,  used  by  Ossian 
over  and  over — Clunn,  cinncadli,  fine,  drcam,  treuhh  ;  and  if  any  fur- 
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ther  proof  of  my  assertion  were  needed,  it  is  given  in  Fingal,  Duan  IV. 
1.  3G0-G8,  where  the  king  is  said  to  unfurl  the  banner,  "  I)eò-groine," 
which  was,  and  still  is,  regarded  as  in  somo  degree  sacred  or  magical  by 
Higldanders — 

"We  raised  'Deo-grainè'  to  tlie  staff, 
The  great  banner  of  the  king  of  spears  ; 
,Joy  was  in  every  hero's  soiil, 
W  hen  she  spread  her  wing  to  the  wind  ; 
Her  azure  field  was  fiecked  witli  gold, 
Like  the  great  blne  sliell  of  niglit, 
When  tlie  stars  look  down  from  the  sky. 
{Bat)  evcry  cliief  lutd  pennon  of  his  owu, 
And  stalwart  warriors  round  his  stecl." 

We  have  here  the  king's  banner  raisod  on  high,  and  the  whole  host 
was  bound  to  follow  it.  But  they  followed  in  bands  or  cLans  whose 
respective  chiefs  had  distinctive  cognisances  of  their  oym,  just  as  we 
read  of  the  march  of  Israel  tlirough  the  wilderness.  The  banner  of 
Judah  led  the  van  ;  but  evory  tribe  had  its  own  banner,  and  evory 
man  is  commanded  to  "pitch  by  liis  own  standard,  with  tlio  ensign  of 
thoir  fathcr's  houso." — Numb.  ii.  2.  In  a  short  poem  published  by  the 
MacCalhtm.s,  "  Brataicliean  na  Fcinne,"  we  have  separato  names  given 
to  the  banners  of  the  several  leaders. 

I  trust  that  I  have  thus  romoved  a  prevalent  error  regarding  Ossian's 
account  of  the  relation  betwoon  leador  and  follower,  rulor  and  ruled, 
which  existod  in  his  day.  An  ordinary  knowlcdge  of  the  hinguage  in 
which  he  wrote  shows  that  the  patriarchal  systom  prevailoJ  in  Cale- 
donia  as  everywhere  else  in  primitive  times ;  aud  had  ho  giveu  a 
difTorent  representation  of  tlie  stato  of  mattors,  it  would  form  a 
strong  ijrosumption  against  thc  anti(iuity  of  his  pooms. 

,"  "  I  hoar  a  sound  on  the  mountain-sido, 
Like  evening  flios  in  drony  dance. 
It  must  bo  lù-in's  fiory  son.s, 
Or  the  stirring  of  storm  in  the  wood,"  &c. 

Tlie  .sounds  of  "  cvcning  llics"  aiid  of  "  thc  .stining  of  .stdrni  "  have 
boon  remarkcd  as  so  widely  differont  that  thcy  cannot  be  said  to  ])roceod 
from  the  same  object.  But  I  imaginc  tliat  tlie  fiist  faint  sounds  lieard 
afas,oli'  suggcsted  the  hum  of  the  "  evcning  flies;"  wliile,  as  the  nioving 
liost  camo  noarer,  tho  noise  ìjecamc  louder  and  louJer,  so  as  to  rcsemble 
the  "stirring  of  tho  storm." 


NOTES   TO    FINGAL.  J51 


^"  "  Tlie  liglit  of  precious  stones  about  (it)." 

In  Gaclic  it  is  stones  of  "  powers  "  or  "  virtues" — rlaclum-hmidlta, 
a  name  still  familiar  in  tlie  Higlilands  to  denote  stones  of  bright  lustre, 
like  the  various  kinds  of  rook-erystal  to  be  luet  with  iii  many  moun- 
taius,  or  such  stones  as  were  held  to  possoss  a  speoial  efficacy  in  the 
curing  of  disease.  Pieoes  of  rock  -  crystal  were  frequently  used  as 
charms  or  auudets ;  but  the  efficacy  did  not  depend  on  the  histre,  or 
on  the  composition  of  the  stone.  I  have  seen  an  oblong  piece  of 
obsidian,  smooth  as  glass,  which  was  thought  to  be  endowed  with  much 
healing  virtue,  and  was  consequently  preserved  with  utmost  care.  I 
believe  many  of  those  stone-araidets  (often  termed  leuri)  may  still  be 
found  throughout  the  country,  and  that  they  continue  to  be  used  for 
curiug  various  maladies.  But  let  not  the  people  who  trust  to  them  be 
regarded  as  the  most  foolish  and  benighted  in  the  land  when  "  table- 
turning "  aud  "  spirit  -  rapping "  have  so  many  votaries  among  the 
wealthy  and  the  learned  of  the  nineteenth  century. 

The  description  of  tlie  chariot,  and  of  the  horse-trappiugs,  briUiant 
in  the  histre  of  so  many  of  those  "  stones  of  power,"  has  been  often 
laughed  at  on  account  of  the  extreme  absurdity  involved  in  endowing 
Cuchullin  with  such  an  expensive  taste,  and  such  wealth  for  gratifying 
it ;  for  who  but  an  Indian  nabob  would  deck  horses  and  car  with  costly 
gems  ! 

The  fact,  however,  is,  that  even  to-day  a  person  may,  at  the  expense 
of  sonie  mountain-climbing,  without  any  great  outlay  of  silver  or  gokl, 
supply  himself,  eitlier  in  IreLand  or  Scotland — in  Glen  Etive,  or  the 
Cairngorm  mountains — witli  such  a  uumber  of  brilliant  rock-crystals  oi 
various  hues  as  will  fully  justify  the  poet's  description  of  Cuchullin's 
car.  The  brilliancy  of  dirks,  brooches,  and  sporans  to  be  seon  at 
Highland  gatherings  is  very  dazzling,  and  not  very  oostly. 

In  the  High.  Soo.  Eep.,  App.  p.  29,  there  is  a  statement  made 
by  Mr  M'Leod,  minister  of  Glenelg,  whioh  is  worth  inserting  herc. 
Writing  on  2Gth  March  1764,  he  says :  "  It  was  in  my  house  that 
Mr  Macpherson  got  the  description  of  CuchuUin's  horses  and  car  (in 
Book  I.  page  11)  from  AUan  MacCaskle,  schoolmaster,  and  Eory 
M-Leod,  both  of  this  gk'u.  He  has  not  taken  in  the  whole  of  the 
description,  and  his  translation  of  it  (spirited  aiid  pretty  as  it  appears, 

as  far  as  it  goes)  falls  so  far  short  of  the  original that  in  none 

of  his  translations  is  the  inequality  of  Macplierson's  genius  to  that  of 
Ossian  so  very  conspicuous." 

Mr  M'Leod,  in  another  part  of  his  ktter,  regrets  that  Mr  ^NLacpherson 
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omittod  a  liighly-spirited  description  of  Fingars  sliips,  whicli  he  asoribes 
to  his  being  an  inliind  nian,  ignorant  of  nautical  ternis. 

Thore  are  sevoral  descriptions  of  Cuchullin's  liorses  and  car  preservcd. 
One  is  given  by  the  MacCallums,  but  so  confused,  turgid,  and  often 
unmeaning,  tliat  its  preservation  is  no  gain  to  Celtic  Uteraturo. 

'^  "  Sliining  his  coat,  and  speedy 
His  pace — Si-fadda  his  nanie." 

"  Bright  aro  the  sides  of  the  steed  ;  his  namo  is  Sulin-Sifaddn." — 
Macplierson. 

Much  has  been  said  of  Macpherson's  ignoranco  of  Gaelio,  and  conse- 
quent  mistranslation  of  Ossian.  Dr  Eoss  in  his  notos  on  "  Fingal," 
and  Dr  Graliam  on  the  Sevonth  Book  of  "  Tomora,"  seem  to  take 
pleasure  in  dwelling  on  his  mistakes  and  misrcpresontations.  I  liave 
not  considered  it  my  duty  to  follow  their  examplo  iu  this  denunciation 
of  a  nian  to  whom  Gaelic  poetry  owes  so  very  niuch.  No  one  can  call 
him  a  faithful  translator.  As  a  rule,  he  passes  by  obscure  and  difficult 
exprossions,  sometimes  omitting  a  wliole  line,  or  even  a  couplet,  and  he 
often  adds  epithets  not  to  be  found  in  his  text.  Considering,  however, 
the  frequent  obscurity  of  that  text,  and  the  absence  of  any  Gaelic 
dictionary  or  grammar  to  assist  him,  he  deserves  great  credit  for 
giving  such  an  outline  of  Ossian's  meaning  as  he  has  set  beforc  us, 
and  in  a  style  wliioh,  wliile  attenipted  by  many  since  his  day,  lias  nevor 
been  equalled — his  measured  jioetic  prose.  But  with  all  tliis,  the  mis- 
take  into  which  ho  has  fallen  in  the  lines  bofore  us  is  so  very  glaring 
that  it  deserves  to  be  noticod. 

"'Slm  laath 
'Sliiiibhal  ;  Sithfaila  bV'  'aiuiii." 

IIo  did  not  porccive  that  'nliiiibhal,  "his  pace"  or  "goLng,"  was  con- 
nected  with  the  previous  line,  and  ho  cbanges  it  into  siilin,  at  the  .sanie 
time  joining  it  to  the  name  of  the  stecd,  which  transforms  a  very  exccl- 
lent  uame,  "  Long-.stridc,"  into  au  uttorly  unintelligible  compound. 

i'-  "  Spears  clashing,  (men)  fiilling." 

In  the  very  spiritcd  doscription  of  a  battlo  here  given — whiih  has 
boon  compared  to  Homer  (Iliad,  IV.  451),  and  to  Virgil  (^En.  IX.  6G3- 
CG7) — I  liavc  venturod  to  translate  tlie  line  boforo  us  difl'erently  from 
Macfarlan  and  I)r  Eoss.     The  Gaelic  is 

"  SlonKlinii  'buulailU — tiiiteaiii  thall." 
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Botli  these  gentlemen  apply  the  tuifeam,  "  faUing,"  to  the  spears.  I 
thilik,  however,  that  the  "  spears  falling  "  gives  a  poor  account  of  the 
strength  of  the  arms  which  flung  them.  They  woukl  have  stood  either 
in  the  bodies  of  the  eneni}',  or  in  the  ground ;  and  hesides,  it  is 
entirely  according  to  the  abrupt  and  elliptical  style  of  Ossian  to  refer 
the  "  falling  "  to  the  eflect  of  the  spear-throwing,  ■without  mentioning 
who  they  were  that  were  so  affected.  I  understand  the  line  as  describ- 
ing  the  strewing  of  the  ground  with  mo,n  through  the  throwiiig  of  spears ; 
and  I  am  confirmed  in  this  view  by  noticing  in  a  similar  description  of 
a  battle  (Duan  IV.  1.  2G0)— 

"  Shiflds  ri'sounJing— men  brouglit  low  ; " 
or,  "  men  on  the  ground." 

13  11  [Though  Cormac's  hundred  bards  were  there, 
ExtoUing  the  battle  in  song, 
Hardly  could  they  recount 
Each  headless  trunk  and  each  death.]  " 
I  have  bracketed  tliese  four  lines,  considering  tliem  spurious — first, 
because  it  is  enth'ely  foreign  to  Ossian's  manner  to  refer  to  other  bards 
as  able  to  do  what  he  could  not  do ;  and  secondly,  because  the  hiies 
break  the  connection  between  431  and  436  : — 

"  Like  thunder  at  the  back  of  the  niount.iins, 
431   Wcre  the  griraness  and  din  of  tlie  fight ; 
436  Many  were  the  deaths  of  men  and  chiefs. " 

I  reject  also  \.  .508-511 — 

"  A  hundrcJ  men  wcre  gathering  heather,"  &c.  &c.  ; 

for  the  minute  enumeration  of  tliose  employed  in  every  dopartment 
is  completely  at  variance  ìvith  Ossian's  imiformly  general,  often  very 
vague,  description  of  actions  and  events.  Fingal's  words  in  Duan  VI. 
1.  445— 

"  Osiar,  lay  the  deer  oii  the  heathcr," 

are  highly  characteristio  of  the  poet's  u.sual  style,  and  in  entii-e 
opposition  to  the  genuineness  of  the  catalogue  of  cooks  in  the  lines 
before  us. 

'"*  "  Like  hundred  liammers  madly  strUcing 

Spark-shower  from  the  ruddy  fire,  by  turns." 

These  lines   are  expressed  with  very  great  power  in  Gaelic — power 
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wliich  I  liave  Ijeoii  qiiite  unable  to  trausfiise  into  iny  renJering.  I 
uotice  theni,  liowever,  prLncipally  to  defend  niy  trauslation  of  caoir,  a 
vory  exprcssive  word,  often  used  to  describe  the  hissing  and  boiling 
lush  of  a  rapid  stream,  or  tlie  roaring  and  swirling  of  great  ilaines. 
Here,  however,  it  evideutly  deuotes  the  strcam  or  shower  of  sjiarks 
wliich  great  haiiinn.'rs  striku  from  red-liot  iron. 

15  <i  jjgj.  ijosom  proud,  like  moou  of  night, 
AVliat  time  its  rim  comes  forth 
From  darkness  of  its  shade  to  light." 

This  heautiful  simile  is  held  to  refer  to  the  emerging  of  thc  moon 
frijin  tlic  darkncss  uf  an  eclipse. 


DUAN    11. 

1  "  Like  oak-trees  with  their  spoils  around  their  hoails, 
"VVhen  the  wind  is  heard  amid  frost, 
Anil  withered  leaves  whirl  through  the  glen." 
This    simile   .sliows   a   very   close  obser\'ation  of  nature.     The  oak 
retains  its  leaves — its  "  spoils  " — long  after  tlie  ash,  the  hirch,  aud  its 
other  companions  of  the  forest  have  shed  theirs,  whicli  may  be  seen 
"  whirling  through  the  glen  "  amid  the  frosty  wiud,  bcfure  eveii  one  of 
its  branches  has  been  striiijicd. 

-  "  '  Onc  lialf  thc  licrd  be.stow  on  me.' 

Auswcri'd  ('airbar,  '  Let  .Si'iuu's  son 
Oive  tlu'c  half  the  cattlc  on  Mkì  liill.'" 

A\'e  are  apt  to  be  surjirised  at  the  dcuiand  of  the  unfaithful  wife, 
claiming  lialf  the  property  of  the  husband  wliom  she  was  .so  coolly 
forsaking  ;  aud  at  his  readiness  to  coiuply  with  her  demand.  I  learn, 
huwever,  from  Mr  Skeuc,  wlin  is  so  well  verscd  iu  all  Celticantiijuities, 
thatthc  law  in  Ireland  of  old  enaeted  that  when  husband  and  wifesepa- 
rated  by  mutual  consent  sho  was  to  recoive  her  share  of  the  goods.  In 
the  '  Senchus  mòr,'  publishod  by  the  commission  on  the  Erehon  Laws, 
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it  is  said  (vol.  ii.  p.  363)  :  "  If  they  separate,  let  the  separation  be 
■\vithout  fraud ;  if  their  separation  be  from  choice,  let  them  divide 
lawfully."  Cairbar,  it  would  appear,  -was  ■wUIing  to  be  quit  of  "  liis 
brauch  of  light  and  pride." 

It  deserves  mention  tliat  in  the  division  made  by  tlie  unipire  the 
pnssession  of  tho  "  white  bull "  was  thought  a  matter  of  very  high 
importance,  and  that  Dèd-gel's  losLng  it  led  to  very  tragical  conse- 
quences.  Furtlier,  in  Duan  I.  1.  577-598,  we  iiave  an  account  of  two 
brave  meu  and  intLmate  friends  fighting  to  the  death  for  a  "  white  bull." 
The  paper  recently  published  by  Dr  Mitchell  on  the  superstitions  of  the 
Highlands — vide  '  Proceedings  of  the  Antiquarian  Sooiety,'  vol.  iv.  p. 
251 — has  made  it  generally  known  that,  as  late  as  tho  year  165G,  bulls 
were  offered  in  sacrifice  in  at  least  two  parishes  of  Eoss-shire — Apple- 
cross  and  Gareloch.  I  have  no  account  of  such  a  practice  having 
prevailed  in  Ireland  ;  but  while  among  Pagan  nations  generaUy  the 
bull  was  held  of  high  value  for  sacrifieial  purposes,  it  is  evident  that 
among  some  of  the  Aryan  tribes,  as  weU  as  among  the  old  Egyptians, 
it  was  regarded  as  itself  worthy  of  receiving  homage  and  of  having 
sacrifices  oifered  to  it — and  a  white  bull,  even  to  this  day,  is  considered 
peculiarly  sacred  in  many  parts  of  India. 

Both  these  bloody  contentions  about  the  "  white  buU  "  took  place  in 
Ireland.  I  do  not  remember  any  allusion  to  bulls  or  domestic  cattle 
of  any  kind  in  Albin,  and  when  Fingal  (Duan  VI.  I.  217-221)  speaks 
lìf  what  was  to  support  him,  he  makes  no  mention  of  cattle  or  of 
crops  : — 

"  Tlii-  grussy  wilderness  suffici'S  me — 
Witli  ileer,  and  wood,  aud  "lens." 


I 


DUAN    III. 

^   "  Maiiy  aro  thy  feats  and  dcadly  strokes." 

The  Gaelic  for  "deaiUy  strokes"  is  dtihh-hh/iiU',  ajiparently  contracted 
for  diihìi-hhi(ilìean,  literally  "  black  strokes."  P.oth  diihh  and  dearg, 
"  black  "  and  "  red,"  are  used  in  Gaelic  to  express  the  completeness 
of  any  evil  quality  in  the  subject  to  which  they  are  applied.  Thus 
either  a  "black"  or  a  "red  rascal"  conveys  to  the  Celtic  ear  the  idea 
of  a  thorough-paced  villain,  in  whom  no  redeoming  quality  need  be 
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looked  for ;  aiid  tlie  "  Ijlack  strokes "  of  Fiiigal  liere   describe   niost 
doadly  ones. 

-  "  Siiivan,  ■vvho  sang  tlie  lay 

At  Lodin's  Crom-lec  on  the  hill ; 

Wlien  tlie  stone  of  spectres  heard  the  sage, 

Baltle  recallcd  the  flying  varriors." 
It  is  said  that  Ossian  gives  no  indication  of  any  kind  of  ■svorship 
being  practised  by  his  heroes.  Without  pronouneing  absolutely  on 
this  opinion,  I  must  bespeak  the  reader's  patience  in  considering  tlie 
following  statements  regarding  the  Crum-lec,  so  frequently  mentioned 
throughout  these  poems. 

But  first,  I  must  say  a  word  regarding  the  meaning  of  this  tcrm. 
"  The  Crom-ìech  consists  of  tliree  or  four  imlicwn  columns  supporting  a 
huge  table  or  block  of  stone." — "VViIson's  '  Prehist.  Ann.,'  vol.  i.  p.  92. 
I  regret  that  the  name  is  thus  understood  by  British  antiquaries  gene- 
rally,  for  its  etymological  import  conveys  a  very  different  idea — an 
idea  wliicli  has  been  correctly  taken  up  by  Fronch  antiquaries,  and  pre- 
vails  universally  among  the  Gaelic-speaking  population.  Fromenvillo 
('  ìlon.  Anc.  de  la  Bretagne-Finisterre,'  p.  60)  doscribes  the  Crom-Ioc  as 
"pierres  sacrees  en  courbe,  en  eircle;"  and  Souvostre  (' Dern.  Brctons,' 
voh  i.  p.  105)  says,  "  On  appelle  Cromlochs  dos  cercles  Uruidiquos 
formes  des  inerros  planteos  verticalement  on  torre." — (Quutod  from  Liou- 
tenant-CoIonel  Forbes  Leslie.) 

The  composition  of  the  name  moans,  as  I  have  briefly  said  in  tho 
Explanation  of  Proper  Names,  a  "  circle  of  stonos  or  of  flags,"  and  no 
more.  It  may  mean  a  bent  flag — cròm  taken  as  an  adj.,  and  lcnc  in 
tho  nom.  sing. ;  or  cròm  as  part  of  the  verb  "to  bow"  or  "bend,"  will 
convey  the  idea  of  the  "  bowing-stone  "  or  "vrorshipping-stono."  The 
siniplost  explanation  is  the  first  of  the  three — cròm  in  the  nom.  sing., 
"  a  circle  " — very  frequently  so  used  by  Ossian — and  leac  in  the  gen.  pl., 
"  a  circlo  of  stones."  In  the  common  acceptation  of  the  Gaelic-speaking 
jìcople,  the  first  and  third  meanings  arc  combined.  Thoy  understand 
by  it  a  circle  of  stones  at  which  worship  was  porformed.  A  strong 
confirmation  of  this  view,  faniiliar  to  Gaelic  mon,  is  found  in  the  fact 
ofton  observcd  that  Christian  churches  are  froqueutly  called  to  this  day 
by  tho  nanie  of  clurhan,  "  the  stonos." 

I  montion  further,  though  I  do  not  attaoh  importanoo  to  it,  tliat  the 
torm  for  prostration  in  worship — Gaelic  KÌeiu-luì,  Irish  sìeueìid — soonis 
to  bo  derived  froni  leuc  or  hachd,  "  a  flag"  or  "stone." 

But  it  is  said  Ihat  these  "  stones  "  wero  raiscd  by  the  Allophyllic 
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tribes,  wlio  preceded  the  Celts  ia  tlieir  occupation  of  Scotland,  nnd  that 
the  Celtio  name  or  Celtio  acceptation  of  it  is  not  to  he  taken  Lnto  con- 
sideration  in  deciding  the  question.  Now  granting,  what  is  anytliing 
hut  ccrtain,  that  the  huUders  were  a  non-Celtic  race,  it  niay  be  fairly 
said  that  the  Celts  who  came  into  contact  with  them — who  lived  at  least 
two  thousand  years  nearer  than  we  do  to  the  time  wJien  the  "  stones  " 
were  raised — had  better  opportunities  of  knowing  their  use  than  we 
have,  and  were  lilvely  to  name  them  acoording  to  the  account  they 
received  of  the  purposo  for  which  they  had  been  used. 

I  notice  just  one  other  objection — viz.,  that  these  pillared  circles 
were  evidently  raised  as  sepulchral  monuments,  not  as  places  of  wor- 
ship,  because  the  remains  of  the  dead  are  found  around  them.  The 
answer  to  this  is  easily  given.  The  floors  of  many  of  our  churches 
cover  the  bones  of  thousands  who  at  one  time  worshipped  in  their 
pews.  The  "  coming  Xew  Zealander "  may,  accordiug  to  the  ahove 
inference,  argue  that  the}'  were  built  solely  as  monuments  of  the  dead. 

I  believe  it  to  he  an  unquestionable  fact  that  "  stone-circles  "  were 
from  the  earliest  ages  used  as  places  of  worship  and  as  courts  for  tho 
administration  of  justice  hy  the  Celts,  as  hy  various  nations  in  Europc, 
Asia,  and  the  nortli  of  Africa.  I  need  scarcely  refer  to  tlie  "  stones  " 
of  Gilgal  and  Mizpeh,  mentioned  in  the  Old  Testament. 

But  let  me  set  before  the  reader  some  of  the  sayings  of  Ossian  re- 
gardhig  the  "  stone-circles,"  which  I  think  will  be  found  in  accordauco 
with  what  is  said  of  their  uses  of  old  in  so  many  other  countries. 

In  "  Ca-Lodin  "  (vol.  i.  p.  11),  Starno  and  Swaran  are  represented  as 
poiu-ing  out  their  rhymes,  or  riines,  to  the  stone  of  Lodin,  and  "  not  in 
vaiìì."     Their  petitions  were  granted,  or  believed  to  be  so. 

Again,  m  "  Fingal"  (Duan  VI.  1.  295-298),  it  is  said  of  the  king  of 
Craca,  standing  in  the  "  circle  of  Brumo  "  :  "  Bha  'n  sonn  'cm  cainnt  ri 
cloich  nam  fuath  " — literally,  "  the  king  was  in  speech  with  the  stone 
of  speotres  ;"  the  real  meaning  of  which  is,  that  he  "  conversed  "  with  it. 
He  spoke  to  the  "  stone  in  the  circle,"  and  received  an  answer. 

In  "  Fingal "  (Duan  I.  1.  70)  we  have  mention  made  of  "  Cromleac 
a'  ghuth,"  erroneously  rendered  by  me  in  the  text  "  echoing  Crouda," 
though  in  the  margin  I  have  given  the  exact  moaning — "  Cromlec  of 
the  voioe."  Macfarlan  gives  "  a  oirco-saxeo  vocuni."  The  line  clearly 
implies  that  an  audible  answer  was  given. 

In  the  lines  quoted  at  the  beginuing  of  the  note,  Snivan,  a  priest 
or  auguT,  is  said  to  have  derived  from  the  stone  which  he  addressed 
such  powers  as  enahled  him  to  recall  to  battle  the  warriors,  even  when 
in  flight. 
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In  "Temora"  (Duan  I.  1.  284)  Cairbar  is  said  to  Lave  liidden  Lini- 
sclf  beliind  tlie  stone  of  "  forms  "  (spirits)  and  of  "  circles  "  ;  and  I  may 
refer,  though  it  spcaks  not  of  tho  Crom-lec,  to  the  passage  wliich  Mac- 
pherson  saj's  is  the  only  one  in  the  poem  that  has  the  appearance  of 
religion  ("Fingal,"  Duan  III.  1.  153-15G),  where  Cuchullin,  deeply 
anxious  for  the  speedy  arrival  of  Fingal's  ships,  says  : — 

"  If  aiiy  niiglit}'  spirit  in  the  skies 
Slt  on  the  niist  with  fuU  control, 
Turu  his  vessels  from  the  rocks, 
Tliou  who  ridest  on  the  storros." 

From  all  tlùs  it  is  evident  that  the  "  circle  of  stones,"  the  Croi)i-l<>r, 
was  considered  saored  by  Ossian ;  and  that  people  worsbippod  there 
in  his  day — both  in  ScandLnavia  and  in  Ireland — olfered  prayers  and 
rcceived  answers. 

I  do  not  see  any  direct  montion  of  the  objoct  of  worsluj) ;  liut  from 
the  various  addresses  to  the  Sun  which  these  poems  contain — one  at  tho 
opening  of  "  Carric-thura,"  one  at  the  close  of  "  Car-hon,"  and  another 
very  beautiful  one  in  "Temora"  (Duan  II.  I.  503  et  seq.);  from  the 
fact  that  thoy  are  commonly  Imown  by  tlio  name  of  Lnoidli  na  Gniiie, 
"  Sun-hymn  ; "  and  that  in  the  Irvine  MS.,  that  in  "  Car-hon"  is  called 
Urniii'jh  nii  Greinc,  "A  Prayer  to  the  Sun;"  from  the  many  remains 
of  iìre-worship  still  to  be  found  in  tho  Highlands — the  first  day  of  May 
being  known  as  Beal-lein,  "  the  fire  of  Bel,"  and  the  kindliug  of  firos  at 
the  summer  solstice  being  stLll  practised  in  some  localities  ; — from  all 
this  it  seems  certain  that  the  Sun,  under  the  uame  of  Bel,  was  wor- 
shippod  in  tliese  "  stone-circles." 

I  have  purposely  avoided  hitherto  calling  tlioso  circk's  "  Druidioal," 
because,  in  receut  times,  various  writors  on  tho  Higlilands,  ospocially 
!M'CuIIoch  and  Laing,  are  incHned  to  deny  that  the  Druids  ever  hold 
any  important  placo  thero.* 

Ossian  does  not  montion  thom  by  name.  It  is  natural,  however,  to 
beliove  that  he  refers  to  them  whcn  spoaking  .so  oftcn  of  the  "  dwelloi'S 
in  tlie  caves,"  in  "  the  cii'clos  of  tlie  mouutaiu,"  <tc.  But  thcre  are  vari- 
ous  w(dl-known  passages  quoted  from  ancient  writers — from  Ca^sar  to 
Bodo — stating  most  exprossly  that  tlie  Druids  exorcised  a  jjowerful  sway 
in  Britain,  as  in  various  othor  countries.     I  will  not  quote  any  of  thoso, 

*  Thc  namc  is  said  1"  bc;  ilcrivi'd  frnni  5pus-,  "an  nak,"  bnt  a  niore  ]irobaMi' 
di'riviition  ajipc'ars  to  nic  to  bc  l'rom  tlic  coninion  vcrb  ilriiidli  or  i/nhijli,  sij^MÌfyÌDf,' 
"  to  iiitlucnce,"  "  to  an'ect,"  "  to  |iciietiatc,"  rclcrring  to  thc  grcat  jioHcr  attribntcd 
to  theso  ancicut  pricsts. 


NOTES   TO    FINGAL.  159 


but  conclude  my  very  long  note  by  saying  tliat  tlie  name  of  the  Druiilical 
priestliood  is  deeply  engraven  on  tlie  topography  of  the  Highlands — 
that  the  idea  of  their  possessiug  supornatural  power  is  closely  iuter- 
■woven  vnth  the  tales,  superstitions,  and  the  ordinary  language  of  tbe 
people — that  they  have  left  unmistakable  traces  of  their  existence,  which 
•will  endure  as  long  as  the  Gaelic  language  endures. 

■'  .  .   .   "  The  loch  of  Tnr<jni:' 

In  the  Gaelic  tliis  name  is  Lnyhiiil ;  but  ]\[acfarlan  in  Latui,  aud 
Eoss  in  Euglish,  have  Tonjul,  wliieh  I  have  adopted  as  the  more  pro- 
bable  reading. 

*  "  In  the  conflict  of  ìiiirtlinj  .spears." 
"  'S  a'  chònihrag  mu-n  iadh  an  t-sleagh." 

This  word  iadh  is  of  very  frequent  occurrence,  and  a  very  trying  one 
to  a  translator.  Its  root  meaning  is  "  to  wind  around."  I  have  here 
rendered  it  "  hurtling,"  for  want  of  a  better  term.  The  literal  render- 
ing  of  the  line  is — 

"  The  combat  round  wliicli  winj  the  spears." 

°  The  episode  of  Fàimie-Soluis,  "  Eing  of  light,"  caUed  aLso  the 
"  Maid  of  Craca,"  is  wanting  in  the  Gaelic  of  Macpherson,  but  in  its 
outline  is  very  gencrally  knowu,  and  has  been  the  subject  of  much  dis- 
cussion. 

The  sixth  of  Macpherson's  "  Fragnients  "  i.s  ver}'  similar  to  it.  There 
is  a  long  version  of  it  in  Miss  Brooke's  'Eeliciues'  under  the  title  of 
"  Moira  Borb,"  or  "Laoitlh  an  Jlhoighre  Bhoirb ;  "  and  in  the  Dean 
of  Lismore's  boolc  there  is  another  very  similar  to,  though  not  identical 
with,  Miss  Brooke's.  Its  title  there  is  "  An  DjTe  Borb."  Thero  is 
one  given  in  Gillies's  Collection  (where  there  is  also  "  Dàn  na  h'-ighin," 
very  like  "  Fàinue-Soluis ").  There  is  one  in  the  App.  to  High. 
Soc.  Eep.,  and  various  other  versions  more  or  less  perfect  may  be 
met  -with,  some  of  which  the  title  is  "  Am  Boighie  Borb."  AU 
these,  while  differing  in  expression,  give  the  same  account  of  the  leading 
incidents  of  the  tale,  which  proves  two  things — that  the  poem  took  a 
strong  hold  of  the  popular  mind,  and  that  Macpherson  was  not  the 
framer  of  it. 

I  think  the  foUowing  fact  worth  mentioning,  as  an  instance  of  tlie 
impression  which  fragmeuts  of  this  ancient  poetry  made  on  the  miuds 
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of  some  of  tlie  Highlanders,  even  'wliile  tlie  great  bulk  of  it  was  for- 
gotten  : — 

My  nei,u;h})Our  antl  co-proshytcr,  the  Rev.  Dr  M'Intyre,  -was  visited 
a  few  j-ears  ago  liy  an  old  luan  frons  Glencoe,  wlio  had  the  name  of 
being  acrjuainted  witli  tales  and  traditions.  I)r  M'IntjTe  produced  the 
Dean  of  Lismore's  book,  tried  him  with  the  titles  of  several  of  tlie 
poems.  He  had  a  dim  recollection  of  sonie  of  them  ;  but  when  the 
beginning  of  "  !Moighre  Borb "  was  read,  he  said  there  was  some- 
thing  wanting,  and  at  the  end  of  the  3Gth  line  supplied  the  foUowing 
beautiful  couplet  descri1)ing  the  grief  of  thc  niaid  of  Craca  as  slie 
besought  aid  from  Fingal ;  — 

"  Mar  mliaoth  cirìgh  nan  tonn, 
Blia  fliuch-osna  tlirom  a  cMibh." 

"  Likc  thc  soft  hcavins  of  thc  wavcs 
AVas  the  tcar-lailcn  siirh  of  hcr  breast ;  " 


literallv. 


The  wct  hcavv  si'^li  of  hcr  hrcast. ' 


These  lines,  far  superior  to  tlio  rest  of  tho  poom,  suggest  the  idea 
tliat  a  vorsion  of  highor  morit  thau  any  tluit  is  now  preserved  existed 
at  one  time. 


DUAN    IV. 


'  "  The  wooing  of  O.ssian  " — "  Suirdhe  Oisoin" — hcrc  related  (1. 
14-80)  is,  like  the  Maid  of  Oaca,  very  widcly  known  in  Gaelic.  There 
is  a  version  of  it  by  Gillies  (178G),  another  in  App.  High.  Soc.  liep.,  a 
third  by  the  ]\I'CalIums  (1816) ;  and  others  also  might  bo  referred  to. 
Of  all,  liowever,  it  niust  be  said  that  thoy  are  far  inferior  in  niany 
rcspccts  to  that  givon  by  Jlarjdiorscju. 

^  "  Faint  and  slow  her  voice  ;" 
Gaelic — 

"  Tho  voicc  of  hor  mouth." 

Acconling  to  F.nglish  usage,  this  is  a  rodundant  oxprossiim.  lUit  1 
need  not  rcniind  the  classical  i'eador  tliat  it  is  eonimon  in  tho  anoiout 
languagcs.  "  The  words  of  my  moutli,"  "  spoaking  with  the  niouth," 
aro  faniiliar  to  us  in  tho  IJiMo,  as  al.so  in  the  Greek  and  Latiu  writers. 
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3  "  [I  watclicd  tho  /errors  of  tlio  nigbt ; 

Soiue  of  tliciu  foll  darkly  iu  the  wood  ;]  " 
literally — 

"  My  attentiou  was  on  the  terrors  (or  spectres)  of  the  night ; 
Light  forsook  some  of  them  in  the  wood  (or  on  the  hill)." 

I  cannot  iinderstand  wliat  terrors  were  watched  by  Ossian,  nor  make 
out  the  meaniug  of  the  second  line.  It  may  be  that  some  of  the  enemy 
remained  in  the  wood  aftcr  nightfall,  or,  as  I  think  more  probablc, 
tliat  tliey  were  slain  by  him  there — that  the  light  of  life  forsook  them. 
!My  rendering  is  very  much  conjectural ;  and  I  have  ventured  to  bracket 
tlie  linos,  having  Uttle  doubt  that  at  the  least  they  are  erroneously  placed 
wliore  thcy  are. 

■*  "  Oscar,  lay  my  sword, 
JMy  bended  j'ew,  and  antler  of  the  stag, 
ISeside  tlie  grey  stone,  at  the  head 
Of  the  far-ofi",  narrow,  darksome  cairu." 
The  remains  of  various  weapons  dug  out  of  ancient  tombs  shows  that 
Ossian  liere  describes  a  custom  which  was  widely  prevalent  among 
nations  of  okl. 

Tlie  arrangement  of  the  last  two  lincs  iu  Claclic  is  vory  pecidiar. 

P.  27,  1.  295,  296. — "  Awakon  the  conflict  with  song — 
By  song  the  battle  is  arouscd." 
8o  Virgil,  lamenting  Miscnus — 

"  yno  non  pva;stantior  alter 
iEre  ciere  viros,  MartenKiue  acccndere  cantu." 

— .En.  VI.  16J-tì5. 

P.  29,  1.  .336. — "  Its  moss  sounds  in  tlio  wind  like  liair." 
I  have  in  a  former  note  (vol.  i.  p.  279)  ob.sorved  that  Ossian  frequently 
speaks  of  the  "  woeping  of  moss."  In  the  line  before  me,  and  in  a  few 
otherplaces,  the  word  is  spellcd  caoincach,  apparently  derived  homcaoin- 
eadh,  "  weeping,"  and  would  tlius  mean  "  the  wecper."  The  common 
spelling,  however,  is  established  as  còinnearh,  wliich  I  have  followed. 

P.  33,  1.  377-397. — The  "choosing  of  comliatauts "  Iiere  related  seems 
to  have  been  widely  known.  In  High.  Soc.  liep.,  App.  p.  82,  there  is  a 
version.giveu  by  the  Eev.  Dr  Smith,  Campbelton.  GiIIies,  iinder  the 
title  of  "  Comhrag  Fheinu  agus  ]\Ihànuis,"  "  The  Conflict  of  Fionn  and 
Itlagnus,"  gives  another.  lu  the  Irvine  MS.  there  is  another  in  a 
VOL.   II.  L 
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poem  ealled  "  Elis  Laoire,  no  Cath  Mhànuis,"  "  Thc  Eavine  of  Lora,  or 
Battle  of  Magnus."  In  .Terome  Stone's  MS.,  "  Oran  a'  Chlurich,"  or 
"  The  Clerk's  Song,"  is  very  similar  ;  and  in  Miss  Brooko's  "  Laoiilh 
Mhàglmuis  Mhùir,"  "  The  Lay  of  the  Great  Jliignus,"  tliere  is  a  furtlii-r 
one. 

These  differ  araong  tliemselves  ;  hut  it  is  reniarkatle  that  they  all 
agree  in  one  thing — making  Magnus,  instead  of  Swaran,  the  opponent 
of  Fingal.  It  dcserves  also  to  be  mentioned  that  the  demand  made  hy 
Swaran  of  Cuchullin  (Duan  II.  1.  180-188),  is,  in  all  these  versions, 
made  of  Fingal  by  ^Magnus. 

I  notice  that  Miss  Brooke  calls  Fingal's  great  hanner  Gcuì-grèine, 
"  the  whiteness  of  tho  sun,"  or  "  the  brightness  of  the  sun." 


DUAN    V. 

1  "  They  fhmg  each  piece  of  armour  on  the  i)lain,"  &c. 

These  lines  bring  to  our  recollectiou  descriptions  of  heroic  combats 
by  many  poets,  ancicnt  and  modern,  down  to  Sir  Walter  Scott's  ani- 
mated  account  of  Fitz-James  and  Eoderick  T)hu,  in  the  '  Lad}'  of  tlic 
Lake.'  But  my  reason  for  noting  the  passage  is,  that  we  liave  a  de- 
soription  of  this  combat  also  in  those  Ballads  which  I  have  so  rejieatedly 
referreil  to.  In  Miss  Brooke's  "  Manus  "  the  resemblance  to  ÌMacpher- 
son's  acfiount  is  only  general.  In  Gillies,  in  the  Irvine,  and  in  .1. 
Stone's  MSS.,  it  is  closer;  wliile  in  High.  Soo.  Eep.,  App.  p.  84,  tlie 
description,  though  far  from  being  a  copy  of  what  is  here  before  us, 
is  very  similar  to  it. 

2  "  Ileroes  have  their  (appointe<l)  day  on  the  fìeld." 
In  many  places  Ossian  speaks  as  if  waiTÌors  could  control  all  circum- 
stances,  and  were  almost  omnipotent ;  but  in  this  place,  and  in  otliers 
which  niight  be  referred  to,   lie  shows  us  the  greatest  of  his  heroes 
acknowlcdging  a  superior  power  as  determining  all  events. 

^  "  Fingal  sevi^red  from  each  otlier 

The  thong-fastenings  of  his  shield  in  war. 
Tho  spotted  .shield  fell  to  ground." 
I  see  no  account  of  the  raanner  in  which  the  .shield  was  fastened  by 
the  Caledonians.     It  is  clear  from  tlie  description  before  us — a  fre- 
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quently-rccurring  one — tliat  it  coukl  not  be  nierely  l.iouncl  on  tlie  arni 
as  in  more  modern  tinics.  If  it  werc  so,  tlie  fastening  could  not  bo 
sevcred  uiitil  tlie  sbielJ  liad  liecn  broken  ;  but  we  see  many  dcscrip- 
tions,  like  that  before  ns,  of  the  shield  falling  to  the  ground  entiro  and 
nninjured.  It  is  probable  that  it  was  susjjended  as  among  the  Greeks  in 
the  days  of  Troy — the  manner  of  which,  Professor  Blackie,  in  his  vciy 
learued  notes  to  his  translation  of  Homer,  describes  as  follows  :  "  The 
Homeric  heroes  seem  to  have  supported  their  shields  with  a  tliony  or 
belt,  Ti'KaiMm.  .  .  .  Herodotus  speaks  as  if  these  belts,  suspended  across 
the  neck  and  the  lcft  shonlder,  were  the  only  instrumcnts  used  for  wield- 
ing  the  sliield  until  the  Carians  invented  ii^ava." 

If  we  suppose  such  a  belt  as  this  around  the  neck  and  shouhler 
of  the  Ossianic  warriors,  we  can  easily  nnderstand  how  they  miglit  bo 
stripped  of  their  shields  without  their  bcing  wounded,  or  the  shiekl 
being  broken. 

The  other  arms  were  the  aiTow,  called  saighnul  (sagitta),  lulliar  (yew), 
and  iutliuìdh  (/o;) ;  the  spear,  slcMjh;  of  wliicli  two  were  sometimes  car- 
ried  in  the  hand,  as  we  see  also  in  Homer ;  the  sword,  cluidheamh 
(gladius,  glaive),  or  lann,  which  signifìes  "  blade,"  "  an)"^  cutting  instru- 
ment;"  and  the  mail,  màile.  This  last  term  is  often  used  to  denote  a 
licdmet  as  well  as  a  coat  of  mail.  Clogaid  is  tho  distinctive  name  for 
helmet,  and  we  have  ìkirearh  (lorica)  for  tho  shirt  of  niail,  or  habergeon. 
I  am  nuable  to  explain  how  the  same  word  comes  to  denote  things  so 
diflferent.  I  may  observe,  however,  that  in  Gaelic  màla  means  "bag," 
•\vhence  the  English  "  mail "  for  letter-bag  ;  and  it  is  possible  that,  as 
tlie  helmet  enclosed  the  head,  and  the  shirt  of  mail  the  body,  they 
might  be  both  designated  by  a  common  tcrm,  the  original  nieaniug  of 
which  is  "  to  enclose." 


''  "  [And  Lran  himsclf  is  not,  as  wont, 
Shaking  his  cham  beside  the  door.]" 

I  have  bracketted  these  lines,  bccause  they  liave  a  modern  sound 
about  them.  The  later  tales  speak  of  Bran  as  chained  with  a  gold 
chain  ;  luit  the  traditions  wliich  point  out  large  stone  pillars  like  dach 
a'  r/iniii  (the  dog's  stone)  at  Dunolly,  near  Oban,  and  many  siniilar 
ones,  as  the  posts  to  which  this  cclebrated  dog  was  bound,  agree  far 
better  with  the  Ossianic  idea  of  him  than  the  description  which  we 
luLve  of  him  here,  chained  at  a  door  likc  a  common  watcli-dog,  and  the 
ideii  of  his  being  bound  to  tliese  great  pillars  by  a  gold  chaiu  caimot  fur 
a  moment  be  entertained.     Besides,  while  Bran  is,  down  to  the  prosent 
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day,  a  very  common  name  for  staghonnds,  I  tliink  Ossian  ■n-ould  con- 
sider  it  an  insult  to  tlie  great  king  that  any  iuferior  pereon  sliould  iu 
liis  day  possess  a  Bran. 

"  "  Ile  fhmg  thc  signal-stone  of  hattle." 

I  ani  unahle  to  give  any  explanation  of  this  expression.  The  heuni- 
Ki/n'thi',  "  striking  the  shield,"  which  was  done  ■with  tho  point  or  steel- 
end  of  the  spear — the  ò'Uic,  "horn"  or  "trumpet" — and  the  iuìiirJi  or 
"  liattle-shout,"  of  wliich  we  have  such  frequent  mention  in  classical 
writers, — were  all  signals  for  comhat ;  hut  this  is  tlie  only  place  where 
the  throwing  of  a  stone  is  said  to  be  a  battle-signah 

'  "  Fillan,  Fergus,  bring  over  Orla,"  &c. 

Thc  generosity  of  Fingal  in  burying  bcside  liis  favourite  son  the  ene- 
my  wlio  had  fought  with  liim,  is  deserving  of  mentiou.  We  soo  before 
this  (1.  185-191)  that  whenever  Orla  fell  he  charges  his  two  sons  to 
"  raise  Orla's  memory  with  goodwill,"  to  sing  the  lay  which  would  eu- 
able  his  spirit  to  ascend  to  the  cloud-dwellings  of  his  fathers.  AIl  this 
contrasts  most  favourably  with  the  con<Iuct  even  of  Ilector,  who  fought 
as  keenly  as  any  other  Trojan,  or  Groek,  for  the  possession  of  the  dead 
body  of  an  enemy  ;  and,  as  was  the  fashion  of  the  Ilomeric  heroes, 
spoke  contemptuously  and  bitterlj'  of  those  ojiposed  to  liini. 
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^  "  And  the  chicf  got  his  choice  in  eonibat." 

To  grant  a  warrior  his  choice  in  combat,  apparently  iniplying  tho 
ehoosing  alike  of  his  antagonist  and  of  the  anns  with  which  ho  was  to 
engage  him,  seeius  to  have  been  ranked  as  a  higli  honour  and  privilege 
in  the  days  of  Ossian.  Thus  when  Swaran,  overpowered  liy  Fingal's 
gencrosity  towards  him,  enters  into  a  bond  of  perpetual  frien<I.ship  with 
him,  and  expresses  the  hope  that  thoir  de.scendants  shall  m<'et  arouu<l 
the  festive  board  in  Lochlin,  he  sums  up  tho  favours  whieh  Fingal's 
descendants  were  to  receive  by  saying  (I.  215,  216) — 

"  And  tlieir  clioice  tlicy  sh.ill  liave  iii  thc  glcii, 
lu  tlii'  eonflit^t  orsiiears  witli  lieroes. " 
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-  "  Amid  tlie  firo  aud  sound  of  snngs." 
"  iluasg _/((//(»'.••■;/  'us  l'aaiui  nau  dàn." 

Fdlliiag,  whieh  I  liave  moro  than  onoe  advorted  to  as  "moor"  or 
'■  lieather  burning,"  is  here  applied  to  bardic  fire.  It  implies  much  of 
tlie  "  fiue  frenzy  "  of  the  poet,  and  of  high  enthusiasm  in  the  singer, 
far  more  than  any  one  English  'word  can  express.  I  kno'w  no  other 
instance  of  its  being  thus  apjilied. 

•^  .  .  .  "  Tlie  shore  of  vln'llis." 
.  .  .  "  Tràigli  nani /'/'/(•//." 
This  is  the  only  placc  ■\vliere  the  word  faoch  is  used  by  Ossian ;  and, 
while  being  an  a-ag  Xiyo/iviot  is  not  sufficient  charge  against  a  ■vvord  to 
"warrant  its  banislimcnt,  I  thiuk  there  are  sufficient  grounds  for  treat- 
iw^fnnrJi  here  as  an  intruder.  The  ìchi'ìk  is  among  the  smallest  of  our 
sliell-fish,  not  conspicuous  on  any  sliore,  and  coukl  hardly  come  to  bo 
usod  by  a  poet,  aimiiig  always  at  a  very  lofty  strain,  to  characterise  the 
sliore  of  the  gi'eat  ocean,  where  a  favourite  liero  was  waiting  for  a  wind. 
Fiiiibh,  "  spoils,"  is  probably  tlie  true  readiug. 

•*  "  Tlieirs  sliall  be  plenteous  feast  and  clieer;" 
Gaelie — 

..."  Ciiirin  .  .  .  \\afli;ai//i." 

These  two  words,  according  to  present  usage,  are  entirelj'  sj'nonymous. 
"Cuh'm"  {curriii)  is,  however,  said  to  mean,  in  old  Welsh,  a  kind  of  beer 
wliicli  tlie  Britisli  brewed.  Probably  the  expression  before  us  was  at 
one  tiuie  synonymous  with  tlie  "  latices  epulasque  "  of  the  Eonians  ; 
but  as  we  have  no  Gaelic  warrant  for  applying  niirm  to  drink  alone, 
I  have  translated  the  words  generally  by  "  plenteous  feast,"  or  some 
equivalent  plirase. 

^  "  It  will  not  profìt  us  to  be  in  song, 

Wlieu  Ave  are  weak  and  pale  beneatli  the  mound." 
The  sentiment  conveyod  in  these  and  the  six  preceding  lines  is 
in  remarl^able  contrast  with  the  general  strain  of  Ossian  in  regard  to 
"renown  in  song."  Securing  a  place  in  the  "  undying  song"  seems  to 
be  tlie  aim  and  end  of  the  warrior's  very  being ;  and  once  lie  has 
reaclied  this  goal  he  seems  to  be  fully  satisfied.  The  thoughts  of 
Pingal  in  the  words  before  us  are,  notwithstanding,  very  natural,  and 
however  at  variance  with  the  hero's  feelings  "  amid  tlie  conflict  of 
hurtling  spears,"  wiU  press  themselves  on  every  one  who  calmly  reflects 
on  the  fact  that  the  "  dark  narrow  house"  wUI  soon  be  liis  abode. 
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"  .  .  .  "  Said  worthless  Coiian,"  or  "  praiseless  Conan." 
Conau  has  beeu  repeatedly  conipared  to  Thersites  ;  and  while  Ossian, 
like  Homer,  gives  glowing  descriptions  of  the  jiersonal  beauty,  or  ratlier 
grandeur  of  his  heroes — is  even  tiresome  iu  praising  their  "  heavy  "  and 
their  "flowiug  locks,"  reminding  us  of  the  "  long-haired  Greeks" — 
Conan  is  reijresented  as  entirely  destitute  of  tliis  liighly-j^rized  orna- 
meut.  Conan  niaol,  "bald  Conan,"  is  his  descriptiou,  and  his  ahmc, 
cven  as  Thersites  is  the  ouly  one  of  Homer's  warriors  who  is  loaded 
with  persoual  deforiuities.  Conau's  attack  on  Cuchullin  is  hardly  iu 
keeping  with  tlic  cuutext. 

"  "  High  leader  of  the  Fa'd  of  Erin." 
These  words  seem  to  iniply  that  there  was  a  racc  (as  somc  writers 
maintàin)  called  Fail,  or  Falans,  or  Phalans,  in  Eriu  of  uld. 

^  "  Carul  raised  his  voice  oii  tlir  ijìniii  ; 
I  aided  the  bards  on  lìic  IiilL" 

.      .      .      "Aii-  n'  inlHiijh ; 
.      .      .      "Aii-<iiifoi,i." 

Thcse  anil  sinnlar  cxprcssions,  descriptive  of  h)cality.  occnr  vcry 
frecpiently  in  Ossiau,  and  often  without  any  clear  meaning.  "  On 
thc  liill,"  "  afar,"  "on  the  fiekl,"  itc,  present  constant  difficulties  lo 
tlie  translator.  Auxious  to  be  literal,  I  liavo  endeavoured  to  rendcr 
tliem  in  English ;  but  were  I  to  begin  a  translation  ancw,  I  would  fre- 
iiuently  disregard  them,  for  I  am  convhiced  that  very  oftcn  they  are 
nothing  but  words  to  b&  used  wheu  needful  to  complete  a  liue — or,  if  it 
may  Ik;  said  without  irrevcrence  to  the  veuerable  "  voico  of  Cona,"  mcre 
"  literary  padding,"  for  the  rounding  of  periods  as  occasiou  may  reipiire. 

It  is,  however,  possible  that  tlicir  over-frequent  use  may  arisc  frnm 
what  seems  to  be  a  jìeculiarity  in  the  Celtic  mind  as  to  its  conccj>tion 
of  existence.  I  do  uot  see  that  "  being  "  was  ever  thought  of  aj)art  from 
jilacc — from  a  "local  habitatiou."  "An  ti  a  iìia,"  "he  wlio  is,"  is  not 
Gaehc.  "  An  ti  a  tìia  ann,"  "  lic  wlio  is  tìnrc,"  or,  more  strictly,  "  wlio 
is  in," — "  in  some  place  or  auothcr," — is  the  liaelic  equivak'ut  of  "  he 
wlio  is"  ;  and  this  aiin  is  a  nccessaiy  adjunct  to  tlie  verb  lii,  "to  bc." 
l'ossibly  the  habit  of  mind  implied  in  this  mode  of  tlumght  njay  liavc 
led  Ossian  to  localise  to  excess,  wliich  he  certainly  does. 

(Q. — Have  we  an  indication  of  a  somewhat  siuiilar  j)hase  of  thuught 
in  the  English  mind  iu  the  coniniou  expressiou  of  a  thiug  or  cvcnt 
taking^/A(re  ?     'l'aking  a  place  KÌim;  ì) 
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ì 


D   U  A  N      I. 


ARGUMEXT. 

'Calrliar,  the  son  of  Borbar-dutliul,  lonl  of  Atha  in  Coiinaught,  the  most 
potent  chief  of  the  raoe  of  tlie  Firbolg,  having  murdered,  at  Teniora  the 
roj-al  palace,  Cormac  the  son  of  Artho,  the  young  king  of  Irehuid, 
usurped  the  throne.  Cormac  was  lineally  descended  from  Conar  the  son 
of  Trenmor,  the  great-grandfather  of  Fingal,  king  of  those  Cidedonians  who 
inhabited  the  western  coast  of  Scotland.  Fingal  resented  the  behavioiir 
of  Cairbar,  and  resolved  to  pass  over  into  Ireland  with  an  army  to  re- 
establish  the  royal  family  on  the  Irish  tlirone.  Early  intelligence  of  his 
designs  coniing  to  Cairbar,  he  assembled  some  of  his  tribes  in  Ulster,  and 
at  the  same  time  ordered  his  brother  Catlunor  to  follow  him  speedily  with 
an  army  from  Temora.  Such  was  the  situation  of  aifairs  when  the  Cale- 
donian  invaders  appeared  on  the  coast  of  Ulster. 

"  Thc  poem  opens  in  the  moruing.  Cairbar  is  represented  as  retired 
from  the  rest  of  the  anny,  when  one  of  his  scouts  brought  him  news  of 
tlie  landing  of  Fingal.  He  assembles  a  council  of  his  chiefs.  Foldath, 
the  chief  of  Moma,  haughtily  despises  the  enemy,  aud  is  reprimanded 
warmly  by  Malthos.  Cairbar,  after  hearing  their  debate,  orders  a  feast 
to  be  prepared,  to  which,  by  his  bard  Olla,  he  invites  Oscar  the  son  of 
Ossian,  resolving  to  pick  a  quarrel  with  that  hero,  an<l  so  have  some  pre- 
text  for  killing  him.  Oscar  came  to  the  feast,  the  quarrel  happened,  the 
followers  of  both  fought,  and  Cairbar  and  Oscar  fell  by  mutual  wounds. 
The  noise  of  the  battle  reached  Fingal's  amiy.  The  king  came  on  to  the 
relief  of  Oscar,  and  the  Irish  fell  back  to  the  army  of  Cathmor,  who  was 
advanced  to  the  banks  of  the  river  Lubar,  on  the  heath  of  Moilena.  Fin- 
gal,  after  mourning  over  his  grandson,  ordered  Ullin,  the  chief  of  his 
bards,  to  carry  his  body  to  Morven,  to  be  there  interred.  Night  coniing 
on,  Althan,  the  son  of  Conachar,  relates  to  the  king  the  particulars  of  the 
nuirder  of  Cormac.  FiIIan,  the  son  of  Fingal,  is  sent  to  observe  the  nio- 
tions  of  Cathmar  by  niglit,  which  concludes  the  action  of  tlie  first  day. 
The  scene  of  this  book  is  a  plaiu  near  the  bill  of  Mora,  which  rose  on  the 
borders  of  the  heath  of  Moi-lena,  in  Ulster." — M. 
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o  Clotlifd  in 
oak  ;  Ut.  70I- 
der  oak. 


^  Cairbar  ; 
Oiicl.  (/(c 
Ciiirbar  liim- 
srìf — a  inoilo 
of  e.\[nv.ssion 
not  iincoin- 
inon  'm  Os- 
sian,  anil 
occasìonally 
followi'il  Ijy 
inoiU'in  Higli- 
land  bards. 


^ 


h<Jicui)i.  h^ 


t*«-»-^    9ihr\i*-e^L^ 


GoEM  tliouna  na  h-Eirinu  'an  soillso, 
Ard  mhonadli  fo  bhoillsge  an  lìl ; 
Cranna  ciar-cheann  ag  aomadh  fo  ghaoith, 
Liath  shruithean  'taomadli  o  chàrn ; 
5  Dà  thoman  uaine  fo  dharaig  " 

Ag  iadhadh  's  a'  tarruing  mu  cliaol-rath, 
Caoin  shiuljhal  an  uisge  tro'  ghleannaibh ; 
Air  bruaich  an  uilld  an  Cairbrc  feiu,*' 
A  shleagh  fo  chomas  an  trein  r'a  tluxobh, 
10  A  dhearg  sliìiil  fo  ghiorrag,  's  e  'bròn. 
Dh'  òìricli  Cormac  'aii  auam  an  rigli, 
'S  a  lotan  gun  chli,  'n  a  tiiaolih. 
Leth-fhaicte  bha  'n  t-òg  'an  dìibhra, 
'Fhuil  chraobli-dhearg  a'  sruthadli  o  'chlialil 
Thilg  Cairbre  a  shleagh  tri  cliuairt, 
Tri  chuairt  chuii'  e  'n  fhcusaia;  fo  'làimh. 


15 


Tiin  liluc' wuvcs  of  Eriu  riill  m  liglit.  Tlic  iiKiuntaiiis  are  coviTcil 
with  day.  Trees  sliake  their  dusky  licads  iu  the  bieeze.  Groy  tor- 
reiits  ]iour  their  iioi.sy  stream.s.  Two  greeu  liills,  with  aged  oaks, 
surrouud  a  iiari-nw  plaiii.     'l'lir  Mui'  cour.se  ol'  a  stream  is  there.     Oii 


1 1    —         — r) 

^'  ^   JioIuA^^c^i'^oY   ^X   ^^  ^c/^i^ 
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Descriiition 
of  a  bi'iglit 
and  peaci'ful 
sceue  iu  Erin  ; 


in  tlie  miilst 
of  wllich  stoud 
Cairbar,  nst- 
less  and  trou- 
Ided,  as  tlie 
iniage  of  tlie 
niurdered 
Cormac  rose 
before  his 
mind. 
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The  Llue  waves  of  Erin  are  glcaming, 

Tlie  lofty  hiUs  iu  tlie  brightness  of  (hiy  ; 

Dark-crested  trces  Ijencl  iu  the  wiud, 

Hoary  streams  pour  dowu  from  cairns  ; 
5  IVo  greeu  hillocks  clothed  in  oak  " 

Stretch  curving  rouud  a  uarrow  jjhxiu. 

Water  wauders  slowly  througli  the  gieu  ; 

By  the  river-side  was  Cairbar,'' 

His  spear  firm  grasped  by  the  side  of  the  hero  ; 
10  His  red  eye  was  troubled  and  iu  grief. 

lu  the  soul  of  the  king  rose  Cormac, 

And  the  deadly  Avouuds  in  his  side. 

Half  seen  in  dimuess  was  the  youth, 

His  bubbliug  blood  red-gushing  from  his  breast.^ 
15  Three  times  Cairbar  fluug  his  spear ; 

Three  times  grasped  his  beard  iu  his  liand. 


its  liauks  stootl  Cairliar  of  Atlia.  His  spear  supports  tlie  king  ;  tlie 
red  eye  of  his  fear  is  sad.  Cormac  rises  in  liis  soul  witli  all  liis 
gliastly  wounds.  The  grey  form  of  the  youth  appears  in  darkuess. 
lllùod   pours  from   his   airy  side.      Cairhar  thrifc  thrtw  his  sjiear 
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<"■  His  ileadly 
arm  ;  lit. 
tlM  arm  of 
iiijurieji  or 
ìHÌschiefi, 


Chas  e  gu  tric  o  'àrd  clieum ; 
Clirath  e  ruighe  uara  beud  gii  h-àrd." 
Mar  uial  'am  fàsacli  am  mòr  thriatli, 
20  'Caochladh  fo  ghaoith  nau  sian  a  dliealbh, 
Na  gleannan  'am  bròn  fo  'u  fliireach, 
Mu  seach  fo  ghiorrag  nara  braou. 


b  Keclaimed 
liis  .  .  .  soul  ; 
lit.  took  his 
.  .  .  toul  unto 
himsel/. 


Ghabh  au  rìgh  a  mhòr  'auam  dha  fein  ;  ^' 

Ghhic  e  sleagh  uau  treiui  'n  a  làinili. 
25  Thiouudaidli  'shìiil  gu  cìd  magh  Leua. 

Luchd-coimhead  uam  beud  o  chuan  gorm, 

Thàinig  iad  le  ceumaibh  fo  fhiamh 

Tric  a'  coimhead  sìos  o  'n  t-sàil. 

Dh'  aithnich  Cairbre  mu  cliòrr  righ  uau  guìomh 
30  Ghairm  e  dorcha  ua  triath'  gu  'làimh. 

Ghrad-thàinig  ceum  fuainicar  nau  souu, 

Au  glas  lannan  lora  anns  gach  làinih. 

An  siu  bha  Mòrla  'n  duilihre  ciar ; 

An  sin  bha  Dalla  uan  ciabh  's  a'  ghaoith, 
35  Cormar  ruadh  ag  aomadh  air  sleagh, 

A'  soalladh  borb  o  thaobh  a  ghruaim. 

B'  alluidh  do  sliùil  cla'òra,  a  Mhalthois, 

Fo  slicalladh  do  mhnr  fliablirai<I. 

Sheas  Foldath  niar  charraig  'an  sruth 
40  'CeiIeadh  fo  chobhar  a  dubh  chruth. 


on  eartli ;  tlirice  lic  strokcil  his  board.  llis  steps  arc  sliort :  lic 
oftcu  stops.  llc  tosses  liis  siiiewy  ariiis.  IIo  is  liko  a  cloiul  iii  tlic 
dcscrt,  varying  its  form  to  every  Lla.st.  Thc  vaHcys  are  xtul  arouiid, 
and  fcar,  hy  turns,  thc  shovi'or.  Thc  kiiig  at  lengtli  rcsuinod  liis 
soul.  IIc  took  his  pointed  .spcar.  IIc  turiicd  his  eyc  to  Moi-lciiii. 
The  scouts  of  blue  ooeau  canio.  Tlioy  camc  ■\vitli  stcps  of  fcar,  and 
oftcn  lookcd  lichind.      Cairliar  kncw  that   tlic  niijrhtv  -wcrc  ucar. 
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Ofteu  be  stayecl  liis  liuiTÌed  step, 
Aud  tossed  ou  liigli  liis  deadly  arm." 
The  mighty  chief  was  like  a  cloud  of  the  desert, 
20  Changing  its  form  uuder  stormy  wiud, 
AVhile  the  gleus  by  the  mountain  are  sad, 
As  by  turus  they  dread  the  comiug  showers. 

The  kiug  rechiimed  his  mighty  soul ; ' 

lu  his  haud  he  seized  the  spear  of  the  brave. 
25  He  turned  his  eye  to  the  edge  of  Leua's  plaiu. 

The  watchers  for  foes  from  the  blue  ocean 

Came  vrìtli  the  steps  of  fear, 

Ofteu  glancing  down  behind. 

Cairbar  knew  the  coming  of  the  hero-kiug. 
30  Gloomily  he  called  the  chiefs  arouud  him. 

lu  haste  came  their  echoing  steps ; 

In  every  hand  a  bai"e  blue  blade. 

There  was  jMorna  of  gloomy  frowu  ; 

Tliere  Dalla  was,  with  haù-  on  the  wind ; 
35  Iled  Cormar  leaning  on  a  spear, 

Fiercely  glariug  with  a  sidelong  scowl ; 

Savage  was  thy  dowuward  eye,  thou  ^lalhos, 

Beueath  the  look  of  thy  shaggy  eyobrow  ; 

Folda  stood  like  a  rock  iu  a  current, 
■iO  Which  hides  its  dark  head  in  foam. 


He  called  liis  gloomy  cliiefs. 

Tlie  soundiug  stcps  of  liis  •warriors  eame :  they  drew  àt  once 
tlieir  swords.  Tliero  ilorlatli  stood  witli  darkened  face.  Hidalla's 
long  Lair  sighs  in  the  wind.  Eed-haired  Cormar  bends  on  his  spear, 
and  rolls  his  sidelong-looking  eyes.  "Wild  is  tlie  look  of  Malthos 
from  beneath  two  shaggy  hrows.  Foldath  stands  like  an  oozy  rock 
that  covers  its  dark  sides  with  foam.     His  sjiear  is  like  Slimora's 


Composing 
hiiiiself,  ]ie 
summons 
around  him 
his  warriors, 
as  he  appre- 
hended  the 
approach  of  an 
enemy. 


The  names  of 
several  of 
these  waiTÌors 
are  given. 
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"  His  lips  .  .  . 
pale ;  lit.  hoary 
— ìtat/i, iiti'iui 
aiiplicd  U)  tlic 
li|.s  oiily  iu 
tliis  instance, 
as  t'ttr  as  I 
lcuow. 


A  sbleagli  fliada  mar  gliiubhas  nain  mòr  sljlial)li 

A  tbachi'as  ri  còrr  ghaoitli  nan  speur, 

A  sgiath  làn  de  chomharan  còndn-aig, 

A  dhearg  shùil  an  còmhnuidh  guu  fhiamh. 

45  lads'  'us  triath'  eile  gun  chuuntas 
A'  dlìith-theannadb  mu  rìgh  Eirinn, 
'N  uair  thàinig  fear-coimbead  a'  chuain 
Moranail  gu  cruaicb  mhagb  Lena, 
Bha  'sbìiilean  'briseadh  claon  o  'cheann, 

50  A  bbìlean  càm  a'  critb,  's  iad  liatb." 

"  An  seas  triathan  na  b-Eirinn  air  chìd 
Balbh  mar  bhadau  na  ciuin  oidbcbe, 
Mar  gharl)h  choille  balbh  fo  mhùig, 
'Us  Fionnghal  mu'n  tràigb  a'  boiUsgeadh — 
55  Fiounghal  a's  fuasaiche  bcum, 

Ard  rìgh  nan  treun  o  shruithean  Mbòrbheinn  'i " 


"Am  faca  tu  'n  gaisgeacb  nach  fann," 
Tbuirt  Cairbre,  o  spàirn  a  cbleibh, 
"  Am  bheil  a  laoich  lìonmbor  air  tràigh  l 
GO  An  tog  e  sleagh  chòmhraig  o  'dbèigh. 
No  an  d'tbainig  an  trcun  'an  sith." 

"  'An  sìtb  cba  d'tluiinig  e,  'rigli  Eirinn. 
Cbunna  mi  roi'  'u  treun  a  sbleasrb  sbuas 


lir  that  lueets  tlio  wind  of  lieaven.  His  shiekl  is  markod  with  tlio 
strokes  of  battlo.  llis  roil  eyo  (lcspiscs  danger.  Thoso  aml  a  IIkui- 
sand  other  chiefs  surrouiidod  tho  king  of  Erin  -when  tho  scout  of 
ocean  came,  Mor-annal,  from  stroamy  Jloi-lona.  IIis  eyos  liang 
forvvard  from  Iiis  faco  ;  liis  lips  tromhling,  pale  ! 

"  Do  the  chiefs  of  Erin  stand,"  lie  said,  "  sileut  as  tho  grovc  of 


^ 
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His  lengthy  spear,  like  tlie  pine  of  great  mountaius, 
Which  meets  the  stormy  bhist  of  the  skies  ; 
His  shield  was  fiill  of  buttle-clints  ; 
Ever  fearless  was  his  fìery  eye. 

45   These,  and  countless  other  chiefs, 
Close  pressed  around  the  king  of  Erin, 
When  came  the  watchman  of  ocean, 
Moranal,  to  the  hill  of  Lena's  phiin  ;  - 
His  eyes,  asquint,  were  starting  from  his  head — 

50  Tremliled  his  lips,  awry  aud  pale  :  " 

"  Do  the  princes  of  Erin  stand  back, 
Mute  as  a  wood  in  the  stilly  night, 
Mute  as  a  gi'eat  wood  under  mist, 
When  Fingal  shiues  upon  the  shore — 
55  Fingal  of  terrific  stroke, 

High  king  of  hei'oes  from  the  streams  of  ilorven  ì  " 

"  Hast  thou  behehl  the  stalwart  chief  ?" 
Cairbar  said,  with  laljouring  chest. 
"  Are  his  warriors  many  ou  the  shore  ? 
GO  AVdl  he  draw  the  spear  of  battle  from  his  back ; 
Or  comes  the  strong  oue  in  peace  ? " 

"  In  peace  he  comes  not,  king  of  Erin. 
I  saw  on  high  the  hero's  forward  spear,^ 


evening  ?  Stand  they  like  a  silent  'wood,  and  Fingal  on  the  coast  ? 
Fingal,  who  is  terrible  in  hattle,  the  king  of  streamy  Morven  ! " 
"  Hast  thou  seen  the  "warrior  ì "  said  Cairbar,  with  a  sigh.  "  Avc 
his  heroes  many  on  the  coast  ì  Lifts  he  the  spear  of  battle  ?  Or 
comes  the  king  in  peaee  1 "  "  In  peace  he  comes  not,  king  of  Erin  ! 
I  have  seen  liis  forward  spear.     It  is  a  meteor  of  death.     The  blood 


Moranal  tlie 
si-out  ruslu'S 
towards  them 
in  teiTor, 


tells  of  the 
landiiig  of 
Fingal  (come 
to  avenge  the 
death  of  Cor- 
mac). 


Cairbar  asks 
whether  he 
came  in  peace 
or  in  war. 


Moranal  an- 
swers,  in  war  ; 
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o  I  do  not  un- 
derstand  wliat 
is  meant  by 
the  "  slow 
fire  of  deatli" 
here.  I  trans- 
late  literally. 


Mar  mliall  tlic'iiie  Ijìiis  ag  eirigli," 
G5  Fuil  mlùlteau  a'  leumadh  m'a  cliruaidli. 

B'  cs'  au  ceud  fhear  'bliuail  an  tìr 

Làidir  fo  'leadanaibh  liatha. 

Làu,  feitheach,  garbh  chalpau  au  rìgh, 

'Cheuma  'ghiasad  guu  stri  air  sliabh. 
70  Air  thaobli  an  trein  a  chhiidheamh  fiar, 

Au  dara  beum  a  chaoidh  uach  iarr ; 

A  sgiath  leatliauu  fhuasach  'n  a  Kiimh, 

Mar  chearcal  fuUeach  re  's  i  hàn, 

Ag  (iirigh  gu  dàu  tro'  stoirm. 
75  Au  sin  Oisian  rìgh  caoin  uam  foun, 

Mac  Mhorui  'u  soun  air  ceauu  nau  triath. 

Leum  Conall  air  a  shleagh  o'n  tonu  ; 

Sgaoil  Diarmad  a  dhouu  chiabh  ; 

Lìib  FUleau  a  Ijhogha  le  mòrchuis, 
80  Sealgaù-  òq;  aig  uiòr  shruth  nau  sliabli. 

Co  e  sud  air  ceaun  uau  treun 

Mar  gharbh  shiublial  sruth  o  blieinu  ? 

Co  'tli'  ann  ach  mac  Oisein,  au  triath, 

Mar  bhoiUsge  teiue  'measg  a  chiabh, 
85  Mu  'chìd  a  leadan  fada  'n  cuaich, 

'Fhabhraid  dhubli  leth-cheilt'  'an  cruaidh, 

A  hiun  'au  iall  a'  triall  r'a  thaobli, 

A  shleagh  's  e  "siubhal  a'  boiUsgeadh  baoth. 

Theich  mi  o  gharg  shiiil  an  t-seoid, 
90  A  rìgh  Thighmòra  nam  mòr  chliu." 

of  thousands  is  on  its  stccl.  llc  came,  firsl  to  tlie  shore,  strong  in 
the  grey  hair  of  age.  FuU  roso  liis  sinewy  linihs  as  he  strode  in  his 
niight.  That  sword  is  by  liis  side,  which  gives  no  second  wound. 
lli.s  shield  is  terrible,  likc  llio  bloody  nioon  asccnding  througli  a 
storm.  Then  came  ()s.sian,  king  of  songs  ;  thcn  Jliu-ni's  son,  the 
iirst  <if  nicn.     Coiuud  lcaps  f(jrward  on  his  spcar.     Ilcrmid  sprcads 
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Rising  like  a  slow  fire  of  deatli" 
05  The  blood  of  tbousands  spriuging  rouud  bis  steel. 

He  was  the  first  wbo  struck  tbe  sbore, 

Stalwart  under  boary  locks  ; 

FuU  and  sinewy  are  bis  migbty  liml^s, 

And  freely  move  bis  steps  on  tbe  biU. 
70  On  tbe  side  of  tbe  bero  slants  bis  sword, 

Wbicb  never  seeks  a  second  stroke ; 

His  broad  dread  sbield  is  in  bis  band, 

Like  tbe  blood-red  orb  of  tbe  moon  "svben  full, 

Rising  fearless  tbrougb  a  storm. 
75  Tben  (came)  Ossian,  gentle  king  of  song  ; 

Tben  Morni's  son,  true  leader  of  tbe  brave  ; 

Sprang  Connal  on  bis  spear  from  sea ; 

Dermid  spread  bis  dark-brown  locks  ; 

FiUan  beut  bis  bow  in  pride, 
80  A  youtbful  buntcr,  by  great  mountain-streams. 

Wbo  is  tbere  iu  front  of  tbe  brave, 

Like  tbe  rougb  rusbiug  of  torrents  from  tbe  Ben  ? — 

Wbo  but  Ossian's  sou,  tbe  prince, 

Like  a  flame  of  fire,  amid  bis  locks. 
85  His  long  bair  waving  down  bis  back, 

His  black  brow  balf  bid  in  steel, 

His  tbong-girt  sword  swung  by  bis  side, 

His  spear  glanced  brigbtly  as  be  walked. 

I  fled  from  tbe  stern  eye  of  tbe  warrior, 
90  King  of  Temora,  of  bigb  renovvn." 

liis  dark-broìvn  locks.  Fillan  bends  his  bow,  the  young  hunter  of 
streamy  Moruth.  But  who  is  that  before  them  like  the  terrible 
course  of  a  stream  ?  It  is  the  son  of  Ossian,  briglit  between  his 
locks  !  His  long  hair  falls  on  his  back.  His  dark  brows  are  half 
eucloseJ  in  steel.  His  sword  haugs  loose  on  his  side.  His  spear  glit- 
ters  as  he  moves.  I  fled  from  his  terrible  eyes,  king  of  higli  Temora ! " 
VOL.    II.  M 
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dcscribes  his 
terrible  ap- 
pearance, 


and  tbat  of 
several  of  his 
heroes, 


especially  that 
of  Oscar. 


17? 


"Sorryknave; 
lit.  hatì  onc 
withoiU  lose. 


"  Teich  thusa,  'f hir  dhona  gun  f heum,"  " 
Thuirt  Foldath  'an  gruaim  fheirg, 
"  Teich-sa  gu  d'  liath  shruitheau  fein, 
A  mhic  an  auma  ghaiuu  fo  mheirg. 
95  Nach  fhacas  leamsa  'n  t-Oscar  duiiu  ? 
Chunna  mis'  an  triath  ri  còmhrag. 
'An  cunnart,  de  na  trèin  tha  'n  sonn. 
Togar  sleagh  le  daoin'  eil'  air  chòmhnard ; 
Is  iomadh  mac  'th'  aig  Eirinn  cho  mòr. 
100  A  rìgh  Thighmòra  nan  àrd  chraolìli, 
Leig  dhomhsa  tachairt  ris  an  t-seòd, 
'Us  caisgidh  mi  'n  sruth  mòr  'n  a  dheann. 
Tha  mo  shleagh  nightc  'am  fuil, 
Mo  so'iath  mar  l)halla  Thiira." 


105       "  An  coinnich  Foldath  'n  a  aonar  na  dàimh  ? 

Thuirt  Malthos  nam  fabhrad  ciar. 

"  Nach  'eil  iad  cho  lìouuihor  air  tràigh 

Ei  coi-thioual  garljh-shruth  uan  sliabh  ? 

Nach  iad  fein  na  treuua  'thug  buaidh 
110  Thar  Suaran  nan  cruaidh  bheum, 

'N  uair  'ghabh  sliochd  Eirinn  an  ruaig  ? 

'S  an  tachair  Foldath  ri'n  ceud  treun  ? 

A  chridhc  chiair  au  àrdaiu  fèiu, 

Gabh  spionnadli  uan  ceud  de  shluagli ; 
115  Thigeadh  Maltlios  maille  ri  trèin. 


"  Then  fly,  tliou  feeble  man ! "  said  Foldath's  gloonij'  wratli.  "  Fly 
to  the  groy  streams  of  thy  hmd,  son  of  tlio  little  soul !  llavo  not 
I  seen  that  Oscar  ì  I  bolield  tlie  chief  in  war  ;  hc  is  of  the  iniglity 
in  danger.  But  there  are  otliers  wlio  lift  the  spcar.  Erin  lias  niany 
sons  as  brave,  king  of  Tcmora  of  grovcs  !  Lct  Foldatli  nicct  liim 
in  liis  strength.     Let  me  stop  tliis  mighty  stream.     My  spear  is 
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"  Flee  thou,  thou  sorry  knave,"  " 
Said  Folda,  with  wrathful  scowl — 
"  Flee  to  thine  own  grey  streams, 
Sou  of  the  small  and  churlish  souL 
95  Has  brown-haired  Osear  uot  becn  seen  by  me  ? 
I  have  looked  on  the  hero  in  battle — 
He  is  a  hero  in  the  midst  of  danger. 
(But)  other  men  can  wield  a  spear  on  fìeld  : 
Erin  has  many  a  son  as  great. 
100  King  of  Temora  of  lofty  trees, 
Let  me  encounter  the  warrior; 
I  will  stem  the  great  flood  in  its  rusli : 
My  spear  is  bathed  in  blood, 
My  shield  is  like  the  wall  of  Tura." 

105       "Shall  Folda  singly  meet  the  foe  ? " 
Said  Malhos  of  the  swarthy  brow. 
"  Are  they  not  numerous  on  the  coast 
As  gathcring  of  rugged  mountain-streams? 
Are  not  these  the  heroes  who  conquered 

1 1 0  Swaran  of  hard-dealing  strokes, 

When  the  sons  of  Erin  took  to  flight  1 

And  shall  Folda  meet  theù'  foremost  warrior  ? 

Thou  dark  heart  of  veriest  pride, 

Take  the  strength  of  hundreds  of  the  host ; 

115  Let  Malhos  with  strong;  ones  conie. 


covered  witli  lilood  ;  ray  shielil  is  like  tlie  -vvall  of  Tura ! " 

"  Shall  Foldath  alone  meet  the  foe]"  replied  the  dark-browed 
Malthos.  "  Are  they  not  on  our  eoast  like  the  waters  of  many 
streams  ?  Are  not  these  the  chiefs  ivho  vanquished  Swaran  when 
the  sons  of  green  Erin  fied  1  Shall  Foldath  meet  their  hravest  hero  ? 
Foldatli  of  the  heart  of  pride,  take  the  strength  of  the  people,  and 


DUAN  I. 

Folda  (one  of 
Cairbar's  war- 
riors)  re- 
proaches  the 
cowardice  of 
Moranal : 


and  offcrs  to 
nieet  and 
defeat  Oscar. 


Malhos  ridi- 
cules  the  idea 
of  Folda  alone 
going  forth  to 
meet  Fingal's 
foUowers  : 


aiid  counsels 
him  to  take 
hundreds  witli 
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Ach  co  a  chuala  gu  fiar  mo  ghuth  ? " 

"  A  shliochd  Eiriuu  a's  uaiue  raon," 
Thuirt  triath  C'hhionrath  uau  caoiu  sliruth, 

120  "  Na  cluiuneadh  Fiouughal  'ur  Ijriathra  faoiu  ; 
Na  biodh  sòLas  air  naimhdean  an  diugh 
A'  cur  spionua  'u  an  L\imh  's  an  tìr. 
Is  treun  sibh  fèin,  a  shìol  nam  blàr, 
Mar  ghaiUiun  o  ghàir  a'  chuain, 

125  Mar  stoirm  a  thachras  ri  sgeir  àird, 
'Bheir  coille  gu  làr  o  chruaich. 
Ach  gluaiseamaid  ar  spiouuadli  fèiu, 
Mall  mar  threuu  clioi-tliional  niah 
Bi'  dh  giorrag  air  sàr  mhac  nam  beum  ; 

130  Tuitidh  'gharbli  shleagh  gun  fheum  o  'u  triath 
'Chi  sinn  dul)h-nial  dorch'  a'  bhàis,' 
Their  iads',  'us  faileus  'fàs  mu  'n  tuar, 
Bròn  aii'  Fiounghal  aosda  na  bàigh, 
A  chliu  a'  sìoladh  o  'n  tràigh  oruu  bhuaidh. 

135  Cha-n  fhaic  air  Mòrbheinn  ceum  a  thriath  ; 
Bi'  dh  còinneach  nam  bliadhn'  air  Selma." 

'An  sàmlichair  chuala  ( -airbre  ruadh, 
Mar  dhubh  uial  nan  stuadh  fo  bhraou. 
A  sheasas  d(jrch'  air  Ci-unila  shuas. 


lot  Malthos  comc.     My  swfird  is  reil  with  slaugliter,  Imt  wlio  lias 
licard  iiiy  words  ì  " 

"  Sons  of  grcen  Erin,"  suid  Hidalla,  "  let  not  Fingal  hcar  yutir 
words.  The  foe  might  rojoicc  and  his  arm  be  strong  in  tlie  land. 
Yo  are  brave,  0  warriors  !  ye  are  tenijìosts  in  war.  Ye  are  like 
storms  wliich  mcet  tlie  rocks  without  fcar,  and  overturn  the  woods. 
But  lot  us  niovo  in  our  strength,  slow  as  a  gatherod  cloud.     Then 
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My  sworcl  is  red  witli  clcaving  blows; 
But  who  has  hearcl  my  voice  iu  boast  ? " 

"  Race  of  Eriu  of  greenest  fiekls," 

Saicl  the  chiof  of  Clonra  of  placid  streains, 
120  "  Let  uot  Fiugal  hear  your  idle  words  ; 

Let  uot  joy  be  to  our  foes  to-day, 

Giving  strength  to  their  hauds  in  our  Laud. 

Strong  ye  are,  ye  sons  of  battle, 

Like  tempest  from  the  roar  of  ocean — 
125  Like  storni  which  meets  a  lofty  clifF, 

And  strews  the  wood  upon  the  hiU. 

But  let  us  move  in  all  our  strength, 

Slow  as  a  great  gatheriug  of  clouds. 

Fear  shall  seize  the  son  of  cleaving  blows, 
130  His  great  spcar  fall  useless  from  the  chief. 

'  We  see  the  dark  cloud  of  death,' 

They  wiU  say,  as  shadows  gatlier  rouud  their  face. 

Fingal  the  agèd  aucl  the  kiucl  shall  mouru, 

As  ebbs  his  fame  from  the  shore  of  (his)  clcfeat. 
135  He  shall  not  see  his  warriors'  steps  in  Morvcn ; 

The  moss  of  years  shall  cover  Selma." 

In  sileuce  listened  red-haired  Cairbar, 
Like  a  black  cloud  of  the  waves  in  shower 
Which  clarkly  rests  ou  Cromla's  Iieight, 


sliaU  the  mighty  trem'ble ;  the  spear  shall  fall  from  the  hand  of  the 
valiant.  We  see  the  cloud  of  death,  they  will  say,  wliile  shadows 
fly  over  their  face.  Fingal  wiU  mourn  in  his  age  ;  he  shall  behold 
Ids  flying  fame.  The  steps  of  his  chiefs  wiU  cease  in  Morven ;  the 
moss  of  years  shall  grow  in  Sclma." 

Cairbar  heard  their  words  in  silence  like  the  cloud  of  a  shower  : 
it  stands  dark  on  Croiula  tiU  the  lightning  bursts  its  side.     The 


liim  to  such  a 
combat. 

The  chief  of 
Clonra  stops 
their  quarrel ; 


urfjcs  them  aU 
to  unite  in  re- 
peUiiig  Fingal ; 


aiid  assures 
tlieni  of  suc- 
it'ss  if  they 
clu  so.         ^ 


Cairbar  listens 
in  silence  for 
a  tinie. 
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140  Gus  am  bris  an  tein-athair  a  thaobh, 
Lasaidh  gleanna  ri  boillsge  nan  speur  ; 
Bi'  dh  tannais  gun  fhcum  fo  shòlas. 
Mar  sin  'an  sàmhchair  shcas  an  rìgh ; 
Ghrad-chuahis  lc  lirìgh  a  ghuth. 

145       "  Sgaoilear  a'  chuirm  air  Moi-lèna ; 

Thigeadh  mo  cheud  bàrd  a  nalh 

'Olla  nan  ciabh  dubh-ruadh,  èirich  ; 

Gabh  clàrsach  rìgh  Eirinn  'ad  làimh ; 

Siubhail  gu  treun  Oscar  uan  lann, 
150  'Us  iarr  e  a  nall  gu  fleagh. 

An  diugh  bi'  dh  cuirm  'us  fonn  's  a'  glileann  : 

Am  màireach  a  bhrisear  leinn  sleagh. 

Innis  da  gu-n  d'  thog  mi  suas 

Uaigh  Chathuil  fo  luaidh  nam  bàrd  ; 
155  Thug  mi  a  thruagh  charaid  do  ghaoith. 

Innis  da  gu-n  cuahxs  m'a  bhuaidh, 

Air  'chliu  aig  sruth  fuaimear  Charuinn. 

Cha-n  f  haic  mi  'n  so  mo  bhràthair  treun  ; 

Cha-n  eil  Cathmor  nan  ceud  ri  m'  thaobh  ; 
ICO  Tha  ar  làmhan  lag  'an  airm. 

'S  nàmhaid  Cathmor  do  strì  nam  fleagh ; 

Is  mòr  anam  mar  dhearrsa  na  grcine. 

Ach  l)risidh  Cairbre  'us  Oscar  an  t-sleagh, 

'Thriatha  Thiq:hm()ra,  air  còmhnard  Lèna. 


valley  gleams  witli  lieaven's  flanio ;  the  spirits  of  the  storm  rejoice. 
So  stood  the  silent  king  of  Teniora ;  at  length  his  words  broke  fortli. 
"  Spread  tho  feast  on  !M(ii-lena :  let  niy  Imndred  banls  attcnd. 
Thoii  red-haired  OUa,  taku  the  harp  of  thc  king.  Go  to  O.'^car,  chirf 
of  swords.  ]5id  Oscar  to  our  joy.  To-day  wo  fcast  and  liear  tlie 
song ;  to-niorrow  brcak  the  spears !     Tell  him  that  I  havo  raised 
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140  Till  the  sky-fire  rends  its  side  : 

The  glens  are  flaming  with  the  heavens'  flash, 
(And)  spectres  are  in  empty  joy. 
Thus,  in  silence,  stood  the  king  ; 
Soon  was  heard  his  voice  with  power. 

145       "  Let  the  feast  be  spread  on  Moi-Lena  ; 

Let  my  hundi-ed  bards  draw  near. 

011  a  of  dark-red  locks  arise, 

In  thy  hand  take  the  harp  of  Erin's  king ; 

Hie  thee  to  brave  Oscar  of  swords, 
150  And  bid  him  hither  to  the  feast, 

To-day  be  feast  and  song  in  the  gien ; 

To-morrow  we  shall  break  the  spear. 

Tell  him  I  have  reared  on  high 

Ca-hul's  tomb  with  song  of  bards  ; 
155  That  I  gave  to  the  winds  his  hapless  friend. 

Tell  him  his  victory  has  been  heard, 

His  fame  by  the  sounding  stream  of  Carron. 

I  see  not  Ca-mor  my  brave  brother — 

Ca-mor  of  huntb-eds  is  not  by  my  side ; 
100  Weak  are  om-  hands  in  arms. 

Ca-mor  is  a  foe  to  fray  at  feast ; 

Great  is  his  soul  as  the  shining  of  the  suu. 

But  Ossian  and  Cairbar  shall  break  the  spear 

On  Lena's  plain,  ye  chiefs  of  Temora. 


DUAN  I. 


Then  ordcrs  a 
feast  to  be 
spread,  and 
sends  Olla 
with  profes- 
sions  of  friend- 
ship  towards 
Oscar  to  invite 
him  to  a 
feast. 


He  tells  his 
waiTÌors  that 
he  would  tuke 
advantage  of 
his  brother 
Ca-mor's  ab- 
sence,  and 
eompass  the 
death  of  Os- 
car, 


the  tomb  of  Cathol ;  that  bards  gave  his  frienJ  to  the  wintls.  Tell 
him  that  Cairhar  has  heard  of  his  fame  at  the  stream  of  resounding 
Carun.  Cathmor  my  brother  is  not  here.  He  is  not  here  Tvith  his 
thousands,  and  our  arms  are  Tveak.  Cathmor  is  a  foe  to  strife  at  the 
feast.  His  soul  is  hright  as  that  sim.  But  Cairhar  must  iìght 
with  Oscar,  chiefà  of  woody  Temora.     His  words  for  Cathol  were 
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165  Bu  labliar  mu  Chatliul  a  Ijheul ; 
Las  m'  anam  dhomh  fèin  le  feirg : 
Tuitidh  es'  air  Moi-lèna  fo  chreuchd  ; 
'Am  fuil  èiridh  mo  chliu  air  leirg." 

Shoillsich  sòhis  nan  treun  mu'n  cuairt ; 

170  Sgaoil  iadsan  mu  chruaich  ]\Ihoi-lena, 
Cuirm  slige  'g  a  deasachadh  shuas, 
Fonn  bàrda  nan  duan  ag  eii'igh. 
Chuala  triathan  Shelma  an  sòhis, 
Shaoil  gur  Cathmor  còrr  a  thàinig, 

175  Cathmor  còrr,  ceann-uidhe  nan  dàimh, 
Bràthair  Chairbre  nan  ruadh  chiabh. 
Cha  bu  choimeas  anama  dhoibh  ; 
Bha  sohis  speur  'an  uchd  an  triath', 
Air  Atha  nam  bruach  a  thùr  ìird. 

180  Seachd  aisre  gu  talha  nan  sìan, 
Air  gach  aisre  sheasadh  bàrd 
'Cuircadh  coigrich  gu  clàr  na  fial ; 
Shuidh  Cathmor  fo  choillc  nan  sHa1)li, 
Gus  nach  cluinnteadh  leis  trian  de  'chliu. 

185       Thàinig  OHa  ruadh  le  dìln  ; 
Ghluais  Oscar  gun  dàil  gu  cuirm, 
Tri  cheud  fo  cheuman  r'a  Làimh 


many;  tho  wrath  of  Cairbar  huriis.     Ile  shall  fall  on   ]\Ioi-k'na. 
My  fame  shall  rise  ui  blond." 

Their  faces  hrightenod  round  witli  joy.  They  sijread  over  Min- 
lena.  Tlie  feast  of  shells  is  jiropared.  The  songs  of  hards  arise. 
Tho  chiofs  of  Selma  lieard  their  joy.  "VVe  thought  tliat  mighty 
Cathmor  came :  Cathmor,  tho  friend  of  strangors  !  thc  brotlier  of 
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105  Bold  for  Ca-hul  was  his  voice — ■ 
My  soTil  was  fired  with  wrath  : 
He  shall  fall  on  Moi-Lena  with  wouuds ; 
My  fame  shall  rise  on  the  field  in  blood." 


DUAN  I. 

who  had 
oifended  Iiini 
by  praisiug 
Cahul. 


Joy  brightened  among  the  warriors ; 
170  They  spread  around  Moi-Lena's  hill — 

The  feast  of  shells  was  prepared  ; 

The  song  of  tuneful  bards  arose. 

The  chicfs  of  Selma  heard  the  mirth  ; 

We  thought  that  peerless  Ca-mor  had  arrived — 
175  Peerless  Ca-mor,  friend  of  strangers, 

Brother  to  red-haù'ed  Cairbar. 

Far  diflerent  were  theù-  souls  : 

In  the  breast  of  the  chief  was  the  light  of  the  skies. 

By  Atha  of  mounds  was  his  lofty  tower ; 
180  Seveu  pathways  led  to  the  hall  of  storms  ; 

At  every  path  there  stood  a  bard 

To  bid  the  stranger  to  the  board  of  checr  : 

Ca-mor  sat  in  the  mountain-wood, 

That  he  might  not  hear  his  praise. 


Ossian  de- 
scribes  the 
generoiis  and 
hospitable 
character  of 
Ca-mor. 


185       Eed-haired  OUa  came  with  song ; 
Straightn-ay  went  Oscar  to  the  feast, 
Three  hundred  strode  beside  him 


Oscar,  unsus- 
piclous  of 
treachery,  ac- 
cepts  Cairbar's 
inTÌtation. 


red-haired  Cairliar.  Their  souls  Tvere  not  the  same.  Tlie  light  of 
heaven  was  in  the  bosoni  of  Cathmor.  His  towers  rose  on  the 
hanks  of  Atha  ;  seven  paths  led  to  his  halls.  Seven  chiefs  stood 
on  the  paths,  and  called  the  stranger  to  the  feast.  But  Cathmor 
dwelt  in  the  wood  to  shun  the  voice  of  praise  ! 

OUa  came  with  his  songs.     Oscar  went  to  Cairhar's  feast.     Three 
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^^■^^  I-  Troi  Ldna  uau  làu-sbrutli  gorui , 

A  liath-choin  a'  leum  's  an  fhraoch 

190  'S  an  garbh  chaoiueadh  a'  sgaoileadh  thall. 
Chuunaic  Fiouughal  an  souu  a'  triall, 
Thuit  anam  an  triath  fo  bhròn 
D'  eagal  Chairbre  nan  smiiaiuteau  ciar 
Measg  slige  nam  fial  ag  òb 

195  Thog  mo  mhac  sleagh  Chormaic  than. 
Ceud  bàrd  a  bha  nall  air  sbaljli. 
Cheil  Cairbre  am  bàs  a  bha  'snàmh 
Fo  dhìibhra  's  an  àm  'n  a  chliabh. 
Fleagh  sgaoilte,  na  sligean  a'  fuaim, 

200  Dhealraich  sòlas  'an  eudann  au  t-sluaigli  ; 
Ach  sòlas  mar  glrròin  a  tha  fauu, 
'CIaon-dhearrsadh  tro'  mheadhou  uau  gleanu, 
Us  e  'ceileadh  'dhearo-cheauu  's  an  stoirm. 


a  Fiice  ;  lit. 
cìwd: 


Dh'  (5irich  Cairbre  thall  'au  airm 
205  'Tional  diibhra  nam  marbh  'u  a  ghruaidh 

Chaisg  clàrsaich  nan  ceud  an  toirm  ; 

Cliualas  screadan  nan  sgiath  mu'u  cuairt. 

Fada  thall,  air  uchd  uan  sliabli 

Thog  OUa  nan  ciabh  guth  bròin. 
210  Dh'  aithnich  Oscar  comhara  'bhàis; 

Ghluais  'us  ghlac  sun  dàil  a  shlcash. 


himdred  ■warriors  strode  along  Moi-lena  of  tho  .streams.  The  gi-ey 
dogs  hounded  on  tho  heath  ;  their  liowling  reached  afar.  Fingal 
saw  tho  dcparting  liero.  The  soul  of  the  king  was  sad.  He  dreaded 
(\virbar's  glooniy  tlioughts  amid  tlie  feast  of  shells.  My  son  raised 
liigh  thc  sjicar  of  Corniac.  An  hundrcd  liards  nict  liini  with  .song.s. 
Cairbar  conccaled  with  smilcs  thc  death  that  was  dark  in  his  soul. 
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Over  Lena  of  the  full  blue  streams  ; 

His  grey  dogs  bounded  on  the  heatli — 
190  Their  loud  howling  reached  afar. 

Fingal  behekl  the  chief  depart ; 

The  soul  of  the  prince  fell  under  sorrow, 

Through  dread  of  Cairbar  of  dark  thoughts, 

While  drinking  'mid  the  festive  shells. 
195  ]\Iy  son  raised  high  the  spear  of  Cormac. 

A  huucbed  bards  came  forward  on  the  hill. 

Cairbar  hid  the  death  whieh  swam, 

Even  theu,  iu  darkness  through  his  breast. 

The  free-spread  feast  of  shells  resounds ; 
200  Joy  kindles  in  the  people's  face, 

But  joy  like  the  sun  when  faint 

He  shines  with  slanting  beam  across  the  glens, 

And  hides  his  red  head  in  the  storm. 

Cairbar  rose  up  in  armour, 
205  Gathering  on  his  face  the  darkness  of  the  dcad.' 

The  harps  of  hundreds  hushed  their  sound  ; 

The  gride  of  shields  was  heard  around. 

Far  away  on  the  breast  of  the  hill, 

Long-haired  OUa  raised  a  voice  of  woe. 
210  Oscar  knew  the  sign  of  death  ; 

He  rose,  and  straightway  grasped  his  spear. 


The  feast  is  spread ;  the  shells  resoiind.  Joy  brightens  the  face 
of  the  host ;  but  it  ■was  like  the  parting  beam  of  the  sun  when  he 
is  to  hide  his  red  liead  in  a  storm  ! 

C "airbar  rises  iu  his  arms.  Darkness  gathers  on  liis  brow.  Tlie  hun- 
dreil  harps  cease  at  once.  The  clangof  shields  is  heard.  Far  distant 
on  the  heath  OUa  raised  a  song  of  woc.     My  son  knew  the  sigu  of 


TlK'y  sat  (lown 
to  the  feast : 


but  Cairljar 
soon  rose  in 
anuour,  tlie 
bards  ceast'il 
to  sing,  and 
Olla  raised  a 
voice  of  sad- 


Oscar,  under- 
standing  tlie 
meaning  of 
these  signs, 
prepared  for 
eombat. 
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"  'Oscair,"  tliuirt  aii  Cairbre  ruadli, 
"  Tha  mi  'faicinn  sleagli  buaidh  na  h-Èirinn, 
Sleagh  fhada  Thighmòra  nan  stuadh 

215  'Boillsgeadh  ann  ad  làimh  ag  dirigh. 
'Mhic  Mhòrbheinn  nan  coille  ciar, 
Sleagli,  deagh  àrdan  nan  ceud  rìgh, 
Bàs  'am  frìth  do  threin  o  shean ; 
Guill  i,  'mhic  Oiseiu,  gun  strì, 

220  Geill  i  do  Chairbre  nan  carbad." 

"  An  gèiU  mi,"  's  e  f  hreagair  an  treun, 
"  Na  thug  rìgh  Eirinn  nam  beum  cruaidli, 
Na  thug  Cormac  'ciabh  àillidli  dhomh  fein, 
'N  uair  a  sgap  mi  fo  l)heum  ua  Tuaith  ? 

225  Thàinig  mi  gu  talla  na  feilc, 

'N  uair  a  theich  iad  o  Fhiouughal  nam  buadli 
Dh'  èirich  sòlas  'an  aghaidh  na  h-òige ; 
Chuir  'am  Làimh  sleagh  Thighmòra  nan  triatli 
Cha  d'thug  e  do  hig  i  fo  dhòghruinn, 

230  No  dh'  anam  fo  mhòrchuis  gun  ghnìomh. 
Cha  stoirm  dhomh  fòin  do  dhùblu'a  donn, 
Cha  theine  bàis  do  shùil  dhomh  fèin  ; 
Cha-n  eagal  dhomh  do  sgiath,  no  'm  fonn 
0  'u  Olla,  'tha  'hjm  de  bhcum ; " 

235  A  Chairbre,  cuir  giorrag  air  tràill, 
Tha  Oscar  a  ghnàth  mar  charraig." 


"  PowcrlcRS 
to  siniti'  ;  lit. 
ìmre,  m  fiiU 
of  btotcs. 


death,  and,  rising,  seized  liis  spear.  "  Oscar,"  said  the  dark-red 
Cairhar,  "  I  Lehold  the  spear  of  Erin.  Thc  spear  of  Temora  glittc^rs 
in  thy  hand,  son  of  woody  Morven  !  Tt  was  the  pride  of  an  hun- 
dred  kings ;  tlie  dcath  of  heroes  <if  old.  Yiekl  it,  son  of  Ossiiiii  ; 
yield  it  to  car-liorne  (Jairbar  !  " 

"  Shall  I  yiehl,"  Oscar  rejìlicd,  "  tlie  gift  of  Erin's  injured  king? 
tlie   gift   of   fair-liaired   Corniac,   when   Oscar  scattered   his  foos? 


TEMORA. 
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"  Oscar,"  said  Cairbar  the  red-haired, 
"I  see  the  couquest-spear  of  Erin — 
The  long  spear  of  Temora  of  waves — 

215  Gleamiug  iu  tliy  haud  on  high. 

Son  of  Morveu  of  the  dusky  woods, 

That  spear,  the  rightful  pride  of  hundred  kings, 

Was  death  on  the  fiekl  to  heroes  of  okl. 

Sou  of  Ossian,  yiekl  it  without  strife — 

220  Yiekl  it  to  Cairbar  of  the  chariots." 


DUAN  I. 

Cairliar  de- 
mandcd  l'rom 
him  a  .s]«'ar 
which  ha.l 
heloiiged  to 
the  kings  of 
Erin. 
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"  Shall  I  yield,"  rcplied  the  hero, 

"  AVhat  Eriu's  kiug  of  heavy  blows, 

What  Cormac  of  shiniug  locks,  on  me  lìcstowed, 

When  I  scattered  the  Northmeu  with  my  stroke  1 

I  came  unto  the  festive  IiaU 

Wlien  they  fled  from  conquering  Fiugal : 

Joy  brightened  on  the  face  of  youtli, 

In  my  hand  he  placed  the  spear  of  Temora  of  cliiefs  ; 

Not  to  the  helpless  or  the  weak  he  gave  it, 
230  Or  to  a  soul  of  pride  without  brave  deeds. 

No  storm  to  me  is  thy  gloomy  scowl ; 

No  death-fire  is  thine  eye  to  me  ; 

No  dread  thy  shield  ;  nor  yet  tlie  soug 

From  Olla — powerless  to  smite." 
2.35  Cairbar,  terrify  a  slave  :  * 

Oscar  is  ever  as  a  rock." 

I  came  to  Cormac's  halls  of  joy  ■when  Swaran  fled  from  Fingal. 
Gladness  rose  in  the  faoe  of  youth.  He  gave  the  spear  of  Te- 
mura.  Nor  did  he  give  it  to  the  feeble ;  neither  to  the  weak 
in  soul.  The  darkness  of  thy  face  is  no  storm  to  me,  nor  are 
thine  eyes  the  flame  of  death.  Do  I'  fear  thy  clanging  shield  ] 
Tremble  I  at  Olla's  song]  No,  Cairhar;  frigliteii  tlie  feelile  :  Oscar 
is  a  rock  !  " 


Oscar  refuses, 
saying  that 
Cormai',  tlie 
riglitful  king 
of  Erin,  had 
given  it  to 
him ; 


aiid  that  he 
wuuld  r'daiii 
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"  Nach  gèììl  tliu  ihèin  an  t-sleagh  gun  cldil  ? ' 
Thuirt  Cairbre,  'us  'àrdan  ag  èirigh. 
"  Bheil  d'fhocala  stoirmeil  'us  àrd 

240  Mu  Fhionughal  air  tràigh  na  h-Eirinn, 
Fionnghal  nan  leadana  liath, 
0  choille  nan  sliabh,  o  Mhòrbheinn  1 
Bha  'bheuma  riamh  ri  daoine  fonn  ; 
Ach  thigeadh  e  nall  do  Chairlire ; 

245  Mar  fhaileus  sìohiidh  e  's  a'  ghleann, 
No  ceathach  'tha  mall  's  an  fhàsach, 
'Tha  'g  aomadh  's  a'  taomadh  o  Atlia." 

"Na  -m  biodh  au  treun  'thog  beum  air  fanii, 

A'tarruiug  gu  teann  air  Cairbre, 
250  Bheireadh  Cairbre  o  Atha  nan  gleaun 

Eirinn  uaine  a  nall  gun  armaibh. 

Na  labhair  mu  na  tròin,  a  thriath  ; 

Tionndaidh  cLaidheamh  nan  sgiath  riumsa ; 

Ar  spionua  fo  choimeas  gu  'n  trian  ; 
255  Tha  Fionnghal  nan  sgiath  cliuiteach, 

Ard  cheannard  uan  àrd  thriatli." 

Chunnaic  an  càirdean  maraon 
Dìibhra  nach  robh  faoin  mu'n  griiaidli. 
ChuaLas  toirm  an  ceuma  chaon  : 
2G0  Blia  'n  sìlilean  mar  theiue  fo  bhuaireadh  ; 


"  Wilt  tliou  iiot  yirlil  tlio  spiMi'?"  i'i'jilied  the  rising  pride 
iif  Cuirbar.  "  Arc  tliy  words  so  miylity  because  Fingal  is 
near  ì  Fingal,  ■with  agcd  locks,  froni  ]\lorven's  hmidred  groves  ! 
llo  has  fought  with  littlo  nien.  But  he  niust  vanisli  beforc 
(,'airbar,  likc  a  thin  pillar  of  ndst  before  thc  winds  of  Atlia  ! " 
'•  Were   he   who   fouglit  with    little    men    near  Atha's    hauglity 
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"  Wilt  thou  not  qiiickly  yiekl  tlie  spear  ?  " 

Said  Cairbar,  kindling  in  WT.'ath. 

"  Are  tliy  words  thus  noisy  aud  liigh 
240  Since  Fingal  is  on  Erin's  shore — 

Fingal  of  the  hoary  locks, 

From  the  wood-covered  hills  of  Morven  1 

He  ahva^'s  fought  witli  feeble  meu ; 

But  let  him  come  uear  to  Cairbar ; 
245   He  shall  vanish  as  a  shadow  from  the  glen, 

Or  like  sluggish  mist  of  the  forest 

Gliding  and  pouriug  from  Atha." 

"  Were  the  hero  who  fought  with  the  feeble 

Pressing  closely  on  Caii'bar, 
250  Cairbar  from  Atha  of  glens  would  give 

Green  Erin  away  without  a  blow. 

Speak  not  of  the  strong,  thou  chief ; 

Turn  ou  me  the  sword  of  shields  ; 

In  strength  we  are  fairly  matched  : 
255  Fingal  of  shields  is  renowned — 

The  hish  leader  of  high  heroes." 


DUAN  I. 

Cairbar  sneers 
at  Oscar's 
boldness,  and 
attributes  it 
to  his  reliance 
on  Fingal ; 
but  says  that 
he  would  soon 
oyerpower 
even  Fingal, 
who  had  pre- 
viously  fought 
only  with 
feeble  men. 


Oscar  replies 
that  if  Fingal 
were  preseut, 
Cairbar  would 
readily  sur- 
render  his 
usurped  king- 
dom  without 
venturing  to 
sti'ike  a  blow 
iu  defence. 


Their  friends  on  either  side  beheld 
A  threatening  gloom  on  either  face. 
The  sound  of  their  hurrying  steps  was  heard, 
260  Their  wrathful  eyes  were  like  a  lire ; 


chief,  Atha's  chief  would  yield  greeii  Erin  to  avoid  his  rage  ! 
Speak  not  of  the  mighty,  O  Cairbar  !  Tum  thy  sword  on  nie. 
Our  strength  is  equal ;  but  Fiugal  is  renowncd ;  the  fii'st  of 
mortal  men !  " 

Tlieir  people  saw  the  darkening  chiefs.     Their  crowding  steps  are 
heard  around.     Their  eyes  roll  in  fire.     A  thousand  swords  are  half 
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'«  Hc  ilowii- 
Wiinl  rrcjit  ; 
(1m,1.  r'siuladk 
bhàia—\\i. 
"  sulisidiiig 
or  iiltering 
ilown. " 
Jiliàiiì,  more 
loijLiiiciiily  a 

/i/lùill,  is  iiow 

:i  pi'uviiicial 
ti'riii. 


Letli  gach  daidheimh  o  mhile  slios ; 

Chaisg  Olla  nam  fios  am  fonn, 

Olla  ruadh  nam  brosnacha-dàna. 

Chrith  auam  an  Oscair  le  sòlas, 
205  Le  sòlas  a  b'  àbhaisd  do  'n  triatli, 

'N  uair  ghluaiseadh  còrn-caismeaclid  an  rìgh. 

Dorcha,  mar  thonn  ciar  a'  chuain, 

Seal  mu-n  dirich  air  stuaidh,  gaoth, 

'N  uair  dh'  aomas  a  cheann  gu  bruaich, 
270  Ghrad-thàinig  shiagh  Chaii'bre  r'a  thaol)h. 

A  nighean  Thoscair,  c'  ar  son  do  dlieoir  ? 
Cha  do  thuit  an  triath  mòr  nach  faoin  ; 
'S  iomadh  bàs  a  bha  'g  iadhadh  mu'n  tòrr, 
Mu-n  d'aom  am  fear  còrr  aii-  'thaobh. 

27.5  Faic  mar  thuiteas  iad  roimh  'n  triath, 
Mar  choille  nan  sliabli  's  an  fhàsacli, 
An  uair  le  feirg  thig  taibhs'  nan  sìan 
Fo  'n  oidhche  gu  dian  o  'n  àiridh, 
A  làmh  sgaoilte  mu  clieannaibh  nan  crann. 

280  Thuit  Mòria,  's  Mathronnan  fo  bhàs  ; 
Dli'aom  Conachar  air  làr  'am  fuil ; 
Theich  Cairbrc  o  lann  a  mhòr  shàir 
E  'sìohxdh  'bliìlin  fo  dhìdjhra  dubli " 
Air  culaobh  cloichc  uan  cruth  's  nan  cròni. 

285  Thog  e  gu  dìomhair  a  shleagh ; 


unshcatlu'd.  Eeil-liaireil  Olla  rai.si'il  Uil'  soiii;  of  battle.  Thc  trem- 
lilingjoyof  Oscar's  soul  arosu  ;  the  wontcd  joy  of  liis  soul  wlien 
Fiiigal's  horn  was  heard.  Uark  as  tho  swelling  wave  of  ocean 
Leforc  the  rising  winds  when  it  bcnds  its  head  noar  the  coast,  (taiiie 
on  thc  liost  of  Cairbar  ! 

Daughter  of  Toscar  !  why  tliat  tear  1    Ile  is  not  fallen  yet.     Many 
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A  thousand  swords  were  half  unsheathed  ; 

Olla  thc  seer  ceased  the  song  ^ — 

Eed  Olla  of  the  stirring  strains. 

Joy  trombled  in  the  soul  of  Oscar — 
2G5  Joy  faniQiar  to  the  hero 

When  woke  the  war-horn  of  the  king. 

Dark  as  the  dusky  wave  of  ocean, 

Ere  rises  the  wind  on  the  billow, 

Rolling  onwards  its  crest  to  the  shore, 
270  The  host  of  Cairbar  pressed  to  his  side. 

Daughter  of  Toscar,  why  thy  tears  ? 
The  great  and  mighty  prince  has  not  fallen  ; 
Many  the  deaths  which  hovered  round  the  hill 
Before  the  peerless  one  bent  down. 

275  See  how  they  fall  before  the  prince, 
Like  trees  in  mountain-wiklerness 
When  comes  the  wrathful  spirit  of  the  storm, 
Speeding  at  night  from  the  height, 
Grasping  in  his  hand  the  heads  of  trees. 

280  Fell  Morhi  and  Maronna  in  death ; 

Bowed  Conachar  to  the  earth  in  blood  ; 
Fled  Cairbar  froni  the  hero's  sword — 
In  shadow  dark  he  downward  crept " 
Behind  the  stone  of  circles  and  of  forms. 

285  Secretly  he  raised  his  spear  ;  ^ 


They  and 
their  followers 
engage. 


Oscar  cuts 
dovfD  niany  of 

liis  oppoiii-nts. 


Cairbar  fled 
from  his  pre- 
sence  ;  but, 
hiJing  himself 
behind  "a 
stone  of  circles 
andof  forms," 


werc  the  Jeatlis  cif  his  arm  before  my  hero  fell ! 

Behold,  they  fall  before  mj'  son  like  groves  in  the  desert ;  when 
an  angry  ghost  rushes  through  night,  and  takes  their  green  heads  in 
his  hand  !  Morlath  falls  ;  Maronnan  dies  ;  Conachar  trembles  ìn 
his  blood  !  Cairbar  shrinks  before  Oscar's  sword  !  He  creeps  in 
darkness  behind  a  stone.  He  lifts  the  spear  in  secret :  he  pierces 
VOL.  II.  N 
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DUAN  I.  Bhuail  esan  taobh  Oscair.     Air  sgèith 

Thuit  an  gaisgeach  air  'aghaidh  's  a'  uihagh 
Air  a  ghlìm  hha  taice  do  'n  triath  ; 
Bha  'shleagh  f hada  fèin  'n  a  làimh. 

290  Faic  Cairbre  !  's  e  thall  fo  smìiir. 

Ghhiais  geura  na  cruaidhe  tro'  'eheann 
A'sgoltadh  a  ruadh-chialjh  air  chìil  : 
Mar  charraig  bhriste  dh'  aom  aii  sonn, 
A  thuiteas  grad  o  shliabh  nan  cròm, 

295  'N  uair  chrathas  Eirinu  uain'  i  fèin 
0  bheinn  gu  beiini,  o  mluiir  gu  muir. 

Cha-n  eirich  Osi-ar  (h)nn  a  cliaoidh  : 
E  'g  aomadh  ri  copan  a  sgt'itho, 
Bha  sleagh  nan  ciar  bliàs  aini  a  Làimli. 
300  Sheas  Eirinn  fada  thall  air  sb'al)h. 

An  ghiodli  mar  onflia  garbli  nan  srutli  ; 
Fhreagair  Leua  nau  crutli  am  fuMÌm. 

Chuaha  Fiounghal  tliall  au  toirm  ; 
Ghhic  e  sleagh  Shelma  naui  lieum. 
305  Sgaoil  e  'cheum  air  uchd  nan  sliabh, 
Ghrad-mhosgail  o  'n  triatli  gutli  bròin. 
"  Chiinneam  àrd  iorgliuil  a'  chòmhraig  ; 
Tha  Oscar  'u  a  aonar  's  a'  bhlàr. 


iny  Oscar's  sidc  !  Ile  falls  iVirwanl  on  liis  sliiclil ;  liis  knoc  sustains 
the  chief.  But  still  his  spear  is  in  his  lianil.  Scc,  glooniy  Cairhar 
falls  !  Thc  steel  ijicrccd  liis  forchcad  aml  divid(Hl  his  red  liair  he- 
hinil.  He  lay  liko  a  shattered  rock  ■which  Ooinla  shakis  i'mm  its 
shai^gy  side,  when  the  green-vallcyed  Erin  .shakes  its  lununtains 
fmni  sca  to  sea. 


195 


He  struck  Oscar  in  the  side.     On  his  shield 

Fell  the  hero  forward  on  the  plain  : 

His  knee  supported  the  chief ; 

His  own  long  spear  was  in  his  hand. 
290  Sec  Cairljar  in  the  dust ! 

The  sharpness  of  the  steel  went  through  his  head, 

Sundering  the  red  locks  behind  : 

The  hero  fell  like  a  riven  rock, 

Whieh  swift  falls  down  from  the  l:)owing  hill, 
295  When  gTcen  Erin  shakes  herself 

From  Ben  to  Ben — from  sea  to  sea ! 

Browu-haired  Oscar  shall  rise  no  more  : 
He  leans  upon  his  bossy  shiekl, 
The  spear  of  dark  dcaths  was  in  his  haud. 
300  Far  off  stood  Erin  on  the  hiU, 

Tlicir  cry  like  the  hoarse  strength  of  streams  ; 
Lena  of  ghosts  re-echoed  to  the  sound. 

Fingal  heard  the  uoise  afar ; 
He  grasped  the  gashing  spear  of  Selma, 
305  And  stretchcd  his  stride  on  the  face  of  the  hilL 
Straightway  rose  the  prince's  voice  in  woe  : 
"  I  hear  the  loud  din  of  conflict ; 
Oscar  is  alone  in  battle. 


But  iiever  iiiore  shall  Oscar  rise  !  Ho  leans  on  his  bossy  sliield. 
His  spear  is  in  liLs  terrible  hand.  Erin's  sons  stand  distant  and 
dark.  Their  shouts  arise  like  crowded  streams.  Moi-lena  echoes 
wide.  Fingal  heard  tlie  sound.  He  took  the  spear  of  Selma.  His 
steps  are  before  us  on  the  heath.  He  spoke  the  words  of  woe.  "  I 
hear  the  noise  of  war.     Young  Oscar  is  alnne.     Eise,  sons  of  Mor- 


DUAN  I. 

he  secretly 
flung  liis  spear 
at  Oscar,  who 
fell  011  his 
kuee  ;  but, 
gathering  up 
his  strength, 
tlirew  his 
spear  at  Cair- 
bar,  and  drove 
it  through  his 
head. 


The  people 
raise  a  loud 


wliich  is  heard 
by  Fingal. 
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Gluaiseadh  sìol  gharbh-tlireun  na  Mòrbheinn, 
310  'Us  thusadh  iad  còmhnadh  d'a  hxnn." 


a  Death 
brooded 
blimlly  o'er 
tlu'ir  tliiiughts 
-i.r.  tlit-y 
s;nv  ili-atli 
a,.pn«.Iii„g, 

bllt  kllrW  IKlt 

wlioiu  itwuuld 
strike  lirst. 
>>  The  chiefs 
of  Erin 
queuched  our 
grief,— a 
remarkable 
expression  of 
the  joy  felt  in 
avenging  their 
friend. 
«  There  is  a 
blank  in  this 
line.     I  have 
filled  it  con- 
jecturally  liy 
the  word  do- 
gkluasad. 
K.  M'Laclilan 
niakes  it  do- 
dàna.     Mac- 
farlan  has 
"  tiniium." 


Bu  g'hrad  mo  cheuman  fèiu  air  raon  ; 

Leum  Fillean  thar  fraoch  Mhoilena  ; 

Le  neart  ghluais  Fionnghal  nach  faoin. 

B'  fhuasach  an  deah'adh  'bha  'g  èirigh 
315  0  sgèith  nam  beum  air  treun  nan  sluagh. 

Chunnaic  sìol  Eirinn  fada  thall 

Dealradh  mall  o  cheann  na  leirg. 

Dh'  aithnich  iad  nacli  d'  cirich  gann 

Do  rìgli  nan  hxnn  a  bhròu-feirg. 
320  Bha  'm  bàs  ag  iadhadli  dall  mu'n  smuaintibh." 

Thàinig  sinne ;  bhuail  sinn  còmhrag  ; 

Chaisg  triath'  na  h-Eirinn  ar  gruaim.'' 

'N  uair  thàinig  an  rìgh  'n  a  mhòr  fhuaiin, 

C'e  an  cridhe  'bhiodh  [do-ghluasad]  f(j  cliruaidh  ? ' 
325  Theich  iadsan  o  chruachau  Mhoilena,, 

An  dubh  bhàs  a'  beumadh  'n  an  ruaig. 

Chunnaic  siun  òg  Oscar  air  sgeith, 

'S  a  dhearg  fhuil  ag  iadhadh  m'a  thaobh. 

Bha  sàmhchair  mu  eudann  gach  triath 
330  A'  tionndadh  gu  'chuhioljh  fo  dheoir. 

Bha  'n  rìgh  a'  ccik-adh  a  dlieoir  fein, 

Bha  'ghaotli  o  l)heinn  'n  a  fheusaig  liath; 


ven,  join  the  hero's  sword  ! " 

Ossian  ru.she(l  along  the  hcath.  Fillan  buundotl  over  Moi-lena. 
Fingal  strodc  in  his  strength.  The  light  ol'  his  shiuld  is  tcrrilile. 
Tlie  sons  of  Erin  saw  it  far  dist;int :  tlu^y  trerublcd  in  their  si^iuls. 
They  knew  tliat  the  wrath  of  the  king  arosc,  and  they  forcsaw  thcir 
(lcath.     "W'r  tirst  arrived.     "Wc  fought.     Erin's  cliii'fs  withstnoil  uur 


Let  Morven's  strong  warrior-race  rush  on, 

310  Aud  carry  succour  to  his  sword." 
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Swift  were  my  steps  on  the  hill ; 

Fillan  bounded  o'er  Moi-Lena's  heath  ; 

In  streng-th  the  mighty  Fingal  strode. 

Dreadful  was  the  gleam  which  shone 
.31.5  From  the  war-worn  shield  of  the  hero  of  hosts. 

The  race  of  Erin  saw  afar 

The  steady  light  on  the  edge  of  the  phiin  ; 

They  knew  that  measureless  arose 

The  grieving  wratli  of  the  king  of  spears. 
320  Death  brooded  blindly  o'er  their  thoughts." 

We  came  ;  we  struck  in  combat — 

The  chiefs  of  Erin  quenched  our  griof.'' 

When  the  monarch  came  in  sounding  din, 

What  lieart,  though  clad  in  stecl,  [could  stand]  ?  '^ 
325  They  fied  from  the  heights  of  Moi-Lena, 

Black  death  consuming  them  in  fliglit. 

We  saw  young  Oscar  on  a  shield, 

His  red  blood  wandering  down  his  side. 

Silence  was  on  tlie  face  of  every  chief, 
330  As  tearfuUy  he  turned  aside. 

The  king  was  hiding  his  o^vn  tears  ; 

The  mountain-wind  went  through  his  hoary  beard 


He  instantly 
goes  forwaiil 
to  Oscar's  aiil, 
and  calls  upon 
his  warriors 
to  follow  liini. 


They  soon 
reach  Erin's 
host,  attack, 
and  rout  them 
utterly. 


They  find 
Oscar  wound- 
ed  mortally. 


rage.  But  wlien  the  king  came  iu  the  souud  of  his  course,  what 
heart  of  steel  could  stand  !  Erin  fled  over  Jloi-lena.  Death  pur- 
sued  their  flight.  We  saw  Oscar  on  his  shield.  We  saw  his  blood 
around.  Silence  darkened  every  face.  Each  tumed  his  hack  and 
wept.  The  king  strove  to  lùde  his  tears.  His  grey  beard  whistled 
in  the  wind.     He  bends  his  head  above  the  chief.     His  words  are 
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Dh'  aom  e  'cheann  thar  an  treun  ; 
Thuit  osna  measg  'f  hocal  o  'n  triath. 

335        "  'N  do  thuit  thu,  'O.scair  shàir  iiau  hiun, 

'Am  meadhon  do  gharbh  astair  fèin  ! 

Tha  cridhe  na  h-aoise  fo  spàii-n 

'Faicinn  chòmhrag  a  bhuineadh  do  threiu  ; 

Na  cathan  do-m  bu  chòir  a  bhi  uall, 
340  Chaidh  'u  gearradh  gu  gann  o  chliu. 

C'  uin  a  chòmhnuidh's  an  sòlas  air  Selma  ? 

C'  uin  a  ghluaiseas  am  bròn  o  Mhòrbheiuu  ? 

Thuit,  o  àm  gu  h-àm,  mo  chlann ; 

Tha  Fionnghal  'an  deircadh  de  'sliìoh 
345  Mo  chliu  a'  sìoLadh  sìos  o  luaidh, 

Bi'  dh  m'  aois-sa  fo  thruaigh  gun  chìiirdean, 

Mar  nial  de  chcò  'am  thaUa  fèin. 

Cha  chluinn  mi  'tilleadh  o  blieimi  mac 

'Am  meadhon  mòrcliuis  'us  smaclid  'airme. 
350  Tuiteadh  deoir  o  ghaisgich  Mhòrbeinn  ; 

Cha-n  eirich  Oscar  hg  a  chaoidh." 

Thuit  na  deoir,  a  rìgh  nan  lann, 
Cha  robh  anam  gu  gann  mu  'n  triatli ; 
Ghluais  esan  gu  còmhrag  nan  gleann ; 
355  Chaidh  naimhdean  air  chall  roi'  'sgiath ; 
Measff  au  sòlais  bha  'tliilleadh  'an  sìth. 


mixed  witli  sighs. 

"  Art  tbou  fallen,  ()  Oscar  !  iu  tlio  miJst  of  tliy  cour.sc  ?  tlie 
heart  of  the  aged  beats  over  tbce  !  Hc  sees  tby  coming  wars ! 
Tbe  wars  ■whicb  ought  to  conie  lie  -sees  !  Tbey  aro  cut  off  from  tliy 
fame  !  Wben  sball  joy  dwell  at  Sclma  ?  When  shall  gricf  dejiart 
from  Morven  ì     My  sons  fall  by  Jegrces  ;  Fingal  is  tbe  last  of  his 
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Over  tbe  strong  one  he  bowed  bLs  bead ; 
Sigbs  rose  amid  tbe  words  of  tbe  prince  : 

335       "  Hast  tbou  falleu,  Oscar,  cbief  of  spears, 

]\Iidway  in  tby  rugged  race  ? 

Tbe  beart  of  age  is  iu  distress, 

Beboldiug  wars  wbicb  belonged  to  tbe  brave 

Tbe  battles  wbicb  ouglit  to  bave  come 
3i0  Have  been  bereft  of  (tbeir)  reuown. 

Wben  sball  gladuess  dwell  in  Selma  ? — 

AVben  sball  grief  depart  from  Morven  ? 

My  cbildren  fall  from  time  to  time  ; 

Fiugal  is  'mid  tbe  Last  of  bis  race. 
345  My  fame  is  ebbing  from  tbe  song ; 

Sad  sball  be  my  age,  and  friendless, 

Like  a  cloud  of  mist  in  my  ball ; 

I  sball  not  bear  a  son  on  tbe  bill, 

Amid  tbe  pride  and  power  of  arms. 
350  Let  tbe  beroes  of  JNIorven  sbed  tears — 

Young  Oscar  sball  rise  no  more." 


Fingal  luourna 
for  him, 


and  speaks 
sadly  of  his 
own  lonely 
state,  as  his 
children  fall 
away. 


355 


Fell  the  tears,  thou  king  of  swords — 
Towards  the  cbief  no  heart  was  cold  : 
He  went  fortb  to  tbe  war  of  tbe  glens ; 
Foemen  vanished  before  bis  sbield ; 
And  tbeir  joy  was  his  return  in  peace. 


Ossian  de- 
scribes  the 
sorrow  of  all 
the  warriors 
for  the  un- 
timely  fall  of 
Oscar ; 


race.  ISIy  fame  begins  to  pass  away  :  mine  age  will  be  without 
friends.  I  shall  sit  a  grey  cloud  in  niy  hall :  I  shall  not  hear  the 
retum  of  a  son  in  his  sounding  arms.  Weep,  ye  heroes  of  Morven  ! 
never  more  shall  Oscar  rise  !  " 

And  they  did  weep,  O  Fingal  !    Dear  was  the  hero  to  their  souls. 
He  -went  out  to  battle,  and  the  foes  vanislied.     He  retumed  in 
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a.  L.  367-73 
raay  be  tlie 
words  either 
of  Ossiau  or 
of  Oscar.  I 
give  tliem  to 
the  latter  in 
deference  to 
Macpherson. 


/7*0  '\/\.ujs'^  <^\j~ 


Cha  robh  bròn  air  athair  m'a  mhac, 
'Thuit  'an  cònih  -.stri  'an  tlachd  'òige. 
Ghluais  iatlsan  gun  deoir  fo  sgàile, 
360  'N  uair  shìnteadh  air  làr  ceann  an  t-sluaigh. 
Bha  Bran  a'  donnaLaich  r'a  thaobh, 
Luath  gruamach  nan  raon  fo  bhròn ; 
Is  minic  a  glduais  iad  maraon 
Do  sheilg  'us  do  ruadhail^h  na  fàsaich. 

3G5       'N  uair  a  chuunaic  e  'chàirdean  mu'n  cuairt, 

Ghluais  a  spàii'n  gu  luath  fo  'chliabh 

"  Osna  nau  triath  àrda  fo  aois," 

Caoineadh  nan  con,  'us  am  fonn 

A'  briseadh  trom  o  bheul  nam  bàrd ; 
370  Leagh  sud  m'  anam  fèin  fo  blu'òn, 

M'  anam  nach  do  leaghadh  riamh 

'An  còmh  -stri  nan  so;iath,  no  'n  còmhra<i; : 

Bha  e  coslach  ri  cruaidh  mo  lainne. 

Giiilain  mi  do  m'  chruaich,  a  threin, 
375  Tog  clachau  's  a'  bheinn  do  m'  chliu  ; 

Cuir  cabar  an  ruaidh  rium  fdin, 

Lann  thaua  nam  lìcum  ri  m'  thao1)h. 

Togaidh  sruth,  an  cian,  an  ìiir ; 

Chi  sealgair  gu  cìd  a'  cliruaidh  ; 
380  '  So  chaidlieamh  gliarbh  Oscair  fo  smhir, 

Ard  mhòrchuis  nam  bliadhna  'chaidh  uainn.' " 

peacc  aniidst  their  joy.  No  fathcr  mourned  his  son  slain  in  youth  : 
no  hrother  his  brotlior  of  lovc.  They  fell  without  teai-s,  for  tlic 
cliicf  of  the  peoplc  is  low  !  Bran  is  howling  at  liis  fcet ;  glooniy 
Luiith  is  sad,  for  lie  had  often  led  thom  to  the  chase,  to  the  bound- 
ing  roe  of  the  desert  ! 

When   Oscar  saw  liis  fricnds  arduud,  his  hcaviiig  brcast  arose. 
"  Thc  groans,"  lic  saiJ,   "  of  ag(ìd  chicfs,  thu  liowliiig  of  uiy  Jogs, 


J 
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No  fatlier  sorrowed  for  his  sou 
Who  fell  iii  war  iu  the  flower  of  youth  ; 
They  passed,  uuwept,  iuto  the  shade 
3G0  When  the  head  of  the  people  hxy  low. 
Bran  was  howling  by  his  side  ; 
Grim  Lu-a  of  the  mountain-slope  is  sad — ■ 
Ofttimes  had  they  gone  together 
To  chase  the  deer  of  the  forest. 

365       ^\nien  (Oscar)  saw  his  friends  around  him, 

Quickly  heaved  his  labouring  chest. 

"  The  sighs  of  noble  and  of  agèd  chiefs," 

The  whine  of  dogs,  and  the  song 

Bursting  in  grief  from  the  lips  of  bards — 
370  These  melt  my  soul  in  sorrow, 

My  soul  which  never  was  softened 

In  combat  or  conflict  of  shields  ; 

It  was  like  to  the  steel  of  my  sword. 

Bear  me  to  my  hiH,  thou  hero ; 
375  Raise  stones  on  the  Ben  to  my  renown ; 

Close  by  me  lay  the  antlcr  of  the  stag, 

And  tlie  sharp  cleaving  blade  by  my  side. 

Long  time  hence  the  stream  will  sweep  the  earth 

The  hunter  will  see  the  steel  all  bare —       [away ; 
380  '  Here  is  the  sword  of  Oscar  in  rust, 

High  pride  of  the  years  which  have  gone.'" 

the  sudden  bursts  of  the  song  of  grief,  have  melted.  Oscar's  soul ; 
my  soul  that  never  melted  hefore.  It  ■was  like  the  steel  of  my 
sword.  Ossian,  carry  me  to  my  hills !  Eaise  the  stones  of  my  re- 
nown.  Place  the  horn  of  a  deer,  place  my  sword  by  my  side. 
The  torrent  hereafter  may  raise  the  earth  ;  the  himter  may  find  the 
steel  and  say,  '  This  has  heen  Oscar's  sword,  the  pride  of  other 
years  ! ' "     "  Fallest  thou,  son  of  my  fame  ì  shall  I  never  see  thee, 


and  speaks  of 
the  howling  of 
Bran  and  Lu-a 
beside  hiiii. 


The  painful 
seene  niclted 
Oscav's  lieart 
as  it  never 
was  melted 
liefore. 


He  asks  his 
father  to  bear 
him  to  his 
mound,  and 
raise  stones  to 
his  fame. 
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"  'N  clo  thuit  am  mac  a  tlmg  dhomh  cliu  ? 
Nach  f  haic  mi  thu,  'Oscair,  a  chaoidh  'i 
'N  uair  a  chluinueas  triathan  mòr  mu'n  cloinu. 

385 

Nach  cluinn  mi  's  an  àm  ort,  a  thriath  ? 
Bi  'dh  còinneach  air  do  chhichan  liath  ; 

«  Thi'ir  hair— 

Bi  'dh  gaoth  measg  an  ciabhan  fo  bhròn." 

i.c.  thy  iiioss 
on  thc  grey 

Cuirear  còmhrag  gun  thusa  air  slialjh ; 

stones, — more 
than  onee 

Cha  lean  thu  eilid  chiar  mu  thòrr. 

called  "hair" 
or  "locks." 

390 

'N  uair  a  thilleas  an  ffixisrreach  o  strì 

O           O 

'S  e  'g  innseadh  mu  thìr  nan  Gall, 
'  Chunna'  mi  uaisjh  aig;  an  t-sruth, 
'Bha  'beucadh  o  dhubh  nan  càrn, 
Còmhnuidh  gun  leus  do  thriath  ; 

395 

Thuit  e  le  Oscar  nan  carbad. 

6  The  mighty 

Ceann  nan  garbh  do  'n  dàn  ani  bàs.' '' 

doomed  to 
die  ;  lit.  the 

Theagamh  gu-n  cluinueam  fèin  a  ghuth  ; 

mighty  to 
whom  death 

Bi  'dh  sòhis  air  dubh  mo  clileibh." 

is  song — i.  e. 
whose  death 
is  in  song. 

Thuiteadh  an  oidhche  fo  bhròn  ; 

Ann  an  dàn, 
"  in  song," 

400 

Cha-n  èireadh  le  sòhis  a'  ghriau 

means  "  fated  " 
or  "lìxed." — 

'An  sgàile  fiar  na  dòghruinn  ; 

Vide  Note  5, 
vol.  i.  p.  346. 

Sheasadh  na  triathan  mar  scorran 

Macfarlau 
translates 

Air  Moilen'  nan  torra  fo  mliìiig, 

"Quihiis  erat 
carmen  niors." 

Fo  f  haUus  fuar  guu  hiaidli  air  còndirag  ; 

405 

Sgaoil  an  rìgh  gu  caoin  am  bròn 
'S  e  'togail  a  mhòr  gliuth. 

Oscar?    When  others  hear  of  their  scms,  sliall  I  nnt  hcnr  of  f 

lee? 

The 

mnss  is  on  thy  fonr  grey  stonos  ;  tlio  niuuruful  wind  is  tl 

ore. 

Thc 

battle  shall  bo  fought  without  theo  ;  thou  shalt  not  jiursue 

tho 

lUirk-lirown   liinds.      Wlion  tlio  warrior  returns  from  haltlos, 

and 

toUs 

of  othor  lands  :  '  I  have  socn  a  tonib,'  lie   will  say,  '  by 

tho 

roaring  streani,  tlie  dark  dwoUing  of  a  chiof ;  he  fell  Ijy  car-borue 

I 
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"  Has  he  fallen,  the  son  who  brought  me  fame  ì 

Oscar,  shall  I  never  see  thee  more  ì 

When  mighty  chiefs  hear  of  their  sons, 
385  Shall  I  hear  nought  of  thee,  thou  chief  ? 

Moss  shall  cover  thy  grey  stones ; 

The  wincl  amid  their  hair  shall  mourn  ; " 

War  shall  be  waged  without  thee  on  the  hill ; 

Thou  ìvilt  not  chase  the  browu  hind  on  the  peak. 
390  AVhen  the  warrior  shall  return  from  battle, 

And  tell  of  the  kiud  of  the  Gall : 

'  I  behekl  a  grave  by  the  river 

Which  roared  from  the  bLackness  of  the  caii-ns, 

The  lightless  dwelling  of  a  chief 
395  AVho  fell  by  Oscar  of  chariots — 

Head  of  the  mighty,  doomed  to  die.'  * 

Perchance  even  I  may  hear  his  voice ; 

It  will  cheer  the  darkness  of  my  breast." 

Night  woukl  have  faUen  in  sorrow  ; 
400  Nor  would  the  sun  with  gladness  rise 

On  the  troubled  gloom  of  their  distress ; 

The  chiefs  woukl  have  stoocl,  like  jaggèd  clifis, 

On  Moi-Lena  of  misty  peaks, 

In  chilly  sweat,  without  a  word  of  war  : 
405  Gently  the  king  dispelled  their  grief, 

Lifting  his  mighty  voice. 
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Ossìan  raourns 
over  him. 


Tlie  warriors 
were  wholly 
swallowed  up 
in  grief ; 


Oscar,  the  ftrst  of  mortal  men  : '  I  perliaps  sliall  hear  his  voice.     A 
beam  of  joy  will  rise  in  my  soul." 

Night  wouhl  have  descended  in  sorrow,  and  moming  retuined  in 
the  shadow  of  grief.  Our  cliiefs  ■would  have  stood  like  cold  drop- 
pLng  rocks  on  Moi-leua,  and  have  forgot  tlie  war,  did  not  the  king 
disperse  his  grief,  and  raise  his  mighty  voice.     The  chiefs,  as  new- 
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Mhosgail  na  treuna  'n  a  chòir, 
Mar  0  aisling  a'  traoghadh  o  dhubh. 

"  Cia  fada  a  thuiteas  na  dcoir 
410  Air  Moilèn'  nan  tòrr  o  Eirinn  ? 

Cha  till  dhuinn  na  treuna  na  's  mò  ; 

Neart  Oscair  a  chaoidh  cha-n  èirich. 

Tuitidh  gaisgich  'n  an  làithean  fèin ; 

Cha-n  fhaicear  's  a'  bheinn  an  triall. 
415  C'  àit  am  liheil  ar  n-athaire  treun, 

A  shìol  nam  beum  o  'n  àm  a  dh'  iadh  ? 

Thuit  iad  mar  reultan  fo  thòrr, 

'Thog  solus  mòr  air  tìr  fo  mhùig. 

Cha  chluinn  sinn  acli  fuaim  an  cliu  ; 
420  Ach  bu  chliuitcach  iadsan  fein 

'Am  bliadhuan  nan  treun  a  dh'  aom. 

Fuasach  us  baoth  na  dh'fhalbh. 

Mar  sin  a  theid  sinne  o  'n  raon 

'An  làithean  fo  chaol  nam  marbh. 
425  Bitheamaid  's  an  àm  so  fo  chliu, 

'Us  fàgamaid  air  chìil  ar  n-ainm, 

Mar  dhealradh  na  grèine  gun  smùir, 

'N  uair  a  clieilear  fo  dhidihra  a  ceann, 

Fear-astair  fo  bhròn  'us  e  'triall 
430  'G  a  cuimhneachadh  's  an  iar  a'  dealradh. 
'Ullin,  mo  bhàrd  fein  fo  aois. 


awakeiicd  from  droams,  lift  up  tlicir  lieads  aiimiid. 

"llow  long  on  Moi-lena  sliall  we  wccij]  llow  long  pour  in  Erin 
our  tears?  Tlic  mighty  will  not  retum  ;  Osoar  shall  not  rise  in  liis 
•strength.  Tho  valiant  must  fall  in  thcir  day,  and  be  no  moru 
known  on  tlicir  liills.  Whcre  are  our  fathers,  O  warriors  !  thc  chiefa 
of  tho  tinies  of  old  ì    Thcy  havc  set  likc  stars  that  have  shone.    We 
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The  ehiefs  woke  np  arouncl  him 

As  from  a  dream  when  it  ebbs  from  blackuess. 

"  How  long  shall  fall  the  tears 
410  On  Moi-Leua  of  hiUs  in  Erin  ? 

The  brave  will  return  to  us  uo  more  ; 

Never  wiU  the  strength  of  Oscar  rise. 

Heroes  shall  fall  in  their  owu  day; 

Ou  the  Ben  their  path  shall  not  be  seen. 
415  Where  are  our  valiant  fathers — 

Race  of  cleaving  blows  from  time  uow  fied  ì 

They  fell  as  stars  behind  the  hiU, 

Which  shed  great  light  on  a  laud  iu  gioom. 

We  hear  but  the  sOund  of  their  fame  ; 
420  Yet  they  were  iudeed  renovvued 

In  the  years  of  the  brave  who  have  passed  : 

Dread  and  wondrous  were  tliey  wlio  are  gone. 

So  we  shall  pass  from  the  field 

Through  time  into  the  strait  of  death. 
425  Let  us  uow  achieve  reuowu, 

And  leave  our  uame  behind, 

As  the  pure  brightuess  of  the  suu, 

Ere  he  hides  his  head  iu  darkuess  : 

The  traveller  on  his  way  Laments 
430  As  he  recalls  his  shining  iu  the  west. 
UUiu,  my  own  agèd  bard, 


only  hear  the  sound  of  their  praise.  But  tliey  were  renowned  in 
their  years  :  the  terror  of  other  times.  Thus  shall  we  pass  away  in 
the  day  of  our  fall.  Then  let  us  be  renowned  ivhen  we  niay,  and 
leave  our  fame  hehind  us,  like  the  last  Ijeanis  of  the  sun,  when  he 
hides  his  red  head  in  the  west.  The  traveller  mourns  his  absence, 
thinking  of  the  flame  of  his  heanis.     Ullin,  my  aged  bard !  take 


but  Fingal 
rouses  them, 
telling  theni 
that  death 
was  the  ap- 
pointed  lot 
ofall; 


and  that  thcir 
duty  was  to 
acquire  re- 
nown  in  the 
present. 
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DUAN  I.  Gabli  long  a  tha  faoin  o  'n  rigli ; 

Tog  Oscar  gu  Selma  nan  raon. 

Tuitcadli  deoir  o  òighean  nani  frith, 
435  0  ainnir  nau  làn  uchd  'am  Mòrbheiun. 

Buailidh  sinne  còmhrag  na  h-Eirinn 

Mu  shiol  nan  trsun  a  thuit  le  Cormac. 
Tha  lài  mo  bhliadhna  fo  smal ; 

Tlia  hxigs'  ann  am  ruighc  nach  gaun  ; " 
4-tO  Tha  m'  aithrichc  'g  aomadh  o'n  nial 

Gu  faoin-astar  an  liath-mhac, 

Cha  trdigear  an  t-aite  so  fein 

Gun  deakadh  ag  eirigh  do  'chliu. 

Bi'  dh  m'  anam  mar  dhearg-shrutli  nan  sj^eur 
445  Do  bhàrdan  nam  beul  ciuin." 


a  Sore  en- 
t'cebled  is  my 
anu  ;  lit. 
there  is  weak- 
ticss  not  scani 
in  my  arm. 


Thog  UUin  seoil  bhàn'  ri  Tuath. 

Bhuail  gaoth  air  au  stuaidh  o  dlieas  ; 

Leum  luingeas  gu  Sehna  tliar  cuaiu. 

Sheas  mise  fo  ghruaim  tliall 
450  Gun  fhocal  mall  gu  cluais  uaui  foiu. 

Blia  ficagh  'us  cuirm  air  sliabli  Miioilena. 

Chuir  tuille  'us  ceud  gun  bheud  fo  ìiir 

Garbh  Chairbre  nan  tiir  ành 

Cha  chuahas  fonn  o  bheul  gu  'chHu  ; 
455  Bha  'anam  fo  smùir  's  fo  fhuiL 


tliou  thc  sliip  of  tluì  king.  Carry  Osoar  to  Selma  of  liaips.  Lct  tlio 
daughters  of  Morven  wecsp.  We  iiiust  figlit  in  Erin  for  the  raco  of 
fallen  Cormac.  Tlic  days  of  my  years  hcgin  to  fail.  I  fool  tlie 
weakncsa  of  my  arni.  My  fathers  bend  from  their  clouds  to  receive 
their  grey-haired  son.  15ut  before  I  go  heuoe,  one  beam  of  famc 
sliall  rise.     My  days  shall  end  as  my  years  begau,  in  famo.     i\Iy 


20'; 


Take  thou  an  iclle  ship  of  the  king's ; 

Bear  Oscar  to  Sehna  of  plains. 

Let  the  maids  of  the  forests  weep — 
435  The  full-bosomed  daughters  of  Morven. 

We  shall  fight  the  battle  of  Erin 

For  the  race  of  the  brave  who  fell  with  Cormac. 
The  days  of  my  years  are  in  gloom, 

Sore  enfeebled  is  my  arm  : " 
440  My  fathers  beud  dowu  from  the  cloud 

To  the  lagging  step  of  their  grey-haired  son  ; 

(But)  this  same  place  we  shall  not  quit 

Till  we  kindle  the  light  of  his  renown. 

My  life  shall  be  as  the  red  stream  of  the  skies 
445  To  the  bards  of  tuneful  mouth." 
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He  ordtTS 
Ulliu  liis  Ijunl 
to  take  a  sliiji, 
atid  to  bear 
Oscar's  re- 
mains  to 
Selma. 

He  rcsolves  to 
follow  tlie 
war,  i'or  tlie 
restoration  of 
Cormac  to  Iiis 
throne  ; 
and  speaks  of 
his  old  age 
aiid  declinint; 
strength. 


UUin  raised  the  white  sails  for  the  north  ; 

The  south  wind  struck  the  waves  : 

Bounded  the  barque  to  Sehna  o'er  tlie  sea. 

I  stood  apart  in  sorrow  ; 
450  I  spoke  not  a  whisper  to  an  ear. 

A  plenteous  feast  was  on  j\Ioi-Lena's  liill. 

More  than  a  hundred,  with  due  rites,  interred 

Rough  Cairbar  of  the  lofty  towers. 

In  his  praise  no  song  was  heard  ; 
455  His  soul  was  in  darkness  and  in  l^lood. 


Ullin  sails  for 
Selma. 


('airbar  is 
liuried,  but  no 
bard  ventures 
to  raise  a  song 
in  bis  praise. 


life  .shall  be  one  streain  of  liglit  to  bards  of  other  times  !  " 

Ullin  raised  his  white  sails.  The  wind  of  the  south  came  forth. 
He  bounded  on  the  waves  toward  Selma.  I  reniained  in  my  grief, 
but  my  words  were  not  heard.  Tlie  feast  is  spread  on  Moi-lena. 
An  hundred  heroes  reared  the  tomb  of  Cairbar.  No  song  is  raised 
over  the  chief     His  soul  had  been  dark  and  bloody.     The  bards 
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a  The  king 
— i.e.  Cormac, 
rauniered  by 
Cairbar. 


Cliuimbnicli  na  bàrdan  an  rìgli :  " 

C'  uim  a  bliiodh  Cairbre  'an  stri  nan  dàn  ? 

Tluiit  truscan  ua  li-oidhclie  mu'n  cuairt ; 
Clùteadli  shuas  o  cheud  craobh 

400  Deah-adh  'lasadh  mu  ghruaidh  nan  nial. 
Shuidh  Fionnghal  fo  dharach  na  h-à,irde  ; 
Sheas  Althan  nan  dàn  'n  a  chòir 
Le  sgeul  an  dubh-bliròin  mu  Chormac, 
Althan  mac  Chonachair  nan  seòd, 

405  Caraid  gaisgich  a'  mhòr  charbaid. 
Bha  'thuinidh  mar  ri  Cormac  fèin 
'An  Tighmora  nan  treun  ghaoth, 
'N  uair  a  cheileadh  mac  Sheuma  fo  nial, 
Air  taobh  Lègo  nan  ciar  shrutli. 

470  Bu  bhrònach  sgeul  o  Althan  liath, 
A  rosgan  'cur  sios  nan  deur, 
'N  uair  a  labhair  gu  còrr  am  bàrd. 


"  Grian  bhuidhe  a'  plaosgadh  mu  Dliòra, 
An  liath-fheasgar  a'  tòiseachadh  thall, 
475  Cluith  coille  mu'n  cuairt  do  Thighmòra 
Fo  gluKJÌtli  'bha  'caocldadh  mu  chàru  ; 
Tliionail  uiala  dubli,  fuar  's  an  iar 
'Us  dearg  reul'  fo  'n  sgiathan  ag  èirigh  : 
Sheas  mi  'm  aouar  air  aomadh  nan  sliabh 


remem'bered  the  full  of  Conuiic  !  wliat  couM  tliey  i^ay  iii  Cairljar's 
praise  t 

Night  came  roUing  down.  Tlie  liglit  of  aii  Inmdred  oaks  aroso. 
Fingal  sat  bcneath  a  tree.  Old  Althan  stood  iii  tho  niidst.  Ile 
told  the  talc  of  fallen  Coniiac.  Altlian,  tlie  son  of  Conachar,  tlie 
frieiid  of  car-borne  Cutluilliu.     He  dwelt  with  Cormac  in  wiiidy 
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The  bards  remembered  the  king  : " 
Why  should  Cairliar  be  in  vying  songs  ? 

The  robe  of  night  fell  all  around  ; 
From  hundred  trees  was  seen  on  high 

400  Liglit  mantling  on  the  cheeks  of  clouds. 

Fingal  sat  Ijeneath  an  oak-tree  on  the  height : 
Near  him  stood  Althan  of  the  songs 
With  the  bLack  sad  tale  of  Cormac — 
Althan  son  of  Conachar  of  heroes, 

4G5  Frieud  of  the  chief  of  great  chariots. 
He  dwelt  with  Cormac  himself 
In  Temora  of  stormy  winds, 
When  Semo's  son  was  hidden  under  cloud, 
By  the  side  of  Lego  of  brown  streams. 

470  Mournful  was  the  tale  of  grey-haired  Althan  ; 
His  eyes  overflowed  with  tcars 
As  spake  the  bard  iu  touching  words: 

"  The  yellow  sun  shoue  dim  on  Dora, 
Grey  eve  began  to  descend ; 
475  Trembled  the  wood  around  Temora, 
Under  the  fitful  wind  of  the  cairu  ; 
Clouds  cold  and  black  thi'onged  in  the  west, 
And  red  stars  rose  beneath  their  wings. 
Alone  I  stood  on  the  slope  of  the  hills, 


Althan, 
one  of  the 
l>ards  of  Erin, 
relates  to  Fiu- 
gal  the  mur- 
der  of  Cormac 
the  young 
king  of  Erin 
by  Cairbar. 


He  descrihes 
an  evening 
scene  on  Dora, 
where,  look- 
ing  at  the 
clouds  above 
him,  hc  reeog- 
nised  the 
spirit  of 
CuchuUin, 
who  had  had 
eommand  of 
Erin's  forces. 


Temora,  wlien  Semo's  son  feU  at  Lego's  stream.    The  tale  of  Althan 
was  moumful.     The  tear  was  in  Lis  eye  when  he  spoke. 

"  The  sutting  sun  was  yellow  on  Dora.     Grey  evening  began  to 

descend.     Temora's  woods  shook  -svàtli  the  blast  of  the  unconstant 

wind.      A  cloud  gathered  in   the  west :    a  red   star  looked   from 

behind  its  edge.     I  stood  in  the  wood  alone.     I  saw  a  gliost  on  the 
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480 

'Faiciiin  tauuais  air  ciar  uan  speur. 

Blia  'cheuman  mòr  o  cbruaicli  gu  cruaicli, 

Sgiath  leathann  gun  tuar  air  a  thaobh. 

'S  e  'bh'  ann  mac  Sheuma  uam  buaclh ; 

'S  maith  a  b'  aithne  dhomh  gruaim  au  laoich. 

485 

Shiubhail  e  'n  a  osaig  fèin  ; 
Bha  clorcha  gun  leus  mu'u  cuairt. 
Thuit  m'  anam  fo  l^hròu  guu  fheum  : 
Ghluais  mi  gu  talla  uan  stuadh, 
Talla  slige  uam  fuaim  fiah 

490 

Mìle  solus  ag  eirigh  àrd, 

Làn  cheud  de  na  bàird  fo  theud, 

Sheas  Cormac  'n  am  meadhon  cho  àillidh 

Ri  òg-reull  ag  èirigh  's  an  speur, 

'N  uair  sheaUas  i  'an  sòlas  ciuin 

495 

0  chbl  nan  sKabh  mùgach  's  an  ear, 
A  h-ùr  dhealra  a'  glanadh  o  dhrùchd 
Gun  smùii'  a'  siubhal  o  lear ; 
Gluaisidh  a  h-astar  sàmhach  suas 
Gun  nial  a'  ceileadh  fo  ghruaim  a  h^ois. 

500 

Claidheamh  Artho  'au  làimh  au  rìgh. 

a  Three 

'Us  e  'g  a  tharruing  'an  strì  òige ; 

tÌllK'S  tllfi 

sword  refused 
tn  start ;  lit. 

Tri  chuairt  a  tliaiTuing  e  le  neart, 

Tri  chuairt  dli'flian  fo  bheairt  an  lann." 

untli'f  nhcafk 

A  chiabhan  doun  m'a  ghuaillibh  shuas, 

rciiiuhied  tìir 
sword. 

505 
.lark 

Las  solus  'n  a  ghruaidhean  òg. 

jning  air  !     His  stride  extcnded  from  hiU  to  hill.     His  shicld 

was 

dim  on  his  side.     It  was  the  son  of  Semo.     I  knew  tho  war- 

rior'h 

face.     But  ho  passed   away  in   his  blast,  and  all  was  dark 

arnuiid  !     My  soul  was  sad.     I  weut  to  tlie  Lall  of  shclls.     A  thuu- 

sand  liglits  arose.     Tho  liundred  bards  had  strunr;  tlie  harj).     Cor- 

uiac 

4()od  iii  thc  iuid.-it,  likf  thc  in(irinii,i,'  star  wlicii   it  rcjdices  oii 

i 


211 


480  Beholding  a  ghost  on  the  dusk  of  the  sky. 

His  great  strides  were  from  peak  to  peak, 

A  broad  dim  shield  was  by  his  side  : 

It  was  the  son  of  conquering  Semo  ; 

Well  did  I  know  the  hero's  frown. 
48.5  He  passed  away  on  his  own  blast ; 

Eayless  darkness  fell  around. 

IMy  soul,  unnerved,  sank  under  grief : 

1  went  to  the  hall  of  towers — 

The  hall  of  festive-souuding  shells. 
490  A  thousand  lights  rose  up  on  high, 

Full  huudred  bards  attuned  the  string. 

Stood  Cormac  in  their  midst,  as  bright 

As  a  young  star,  when,  rising  in  the  sky, 

It  looks  in  gentle  gladness 
495  From  the  back  of  misty  mountains  in  the  east, 

Its  fresh  brightness  shiuing  through  the  dew 

That  travels  iu  pureness  from  oeean  ; 

In  sUence  moves  its  path  on  high, 

Without  a  cloud  in  fi-own  to  dim  its  liglit. 
500  In  the  hand  of  the  king  was  Artho's  sword, 

And  he  drew  it  in  eagerness  of  youth  ; 

Three  times  he  puUed  with  his  might — 

Three  times  the  sword  refused  to  start." 

Round  his  shoulders  fell  his  dark-brown  liair, 
505  Light  glowed  in  his  youthful  cheeks. 

the  eastem  hLll,  and  its  young  beams  are  bathed  in  showers.  Bright 
and  silent  is  its  progTess  aloft,  but  the  cloud  that  shaU  hide  it  is 
near !  The  sword  of  Artho  was  in  the  hand  of  the  king :  he 
looked  with  joy  on  its  polished  studs.  Thrice  he  attempted  to  draw 
it,  and  thrice  he  failed.  His  yellow  locks  are  spread  on  his  shoulders  ! 
his  cheeks  of  yoiith  are  red.     I  mourned  over  tlic  beam  nf  youth, 


dnring 

Cormac's 

minority. 


In  ileep  dis- 
tress  he  went 
to  the  palaee 
of  young 
Cormac, 


He  descrihes 
the  brightness 
of  the  king's 
appearance. 


Cormac  tries 
to  draw  the 
sword  of 
Artho  his 
father,  Imt 
fails  iu  doing 
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"  My  ilecp 
ilistiess ;  lit. 
my  blnck  gricf. 


Bha  bròii  domh  fèiii  mu'n  deari'sa  ghlan, 
'Bha  gu  tuiteam  fo  smal  cho  gi-ad. 

"  Thuirt  au  t-òg  le  fiamh  a  ghàire, 
'  Am  fac'  Althan  am  bàrd  an  treun  ? 

510  'S  trom  claidheamh  rìgh  Eirinu  'liu  sliàin 
Bha  'ruighe  ro  làidir  gu  beum. 
'S  truagh  nach  coltach  mi  'an  còmlu-ag 
Ri  m'  athair  còrr  fo  mhosghidh  feirg ; 
Thach'rainns'  'an  iomairt  nàu  seòd 

515  Ri  nàmhaid  mòr  ChuchuUin  fèin, 
Ceanntàhx  nan  garlih  charbad. 
Is  maith  gu-n  druideadh  bliadhna  suas, 
'Althan  nan  duan,  's  gu-m  bi  'n  làmh  so 
Làidir  'an  còmhrag  nan  treun. 

520  An  cual'  thu  mu  mhac  Sheuma  an  àigh, 
Ceann-uidhe  'an  àrd  Thighmòra  ? 
Truagh  nach  eil  e  nall  le  'chliu 
'Us  a  ghealladh  's  an  àm  dhomh  fein. 
Tha  bàrda  'g  a  fheitlieauih  le  fonn, 

525  Cuii'm  sgaoilte  'au  taUa  nau  teud.' 

"  Chuahi  mi  Cormac  'an  sàuilichair  ; 
Thuit  deoir  gu  tL\th  o  mo  ghruaidh, 
Is  mi  'g  an  ceileadh  le  ni'  liath-cliialìh. 
Chunnaic  uu  rì'di  mo  dliulih  lihròn." 


for  lio  was  soon  to  set ! 

"  '  Altlian,'  ho  .said,  witli  a  .smilc:,  '  didst  tliou  beliold  iiiy 
fathor?  lleavy  is  tlie  sword  of  tho  kiiig  ;  siirely  his  arni  was  strong. 
O  that  1  wero  like  liini  in  battlc^  wlicn  the  rage  of  liis  wrath  arose  ! 
thcn  wonhl  I  liave  niet  with  Cutliullin,  the  car-borne  son  of  Can- 
tc'la  !      liut  ycars  niay  (■(inic  on,  ()  Althan  !  ainl   iiiy  arni  bc  strong. 


( 


I  mourned  for  the  brightness  piire, 
So  soon  to  set  in  darkness. 
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"  The  youth  said,  with  a  gentle  smile, 

'  Has  Althan,  the  bard,  beheld  the  hero  '{ 
510  Weighty  tlie  sword  of  Erin's  greatest  king  ; 

His  arm  was  very  strong  to  smite. 

Would  that  in  battle  I  were  like 

My  matchless  father  when  his  wrath  was  roused 

In  the  conflict  of  heroes  I  would  mcet 
515  Even  the  great  foe  of  Cuchullin, 

Kentala  of  the  ruggecl  cars. 

Haply  the  years  will  hasten  on, 

Althan  of  sougs,  and  then  this  arm 

Shall  be  strong  in  conflict  of  the  bravc. 
520  Hast  thou  heard  of  Semo's  noble  son, 

The  ruler  in  high  Temora  1 

Would  he  were  liere  with  his  renown, 

As  he  promised  me  crewhile  ! 

Bards  await  him  with  the  song — 
525  The  feast  is  spread  in  tlie  hall  of  harps.' 


He  longs  for 
tlie  day  wlien 
he  shall  be 
able  to  wield 
liis  father's 
sword,  so  that 
he  may  meet 
Kentala,  tlie 
iliief  opjio- 
]ient  of  Cu- 
ehuUin  ; 


and  asks  AI- 
than  if  he  liad 
heard  tidings 
of  Cuehullin, 
whose  |)re- 
sence  lie  muuh 
longed  for. 


"  In  silence  I  listened  to  Cormac ; 
Tears  fell  softly  dowu  my  cheek, 
While  I  hid  them  with  my  hoary  locks  : 
The  king  perceived  my  deep  distress." 


Noticing  that 
Althàn  was  in 
(leep  grief,  he 
asks  if  Cu- 
chullin  has 
fallen,  or  if 
Torla  or  Cair- 


Hiist  thou  lit'ard  of  Semo's  son,  the  ruler  of  high  Teniora?  He 
uiight  }iave  returned  with  his  fame.  He  promiscd  to  return  to- 
night.  My  bards  wait  him  witli  songs  :  my  feast  is  spread  in  thc 
hall  of  kings.' 

"  I  heard  Cormac  in  silence.     My  tears  began  to  flow.     I  liid 
them  with  my  aged  locks.     The  king  perceived  my  grief.     '  Son  of 
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<"■  Were  my 
arm  Init  as 
(thatnf)Cueh. 
ullin  ;  lit.  as 
CuchuUin — a 
jitauli.ir  fonn 
of  cxpression 
to  which  I 
have  adverted 
clsewliere. 
'  Dceds  to 
be  renieni- 
hered  would 
be  done  ;  lit. 
deeds  aftcr  il 
(i.e.  "thefame 
of  my  mighty 
sires  ")  wmld 
cmnc  ovcr — an 
cxprcssion  fre- 
([Uently  uscd 
for  "hapjicn- 
ing,"  "taking 
place." 
c  "  Dumb"  is 
tlie  literal 
r<Midcring  ; 
"dull"ismore 
aeconling  to 
English  idiom. 


530  '  'Mhic  Clionachair  nan  còrr  dhàn, 
'Bheil  mac  Sheunia  uan  laun,  ìosal  1 
C'  uim  a  bhriseas  an  osna  gu  cUomhair, 
Na  deoir  a'  dol  sìos  le  do  ghruaidh  ? 
'Bheil  Torlath  nan  carbad  aig  làimh  ì 

535  Fuaim  Chaii'bre  nan  ruadh  chiabh  ? 
Thàinig  iadsan  ;   chi  mi  do  Ijhròu  ; 
Triath  Thhra  nan  tòrr  fo  smal. 
Nach  gluais  mi  do  chòmhrag  nan  seòd  ì 
Cia  mar  thogas  sleagh  mhòr  nan  cath  ì 

540  Nam  biodh  mo  ruighe  mar  Chuchulliu," 
Theicheadh  Cairbre  o  'n  tulaich  fo  fhiamh; 
]\Ihosgladh  cliu  mo  shinns're  treun, 
Thigeadh  gnìomhan  fo  dhèigh  a  nall.'  *" 

"  Glac  esan  bogha  cròm  'n  a  làimh, 
545  Na  dcoir  a'  snàmli  m'a  ghruaidh 

0  rosgaibh  reachdmhor  an  òg  tliriath. 

Bha  bròn  a'  dorchadh  trom  mu'u  cuairt ; 

Bha  bàrda  nan  duan  ag  aomadh 

Thar  faoiu  thoirm  an  ceud  elàrsach. 
550  Bha  mall  aiteal  thall  air  teudaibh  ; 

Bha  fuaim  anu  guu  fheum,  'us  ballih.'" 

Chuahis  guth  'ljha  fada  uaiuu, 

Mar  aon  fhear  fo  gliruaim  'us  bròn. 

B'  e  CaruU  o  aimsir  na  luaidh 


Cdiiacliar,'  hu  said,  '  is  tlio  son  of  Seiuo  low  ?  Wliy  bursts  the 
si^h  in  secret?  Why  dcscciuls  the  tear?  Conies  the  car-borne 
Torlatli  1  Conies  the  sound  of  red-haired  Cairlinr  ?  'riioy  conie  ; 
for  I  hehoUl  thy  grief.  Mossy  Tnra's  cliief  is  low.  Shail  I  not 
rush  to  1)attle  ì  But  I  cannot  lift  tlie  sjiear.  0  had  niino  arm  tlie 
strength  of  Cuthullin,  soon  would  Cairbar  fly !  tlie  fame  of  niy 
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530  '  Connachar's  son  of  matcliless  lays, 

Is  Semo's  son  of  swortls  (laid)  low  ì 

Wherefore  breaks  thy  secret  sigh, 

And  tears  flow  down  thy  cheek  ? 

Is  Torla  of  the  chariots  nigh  ? 
535  Is  the  noise  of  red-haired  Cairbar  (heard)  1 

They  have  come  ;  I  see  thy  grief — 

The  lord  of  Tura  of  towers  (is)  in  glooni. 

Shall  I  not  go  forth  to  the  conflict  of  heroes  ■? 

How  shaU  I  lift  the  great  spear  of  battle  ? 
540  Were  my  arm  but  as  (that  of)  CuchuUin," 

Cairbar  would  flee  from  the  hiU  in  fear ; 

Tlie  fame  of  my  mightj'  sires  would  awake, 

And  deeds  to  be  remcmbered  woukl  be  done.' ' 

"  lu  his  hand  he  graspcd  the  bended  bow, 
545  Tears  streaming  down  his  cheek 

From  the  burning  eyes  of  the  youthful  princc. 

Grief  was  darkeniug  deep  aU  rouud  ; 

The  bards  of  song  bent  down 

O'er  the  hoUow  soundiug  of  theii'  hundrcd  harps 
550  Slow  airs  Hngered  on  the  chords — 

There  was  sound,  but  meaningless  and  duml).'^ 

A  voice  was  heard  from  afar, 

Like  (that  of)  one  in  gloom  and  sorrow. 

It  was  Carul  from  times  of  renown 


fathers  would  he  renewed,  and  the  deeds  of  otlier  times  ! ' 

"  He  took  his  bow.  The  tears  flow  down  from  both  his  sparkling 
eyes.  Grief  saddens  roimd.  The  bards  bend  forward  from  their 
hundred  harps.  The  lone  blast  touched  their  trembling  strings ;  the 
sound  is  sad  and  low  !  A  voice  is  heard  at  a  distance  as  of  ono  in 
grief.     It  was  Carril  of  other  times  who  came  from  dark  Slimora. 


bar,  his  ene- 
mies,  were 
approaching. 


He  grasped 
his  bow,  but 
an  ominous 
silence  fell 
over  the  harps 
of  his  hundred 
bards  ; 


and  a  voice  of 
wailing  was 
be'ard  at  a  dis- 
tance — the 
voice  of  Carul, 
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555  'Thàinig  thairis  o  chiar  nan  slialjh  mòr. 
Labhair  c  mu  l)hàs  Chuchullin, 
M'  a  ghnìomhan  uile  'an  catli  nau  scùd. 
Labliair  e  mar  sgaoil  an  sluagli 
Ag  iaclhadli  m'a  uaigh  an  àird, 

5G0  An  arma  air  talamh  gun  ghniomli ; 

Cha  robli  [smuain]  mu  sgiath  no  còmhra 
Thuit  esan  'cliuir  teine  fo  blieum. 


o  "Without 
a  tìimtght  of 
eliiekl  or  bat- 
tle."   There  is 
a  blaiik  in  this 
Gaelic  line. 
E.  M'Lachlan 

SUpplÌl'S  COTÌl- 

radh,  whicli  I 
Jo  not  unilcr- 
stanil ;  Mac- 
farlan,  "me- 
moria."     I 
have  inserted 
s^mtainy 
"  tliou''ht." 


"  '  Co  iadsa','  thuirt  Carull  caoin, 

'  'Tha  luath  mar  ruadhaibh  nam  faoin  bliciuni  ? 
5G5  Co  iadsa  mar  òg  choiU'  nan  cranna 

'An  ùrlar  nan  gleanna  fo  bhraon  ì 

Co,  ach  clann  Usnoth  nan  triath 

0  Ètha  nan  liath  shruth  ? 

Mhosgail  an  sluagli  ri  'n  taolili, 
570  Mar  neart  teine  air  faobhair  cliàrn, 

'N  uair  a  gluaiseas  gu  grad  a'  gliaotb 

Air  a  sgiathan  faoin  o  'n  fhàsach, 

MaLa  cliiar  nan  scòrr  a'  boillsgeadh  ; 

Scasaidh  maruich  fo  shoillse  air  cuan. 
575  Chualas  sgiatli  Cliathbaid  fo  fhuaini. 

Chunna'  gaisgich  'an  gruaidh  Nàthois 

Neart  'us  buaidh  CliuchuUin  fein  : 

Mar  sin  a  bha  'clieuman  air  fraoch. 

Thà  còmlu-ag  air  taobh  na  Lègo, 

He  told  of  the  fall  of  Cuthullin  ;  lie  told  of  his  uiight}-  dLed.s. 
Tho  peoplo  were  scattered  round  liis  tomb ;  thcir  arnis  lay  on  tlio 
ground.  Thcy  had  forgot  tho  war,  for  he,  their  fire,  was  seon  no 
nioro  ! 

"  '  lìut  wlio,'  Kiiid  tlio  .siil't-voicod  ('arril,  'wlio  couio  liko  boundiiig 
roes  ?  Tlu'ir  staturo  is  liko  young  troos  iu  Ihe  vaUoy  growiug  in  a 
sliower  I     Soft  and  ruddy  are  their  clioeks  !     Fearless  souls  look 
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555  Who  camc  tkrougli  the  clusk  of  great  hiUs. 
He  spake  of  the  death  of  C'uchuUin, 
Aucl  of  all  his  cleeds  iu  the  war  of  the  brave. 
He  told  ho-\v  the  people  had  fled  (the  fiekl) 
To  gather  arouud  his  grave  ou  the  hiU  ; 

5G0  Their  arms  (cast)  idly  ou  the  ground, 
"Without  [a  thought]  of  shiekl  or  battle  ;" 
Fallen  is  he  who  had  fired  the  fight. 

"  '  A^^io  are  these,'  said  gentle  Carul, 

'  Fleet  as  the  deer  of  desert  Bens  ? 
5G5  Who  like  the  trees  of  a  young  forest 

On  the  floor  of  glens  under  shower  ? 

Who  but  the  sons  of  noble  Usnoth,^ 

From  Eta  of  the  hoary  streams  ? 

The  people  leaped  up  Ijy  thcir  side, 
570  Like  the  strength  of  fire  ou  mouutain-ridge 

When  swiftly  travels  the  wind 

On  its  wandering  wiugs  from  the  desert. 

The  dusky  brows  of  peaks  are  gleaming  ; 

The  mariner  on  ocean  stands  in  fight. 
575  Heard  is  the  shield  of  Ca-bad  sounding. 

Heroes  saw,  in  the  face  of  Na-hos, 

The  mastering  strength  of  CuchuUin's  self ; 

Such  was  his  step  on  the  heather. 

A  combat  is  on  the  banks  of  Lego, 

furth  from  tlie  eyes  !  "WLo  but  the  sons  of  Usnoth,  chief  of  streaniy 
Etha  ?  The  people  rise  on  every  side  like  the  strength  of  an  half- 
extingiiished  fìre,  when  the  winds  conie  sudilen  from  the  desert  on 
their  rustKng  wings.  Sudden  glows  the  dark  brow  of  the  hill ; 
the  passing  niariner  lags  on  his  wnds.  The  sound  of  Caithbat's 
shield  -was  heard.  The  warriors  saw  Cuthullin  in  Nathos.  So 
rolled  his  sparkling  eyes  !  his  steps  were  such  on  heath  !     Battles 


who  tolfl  of 
the  dcath  of 
Cuchulliii,:iiiil 
of  the  scattfi- 
ing  of  his  host 
after  his  fall ; 


hnt  Na-hos 
froiii  Eta 
restored  the 


Jefeated  the 
foe,  and  was 
soon  to  visit 
t'onnac  in 
Temora, 
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580  'S  òg  Nàthos  nan  lann  fo  blmaiclli 
Thig  au  triath  gascla  gu  h-ealamh 
Gu  do  thalla,  a  rìgh  Thiohmòra.' 


a  Lovcd 
Canil ;  lit. 
Carul  thyself. 


"  '  Faiccam  gu  h-ealamh  an  triath,' 
Thuirt  Gorm-shìiil  nan  ciabha  donn  ; 

585  '  Ach  tha  bròn  a'  dùbhradh  mo  chleiljh 
Mu  ChuchuUin  nan  sgiath  's  nan  sonn  ; 
Is  minic  air  Dòra  nan  sìan 
'Ghluais  sinne  gu  seilg  nan  ruadh, 
Is  minic  a  chòmhraidh  mu  threunaibh, 

590  Air  gnìomhan  's  air  beuman  mo  shìnns're, 
Mo  shòhis  a'  dealradh  's  ag  èirigh. 
Suidh-sa  sìos,  a  Charuill  fèin," 
Aig  cuirm  nan  teud,  'us  cluinncam  dàn. 
Is  taitncach  a  ghnàth  do  ghutli  ; 

595  Tog  am  fonn  mu  cldiu  ChuchuUin, 
'S  mu  Nàthos  uan  cunnart  o  Etlia.' 


"  Gi'ad  a  mhosgail  an  là  o  stuaidh 
Le  'uile  dhcarrsa  ruadh  o  'n  ear. 
Thàinig  Crathan  gu  taUa  nam  buadli, 
fiOO  Mac  Geal-làmh,  a  bhuail  au  aois. 

'  Chunna'  mi  dubh-nial  's  an  f  liàsach, 
A  rìgh  nan  sàr  thriath  'an  Eirinn  : 
Bu  nial  e  do  rèir  mo  smuainte — 


iiro  fought  at  Lego.     Thc  sword  of  Nathos  prevails.     Soon  .shalt 
tliou  behold  him  in  thy  halls,  kiug  of  Teniora  of  groves  ! ' 

"  '  Soon  may  I  behold  thc  chicf,'  replied  the  bhie-eyed  king ; 
'  but  my  soul  is  sad  for  Cnthullin.  His  voice  was  pleasant  in  mine 
car.  Often  have  wc  moved  on  Dora  to  the  rhase  of  the  dark-brown 
liinds.     IIis  bow  was  unerring  on  the  hills.     He  spoke  of  mighty 
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580  And  youug  Na-lios  of  spears  prev^ails  : 
The  gallant  priuce  will  sti-aightway  come 
To  thy  hall,  thou  kiug  of  Temoi-a.' 

"  '  Soou  may  I  see  the  prince,' 

Said  the  bhie-eyed  of  dark-brown  hair  ; 
585  '  But  sorrow  darkens  my  breast 

For  Cuchullin  of  shields  and  of  heroes. 

Ofttimes  on  Dora  of  storms 

Did  we  rauge  in  chase  of  the  deer ; 

Often  discoursed  we  of  the  brave — 
590  Of  the  deeds  and  blows  of  my  fathers, 

Kindling  and  brightening  my  jov. 

Sit  thou  down,  loved  Carul," 

To  the  tuneful  feast,  and  let  me  hear  a  song ; 

Pleasing  always  is  thy  ^'oice. 
595  Kaise  the  lay  to  the  fame  of  Cuchulliu, 

And  to  danger-dariug  Na-hos  from  Eta.' 

"  Straightway  woke  the  day  from  tho  wave, 
With  all  its  ruddy  glow  from  east. 
Came  Cra-han  to  the  hall  of  victories, 
600  Son  of  Lam-gel,  stricken  iu  age  : 
'  I  saw  a  black  cloud  in  the  desert, 
King  of  high  chiefs  in  Erin  : 
A  cloud  I  deemed  it  was  in  sooth — 


men ;  he  told  of  the  deeds  of  my  fathers.  I  felt  my  rising  joy. 
But  sit  thou  at  the  feast,  O  Carril  !  I  have  often  heard  thy  voice. 
SLng  in  praise  of  Cuthullin  ;  sing  of  Xathos  of  Etha  ! ' 

"  Day  Tose  on  Temora  -vrith  all  the  heams  of  the  east.  Crathin 
came  to  the  hall,  the  son  of  old  Gellàma  !  '  I  hehold,'  he  said, 
'  a  cloud  in  the  desert,  king  of  Erin  !  a  cloud  it  seemed  at  first,  but 


Cormac  la- 
ments  tlie  fall 
of  CuchulUn. 


In  the  morn- 
ing  of  thf  fol- 
lowing  day 
Cra-han  tuUs 
Cormac 
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DUAis'  I.  _4ch  sluagh  so  tlia  'dùuaclli  mu  lear. 

605  'S  fear  mòr,  'us  a  cheuniau  fo  ueart, 

A  ruaclh  chiabh  mu  seach  auns  a'  gliaoith, 
Sffiath  a'  boillsf;eadh  ri  soiUse  o  'n  ear, 
Sleagh  fhada  a'  casadh  'n  a  làimh.' 

"  '  Gairm  c  gu  cuirm  Thighmòra,' 
010  Tliuirt  òg  rìgh  a'  sioladh  gu  soillse  ; 

'  Gairm  e  gu  talla  uam  mòr  thriath, 

'Mhic  Geal-làmh  nan  gnìomh  's  nau  dàu. 

'S  e  'u  gaisgeach  o  Etha  a  th'  auu, 

E  'tighin  a  nall  fo  chliu. 
615  Ceud  fàilte  air  coigreach  nan  treuu, 

An  caraid  thu  iè'm  do  Chormac  1 

'Charuill,  's  gruamach  e  's  cha  chiuiu  ; 

Tha  e  'tarruing  o  'chìll  au  laun. 

An  e  so  mac  Usnoth  fo  chliu, 
620  A  bliàird  a  chuir  as  ùr  ua  bh'aun  1 ' 


625 


"  '  Cha-n  e  mac  Usnoth  a  th'  aun, 
Ach  Cairbre,  do  nàmhaid  fo  cholg, 
C'  uim  a  thàinig  thu  fo  lann, 
A  thriath  dhul)h-niaidh  uam  mala  borb  ? 
Na  tog  do  chruaidh,  a  threin,  air  rìgh. 
C'  uim  a  ghluaiseas  gun  strì  do  luatli'  s  ? ' 
Ghluais  esan  'n  a  dhìibhra  ciar ; 


now  a  crowd  of  inon  !  One  strides  before  tlieni  in  liis  strcn^tli. 
llis  rcd  hair  llics  in  winil.  His  shicld  glitters  to  tlie  bcam  of  thc 
east.  IIis  spear  is  in  his  hand.'  '  Call  liim  to  the  feast  of  Tcmoi-a,' 
replicd  tlic  brifjhtening  king.  '  !My  liall  is  tlie  houso  of  strangcrs, 
son  of  gencrous  Gellània  !  It  is  pcrhaps  the  chief  of  Etlia  coming 
in  all  his  renowu.     Hail,  mighty  stranger !  art  thou  of  tho  friends 
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But  'tis  a  host  which  musters  on  the  plaiu. 
005  Ancl  a  great  one  strides  in  his  strength, 
His  red  locks  streaming  on  the  wind ; 
(His)  shield  is  gleaming  to  the  light  from  east, 
A  long  spear  fìrm-grasped  in  his  hand.' 

"  '  Bid  him  to  the  feast  of  Temora,' 
GIO  Said  the  youthful  king,  eahiiing  in  joy  ; 

'  Call  him  to  the  hall  of  mighty  chiefs, 

Son  of  Lam-gel  of  deeds,  aud  of  soug. 

The  hero  from  Eta  it  is, 

Coming  onward  in  his  renown. 
615  A  huudred  welcomes  to  the  miglity  strangcr; 

Art  thou  iudeed  a  frieud  to  Cormac  ? 

Fierce,  and  not  mild,  he  is,  0  Carul ! 

And  he  draws  his  bLade  from  his  back. 

Is  this  the  reuowuèd  son  of  Usnoth, 
020  Thou  bard,  who  renewest  the  past  1 ' 

"  '  It  is  uot  the  son  of  Usnotli, 
But  Cairbar,  tliy  foe,  iu  wrath. 
Wherefore  camest  thou  in  arms, 
Tliou  dark-red  chief  of  savage  brow  ? 
G2'ì  Lift  not  thy  steel  agaiust  the  king,  thou  strong  one. 
Why  speed  so  fast  in  time  of  peace  ? ' 
Onward  he  pressed  in  his  dusky  gloom ; 
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of  warriors 
witli  a  miglity 
lcailcr  at  tln'ir 
lii.-ail. 


Cormac  asks 
Cra-han  to  in- 
vite  hiin  to 
the  feast,  and 
as  he  Jraws 
near,belicvinf; 
him  to  be  Na- 
hos,  welcomi'3 
him  wamily  ; 
but  as  the 
warrior  came 
closer,  he  saw 
sigus  of  wrath 
on  his  coun- 
tenance,  aml 
asks  Carul 
who  he  is. 


Canil  tells 
him  that  it  is 
Cairbar  his 
enemy ;  and 
turning  to 
Cairbar,  com- 
mands  him 
not  to  injure 
the  king. 


of  Coruiac  ì     But  Carril,  he  is  dark  and  imlovelj' ;  lie  i.lraws  liis 
ssword.     Is  that  the  son  of  Usnoth,  bard  of  the  tinie.s  of  old  ? ' 

"  '  It  is  not  the  son  of  Usnoth,'  said  Carril ;  '  it  is  Cairhar  thy 
for.  'WTiy  comest  thou  in  thy  arnis  to  Teniora,  chief  of  the  gloomy 
hriiw!  Let  not  thy  sword  rise  against  Cormac  !  AVhither  dost 
thuu  turn  thy  speed  ? '     He  passed  on  in  darkness.     He  seized  the 
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Ghlac  e  làmh  an  rìgh  'n  a  làimh. 
Chunnaic  Cormac  fèiu  am  bàs, 

G30  Lasair  feii"g  a'  snàmh  m'  a  shhilean." 
'  Treig  so,  a  thriath  Atha  nam  beud  ; 
Thig  Nàthos  an  treun  le  còmhi-ag. 
Tha  thu  dàna  'am  meadhon  mo  thalla, 
'S  mo  ruighe  neo-neartor,  fo  lann.' '' 

035  Ghluais  an  claidheamh  suas  tro'  'chliabh 
Thuit  'an  talhx  a  shiuns're  an  triath, 
A  chiabhan  àluinu  sgaoilt'  air  thahxmh, 
'Us  deathach  na  fala  mu'n  cuairt. 


"  Gleamed 
rounJ  his 
eycs  ;  lit. 


6  Weak  ; 
lit.  ìm^trong. 


" '  'N  do  thuit  anns  an  taUa,'  thuirt  Carull, 

G40  '  Mac  Artho  'bu  taithrisc  fial, 

Gun  sgiath  Chuchullin  'bhi  mar  ris, 
No  sleaerh  athar,  am  mòr  thriatli  1 
Is  brònacli  sibhs ,  a  chruacha  Eirinn, 
'Us  e  gun  eirigh  measg  a  shkiaigli. 

G4.5  Sìth  le  d'anam  fein,  a  Chormaic, 
Chaidh  thusa  fo  dhorcha  'an  òige.' 

"  Tliàinig  focaha  CiiaruiU  suas 
Gu  cluais  Chairl)re  nan  ruadli  cliiabli. 
Dhùin  e  na  bàrdau  fo  dhìiblua ; 
650  Bha  eagal  air  m'a  hmn  a  shìneadh 
Gu  bàrd,  ge  dorcha  clì  a  chbabh. 


liand  of  tho  king.  Cormac  foresaw  liis  death  ;  thc  rage  of  his  eyes 
arose.  '  Retire,  thou  chief  of  Atha !  Nathos  conies  with  war. 
Thou  art  bold  in  Cormac's  hall,  for  his  arm  is  weak.'  The  sword 
entered  the  sije  of  tho  king.  lle  fell  in  the  halls  of  his  fathers. 
IIis  fair  liair  is  in  thc  dust ;  his  blood  is  sraoking  round. 

"  '  Art  tliou  fallen  in  thy  lialls  ! '  said  Carril.     '  U  son  of  noblc 
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In  his  hand  he  seized  the  hand  of  the  king. 
Cormac  saw  that  it  was  death  ; 

G30  A  flame  of  wi-ath  gleamed  round  his  eyes  :" 
'  Forbear,  Athas  chief  of  direful  deeds ! 
Na-hos  the  brave  wdl  come  with  combat. 
Tirou  art  bold  in  the  midst  of  my  liall, 
Since  my  arm  is  weak  to  wield  a  braud.' '' 

635  The  sword  passed  upwards  through  his  breast ; 
In  the  hall  of  his  fathers  fell  the  priuce, 
His  lovely  locks  spread  in  the  dust, 
And  the  smoke  of  his  bhjod  around. 

" '  Has  he  faUen  in  the  hall,'  said  Carul, 
040  '  Artho's  son,  tlie  geuerous  aud  the  true, 
Without  the  presence  of  Cuchullin's  shield, 
Or  the  spear  of  his  father — mighty  prince  i 
Mournful  are  ye,  ye  peaks  of  Erin, 
Since  he  wiU  never  rise  amid  his  hosts. 
645  Peace  to  thy  soul,  0  Cormac  ! 

Thou  hast  gone  into  darkness  in  youtli.' 

"  The  words  of  Carul  reached 
The  ear  of  red-haired  Caù-bar. 
Into  darkness  he  thrust  the  bards ; 
650  He  feared  to  stretch  his  sword 

Against  a  bard,  though  dark  and  hard  his  heart. 


Artlio  !  tlie  shiekl  of  Cuthullin  was  not  near;  nor  the  spear  of 
thy  father.  Moiirnful  are  the  mountains  of  Erin,  for  the  chief  of 
the  people  is  low  !  Blest  be  thy  soul,  0  Cormac  !  Thou  art  dark- 
ened  in  thy  youth.' 

"  His  words  came  to  the  ears  of  Cair'bar.    He  closed  us  in  the  midst 
of  darkuLSs.     He  feared  to  stretch  liis  sword  to  the  bards,  though 
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Connac  him- 
selfreproaclies 
him  for  takiug 
advanta^e  of 
his  youth,  anJ 
tells  him  of 
the  speedy 
approacli  of 
Na-hos. 


Cairbar  an- 
swers  by 
phinging  his 
sword  in  his 
breast. 


Carul  laments 
his  full. 


Cairbar,  of- 
fended  at  this, 
imprisons 
C'arul  and  tlie 
other  bards  in 
a  cave ;  but 
dared  not  shed 
their  blood  on 
account  of  the 
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a  Givc  IVc-e- 
(loiii,  &e.  ; 
Gacl.  tlUiSfjrtì^, 
geiK'riillywrit- 
teu  faasgail, 
which  is  evi- 
dently  a  betti>r 
fonii,  conuect- 
Ìllf,'  itsclf 
reiidily  witli 
fu  sganil, 
"iit  liirf'e." 


Fada  bha  siune  fo  bhròn. 
Thàinig  Cathmor  còrr,  an  triath  ; 
Chual'  e  ar  guthau  o  'u  chòs  : 
G55  Thioundaidh  e  'shealladh  gu  fiar 
Air  Cairbre  nan  ciar  smuainte. 

"  '  A  bhràthair  Chathmoir,'  tliuirt  an  sròd, 
'  Cia  fada  bhios  bròn  air  m'  inutinn, 
Do  chridhe  gun  chaomh  mar  charraig, 

G60  Do  smuaintean  làn  fala,  'us  dorcha  ? 
Ach  's  bràthair  thu  do  Chathmor  fein, 
Bi'  dh  Cathmor  le  feum  'an  còmhrag. 
Cha  choltach  ar  n-auaman,  a  threin, 
Thusa,  's  hxige  làmh  'au  còmh  -stri. 

GG5  Tha  sohis  mo  chleibh  -sa  fo  smal 
Le  gnìomhan  cas  rao  bhràthai'. 
Cha  chuir  bàrdau  fouu  air  mo  chHu  ; 
Their  iadsau,  '  Blia  Cathmor  treuu, 
Ach  bha  'blieumau  air  taobh  Chairbre.' 

G70  Theid  iadsau  tliar  m'  uaigh  gun  leus  ; 
Cha  chhiinnear  mo  chliu  a  chaoidh. 
A  Chairbre,  tuasgail-sa  na  bàird  ; " 
Is  iadsan  cLanu  au  àm'  'cluxidh  sìos  ; 
Cluiuuear  au  guthau  air  àrd, 

675  'N  uair  dh'aomas  gu  làr  ar  sìol, 
Slol  rlshre  Thishmòra  nan  crann.' 


lii.s  soiil  was  (lark.  Loiij^  we  liinoil  alonc  !  At  lciijj;lli  tlio  nolili^ 
Cathmnr  canie.  lli;  lioard  our  voici;  l'roni  tlu'  c;ive.  IIc  turncil  tlic 
oye  of  liis  wrath  on  Gairliar. 

"  '  Brother  ol'  Cathnior,'  ho  saiil,  '  how  long  wilt  thou  ]iain  iuy 
souH  Thy  lioart  is  a  rock  ;  Ihy  thouglits  are  diirk  and  Moody  ! 
Uut  thou  ait  the  brother  of  Catlinior,  and  Cathmor  sliall  shiiic  in 


G55 


Long  time  were  we  in  sorrow. 
Ca-mor  came,  tbe  matchless  prince  ; 
He  heard  our  voices  from  the  cave : 
He  turned  a  frowning  look 
On  Cairbar  of  the  gloomy  thougbts. 


"  '  Brotber  of  Ca-mor,'  said  tbe  bero, 
'  How  long  shall  my  miud  be  in  sorrow  'i 
Thy  heart  is  ruthless  as  a  rock — 

G60  Thy  thougbts  are  full  of  blood,  and  dark  : 
But  thou  art  brother  to  Ca-mor, 
And  Ca-mor  shall  aid  tbee  in  war. 
Uulike  eacb  otber  are  our  souls,  tbou  bero,^ 
Tbou  of  feeblest  band  in  battle. 

665  Tbe  ligbt  of  my  breast  is  iu  sbade 
By  the  froward  deeds  of  my  brotber. 
Bards  will  not  joiu  my  praise  to  song ; 
Tbey  will  say  that  Ca-mor  was  brave, 
But  that  be  struck  in  the  cause  of  Cairbar. 

G70  They  wiU  pass  my  lightless  grave  ; 
My  renown  sball  uever  be  beard. 
Cairbar,  give  freedom  to  the  bards ; " 
They  are  cbildi'en  of  tbe  bygone  time  ; 
Their  voices  shall  be  beard  on  bigb 

675  When  our  race  bas  fallen  to  the  ground — 
The  kingly  race  of  Temora  of  woods.' 


thy  ivar.  Eut  my  sòul  is  not  likc  thiiip,  thou  feeble  haml  in  fight  ! 
The  light  of  my  hosoni  is  stained  with  thy  deeds.  Bards  will 
not  sing  of  niy  renown.  Tiiey  niaj'  say,  "  Cathmor  was  brave,  hut 
he  fought  for  gloomy  Cairhar."  They  wiU  pass  over  niy  tomh  in 
silence.  My  fame  shall  not  he  heard.  Cairl)ar,  loose  the  bards. 
They  are  the  sons  of  fatirre  times.  Their  voice  shall  be  heard  iu 
VOL.  II.  P 
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sacredness  of 
their  charac- 
ter. 

After  some 
tiine  Ca-mor 
came,  and 
deeply  re- 
proaching  liis 
brother  for  liis 
conduct  to  the 


orders  their 

imniediate 

release. 
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"  Thàinig  siune  mach  mar  thubhairt, 

Chunna'  sinn  an  cui-aidh  'n  a  neart ; 

Bu  choltach  e,  a  rìgh,  ri  d'  òige, 
680  'N  uair  'thog  thu  an  tòs  a  mhòr  sgiath. 

Bha  eudaun  mar  thuar  na  soillse, 

Grian  a'  boillsgeadh  guu  nial  air  speur. 

Cha  robh  dorcha  air  astar  a  gliruaidhe. 

Thàinig  e  le  mìltean  de  'shhiagh 
685  Gu  cobhair  Chairbre  nan  ruadh  chiabh. 

A  nis  a  dhioghalt'  a  bhàis. 

A  rìgh  Mhòrliheiun  nan  àrd  ehraobli." 

"  Thigeadh  Cathmor,"  a  fhreagair  an  rigl 
"  Tha  mo  làmhsa  'an  stri  nan  treun  ; 

(I'JO  Tha  'anam  'am  mòrchuis  a'  boiUsgeadh  ; 
Tha  'ruighe  'an  soillse  a  neirt, 
A  chòmraga  'g  iadhadh  mu  'chliu. 
An  t-anam  beag  niar  chearb  de  cheò, 
'Tha  'còmhnuidh  mu  hich  gun  ghaoith  ; 

695  Cha  ghluais  e  mu  na  cruachan  mòr, 
Eagal  gu-n  tig  'n  a  chòir,  's  e  faoin, 
Osag  fhiar  o  fhaobh'r  nam  beann  ; 
Tha  'chòmhnuidli  'am  meadhou  nan  carraig 
A'  gluasail  gath  tannais  a'  bhàis. 

700  Tha  ar  n-òigrc,  a  ghaisgeàcha  trcun, 


iitlicr  years,  ai'tpr  tlio  kiii^'s  oi'  Tinnora  have  failoil.'  Wc  came 
foith  at  the  words  of  the  chief  \Ve  saw  liiiii  iu  liis  strength.  He 
was  like  t]iy  youth,  O  Fiiigal  !  when  thou  first  didst  lift  tlie  spear. 
His  face  was  like  the  plaiii  of  tlie  suii  wheii  it  is  hright.  No  dark- 
ness  travelled  over  his  brow.  But  he  canie  with  his  tliousaiids  to 
aid  tho  red-liaireil  Cairhar.     Now  he  comes  to  revenge  his  death,  0 


"  Forth  at  liis  word  we  came  ; 

We  saw  the  hero  iu  his  strength  : 

Like  thee  in  youth  was  lie,  0  king ! 
680  "When  first  thou  liftedst  the  great  shield. 

His  face  was  like  the  sheen  of  light 

When  sliines  the  sun  in  cloudless  sky  ; 

No  darkness  ever  crossed  his  cheek. 

He  has  come  with  thousands  of  his  host 
685  To  the  help  of  Cairbar  of  red  hair — • 

Now  to  avenge  his  deatli, 

King  of  Morveu  of  lofty  trees." 

"  Let  Ca-mor  corae,"  replied  the  king  ; 
"  My  hand  (delights)  in  the  strife  of  the  strong : 

690  In  glory  his  soul  is  shining ; 

His  ai'm  is  in  the  brightness  of  its  strength — 
His  battles  crowd  around  his  fiime. 
The  little  soul  is  like  a  patch  of  mist 
Which  bides  on  the  windk^ss  loch ; 

6'J5  It  never  climbs  the  lofty  peaks, 

Lest  there  should  come  to  its  weakness 
A  whù-ling  blast  from  the  brow  of  the  Bens  : 
It  dwells  in  the  hoUow  of  the  crags, 
Speedmg  the  dart  of  the  spectre  of  death. 

700  Our  young  men  are,  ye  valiant  heroes, 
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Althan  de- 
sci'ibes  Ca- 
mor's  splendid 
appearance, 
wHicli  resem- 
bled  that  of 
Fingal  in  his 
I  yonth. 


He  tells  that 
Ca-mor  was 
now  at  hand 
with  a  uuraer- 
ous  host  to 
avenge  the 
j  death  of 
Cairbar. 


Fingal  rejoiccs 
in  thcprospect 
of  mceting 
such  an 
enemy ; 


and  speaks 
contemptu- 
ously  of  the 
"little  soul" 
— the  coward 
— who  is  like 
"a  patch  of 
mist  by  the 
windless 
lake." 


king  of  woody  ^Morven  ! " 

"  Let  Cathmor  come,"  replied  the  king ;  "  I  love  a  foe  so  great. 
His  soul  is  briglit ;  liis  arm  is  strong  ;  his  hattles  are  full  of  fame. 
But  the  little  soul  is  a  vapour  that  hovers  round  the  marsh}'  lake. 
It  iiever  rises  on  the  green  hill,  lest  the  winds  should  nicet  it  there. 
Its  dwelling  is  in  the  cave,  it  sends  fortli  the  dart  of  death.     Our 
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"  "  Tlie  stcps 
of  the  hunter 
are  Iiy  its 
side."     There 
is  no  word  iii 
Oaelic  for  sidc. 
I  have  sup- 
plied  the 
blank  by 
/ochar.     E. 
M  'Laclihin 
gives  a  word 
of  the  same 
nieaning,  '»i  a 
ghair.     Mac- 
farlan,  "in 
ejus  propin- 
(luitate." 


*  "  Soon  shall 
l)rightness 
coiue  to  tlie 
west " — a 
nianner  of  de- 
seriliing  tlie 
niorniuj:;  l'Kht 
peruliiLr  ti) 
Ussian,  as  iar 
as  I  have 
observed. 


Mar  ar  sìnus're  fein  fo  chliu 

'N  an  òige  measg  còmh  -stri  nam  beum. 

Thuit  iadsan  le  beus  's  an  ìiir. 

Tha  Fionnghal  fèiu  'an  dìiljln-a  niall 
705  Nam  bliadhna  thall.     Na  tuiteam  fèin, 

]\Iar  dharaig  thar  sruth  a  tha  gann ; 

'N  a  [focliar]  tha  ceuman  an  t-sealgair," 

'S  i  sinte  seargta  fo  gharbh-ghaoith ; 

'  'Cia  mar  thuit  an  crann  so  fèin  ! ' 
710  'S  e  'feadadh  's  a'  leum  air  falbh. 

"  Togar  suas  am  fonn,  au  àird, 

Foun  .sòhiLs,  a  bhìlrda  Mhòrbheinn. 

Cuirear  di  -chuimhn  air  àm  a  dh'fhalbli ; 

Biodh  gach  anam  mu  gharbh  chòmhrag. 
715  Tha  reultau  a'  sealltuin  o  nial, 

'An  sàmchair  'dol  sios  gu  toun. 

Grad  thig  an  dearrsa  gu  h-iar '' 

A'  feuchaiun  gu  'n  trian  naimhdean  Chormaic, 

'FhiUein,  a  mliic,  gabh  mo  shlcagh, 
720  Gluais  gu  ]\Iòra  uam  maha  ciar  ; 

Biodh  do  shcalladh  aig  astar  nan  sliabli ; 

Coimhid  gu  'n  trian  ar  naimhdean  ; 

Coimhid  astar  Chathmoir  na  fial. 

Cluinucam  fuaim  'tha  fa<la  thall, 
725  Mar  charraio;  nau  rìlru  'tha  'tuiteam  .sìos 


youiig  heroes,  0  warriors  !  are  like  the  renown  of  our  fathers.  They 
fight  in  yuuth.  They  fall.  Their  naiiies  are  in  song.  Fingal  is 
atnid  liis  darkening  ycars.  Ile  must  not  fall  as  an  aged  oak  across 
a  secret  streaiii.  Near  it  are  the  steps  of  the  huntcr  as  it  lics  be- 
iieath  tbe  wind.  '  How  is  tliat  tree  falleii?'  ho  says,  and,  whistling, 
stridcs  aloiig.      Kaise  the  song  of  joy,  ye  bards  of  ]\Iorven  !     I.ct  our 
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Like  to  tlieir  ancestoi-s,  renowned ; 
In  youth  they  mixed  in  conflict  stern — 
They  fell  with  honour  in  the  dust. 
Fiugal  himseìf  is  in  the  duU  shade 

705  Of  bygone  years.     Let  me  not  fall 
Like  an  oak  across  a  scanty  stream ; 
The  steps  of  the  hunter  are  by  its  [side]," 
Strewn  and  blighted  by  a  mighty  wind  : 
'  How  has  this  tree  fallen  here  ? ' 

710  He  whistles,  and  he  bouuds  along. 

"  Let  a  tune  be  raised  ou  high, 
A  joyful  strain,  ye  bards  of  Morven  ! 
Forgotten  be  the  Ijygone  time  ; 
Dwell  every  mind  on  combat  stern. 

715  The  stars  look  forth  from  the  clouds, 
Silently  descending  to  the  wave  : 
Soon  shall  brightness  come  to  the  west,* 
Showing  all  the  foes  of  Cormac. 
FiUan,  my  son,  take  thou  ni)'  spear — 

720  Speed  to  Mora  of  the  dusky  brow  ; 
Be  thine  eye  ou  the  range  of  the  hills, 
And  narrowly  scan  our  foes  : 
Watch  the  course  of  geuerous  Ca-mor. 
I  hear  a  noise  from  afar 

725  Like  rocky  cairns  which  tumble  down 


DUAN  I. 

He  praises 
tlie  piowess  of 
his  youiig  fol- 
lowers,  wlio 
wiU  iiuite 
equal  tlie 
deeJs  of  their 
fatliers,  and 
wiU  not  allow 
liim  in  his  old 
age  to  fall 
without  re- 


He  orders 
bards  to  raise 
a  chcei'ful 
straiii,  and 
his  warriors 
to  prcpare  for 
combat  on  the 
foUowing 
morning. 


He  sends  his 
son  FiUan  to 
watch  the 
motions  of 
the  enemy, 


souls  forget  the  past.  The  red  stars  look  on  us  from  clouds,  and 
silently  descend.  Soon  shall  the  grey  heam  of  the  niorning  rise  and 
show  us  the  foes  of  Cormac.  Fillan,  my  son,  take  thou  the  spear 
of  the  king  !  Go  to  Mora's  dark-brown  side.  Let  thine  eyes  travcl 
over  the  heath.  (;)bserve  the  foes  of  Fingal  ;  oLserve  tlie  course  of 
generous  Cathmor.     I  hear  a  distant  sound  like  falling  rocks  in  the 
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'An  gleannaibh  fiar  nan  ciar  f  liàsacb. 
Buail-sa  an  sgiatb  air  an  àm, 
Mu-n  tig  iad  a  nall  tro'  'n  oidbcbe, 
•  Eagal  tuiteam  do  cbliu  na  Mòrbbeinn. 
730  Tba  mis  'am  aonar  an  so,  a  tbriatb ; 

Na  tuiteadb  mo  cbliu  'an  ciar  na  b-aois."' 

CbuaLas  àrd  gbutb  caoin  nam  bàrd ; 

Tba  aomadb  an  rìgli  air  sgèitb  Tbreinmboir 

Tbuit  cadal  mu  sbhilean  an  trein, 
735  Sàmhla  còmhraig  ag  eirigb  'n  a  inntinn. 

Tba  'n  sluagh  fo  chadal  balbh  mu'n  cuairt. 

Tha  Fillean  dubb-ruadli  ri  naimbdean  ; 

Tlui  'cheuman  air  cruachan  nan  stuadb  ; 
739  CliuaLa  sinne  air  uair  a  sijiath. 


desert.  But  striko  thou  thy  shield  at  tinies,  that  they  may  not  conie 
through  night,  and  tlio  fanie  of  Morven  cease.  I  begin  to  be  alone, 
niy  son.     I  dread  tlie  fall  of  niy  renown  !  " 

Thc  voice  of  bards  arose.     The  king  leanod  ou  the  shiukl  uf  Tren- 
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lu  the  winding  olens  of  dusky  deserts. 

DUAN  I. 

Strike  tliou  tlie  sliield  betimes, 

Ere  tbey  come  nigh  us  at  night, 

Lest  the  renown  of  Morven  fail. 

730  I  am  here  alone,  0  hero  ! 

Let  not  my  glory  wane  in  the  dusk  of  age." 

The  bards'  sweet  voice  was  heard  on  high  ; 
The  king  leans  on  the  shield  of  Treunmor. 
Sleep  fell  on  the  eyes  of  the  hero — 

and  lays  him- 
self  to  sleep 
oii  the  shielii 
of  Treunmor. 

735  A  vision  of  battle  rose  in  his  mind. 

The  host  around  is  in  silent  sleep. 

• 

Dark-red  FiUan  watches  the  foe  ; 

His  steps  are  on  the  cloudy  peaks ; 
739  From  time  to  time  we  hear  his  sliield. 

mor.     Sleep  descended  on  liis  ej-es  ;  liis  future  liattles  arose  in  liis 
dreams.     The   host   are  sleeping   around.     Dark-haired  FUlan   ob- 
serves  the  foe.     His  steps  are  on  the  distant  hill.    AVe  hear  at  times 
his  ckngiug  shield. 

D  U  A  N    ir. 


AEGUMEXT. 

'  ThÌ3  book  opens,  we  may  suppose,  about  midnight,  with  a  soliloqiiy  of 
Ossian,  who  had  retired  l'roni  the  rest  of  the  army  to  mourn  for  his  son 
Oscar.  Upon  hearing  the  noise  of  Cathmor's  army  approaching,  he  went 
to  find  out  liis  brotlier  Filhm,  wlio  kept  the  watch  on  the  hill  of  Mora,  in 
the  front  of  Fingal's  army.  In  tlie  conversation  of  the  brothers,  the 
episode  of  Conar,  the  son  of  Trenmor,  wlio  was  the  first  king  of  Ireland, 
is  introduced,  which  lays  open  the  origin  of  the  contests  between  the 
Cael  and  Firbolg,  tlie  two  nations  who  first  possessed  themselves  of  that 
island.  Ossian  kindles  a  fire  on  Mora,  iipon  which  Cathmor  desisted 
from  the  design  he  had  formed  of  surprising  the  arniy  of  the  Caledonians. 
He  caUs  a  council  of  his  chiefs  ;  reprimands  Foldath  for  advising  a  night 
attack,  as  the  Irish  army  were  so  much  superior  iu  number  to  the  enemy. 
The  bard  Fonar  introduces  the  story  of  Crothar,  the  ancestor  of  the  king, 
which  throws  further  light  on  the  history  of  Ireland,  and  the  original 
pretensions  of  the  family  of  Atha  to  the  throne  of  that  kingdom.  The 
Irish  chiefs  lie  down  to  rest,  and  Cathnior  himself  undertakes  the  watch. 
In  his  circuit  round  the  army  he  is  met  by  Ossian.  The  interview  of 
the  two  heroes  is  described.  Cathmor  obtains  a  promise  from  Ossian  to 
order  a  funeral  elegy  to  be  sung  over  the  grave  of  Cairbar,  it  being  the 
opinion  of  the  times  that  the  souls  of  the  dead  could  not  be  happy  till 
their  elegies  were  sung  by  a  bard.  Moming  comes  :  Cathmor  and  Ossian 
part  ;  and  the  latter,  casually  meeting  with  Carril,  the  son  of  Kinfena, 
sends  that  bard  with  a  funeral  song  to  the  tomb  of  Cairbar." — M. 
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'Athair  nau  triatli  garbh,  a  Thrciumlioir, 
'Ard-chòmhnuidh  leat  'am  fiai'-ghaoith, 
'Measg  thorrunu  dubh-ruadli  nnn  speura, 
Tein-athair  a'  bcumadh  uan  nial. 

5  Fosgail  talla  ciar  nan  stoirm, 

Thigeadh  bàrdan  le  toirm  uan  dàu  ; 
Tliigeadh  iad  o  'n  àm  a  dh'aom, 
Le  clàrsaichean  faoin  a  nall. 
Cha  hig  a  thuineas  'an  ceò  mall, 

10  Cha  shealgair  shruth  gauu  'au  còmhnard, 
'S  e  Oscar  nan  carbad  a  th'  ann 
0  leirg  nan  cath  garbh  's  nan  còmhrag. 
Is  grad  do  chaochla-sa,  mo  mhac, 
0  do  dhreach  air  chiar  Mhoileua  ; 

15  Tlia  'u  osag  'g  ad  thiUeadh  fo  smachd, 
'N  uair  is  fuaimear  a  noart  air  spouraibli ; 
Au  soall  thu  mu  'n  athair  'tha  faoiu 
Ei  taiil.ìh  slu-uth  "ùireach  ua  li-oidhche  ? 


Fatuer  of  lieroes  !  O  Trenmor  !  liigh  (Iwoller  of  etklying  wimls, 
wliero  the  dark-red  tliunder  niaiks  tlie  trouliled  douds  ;  opcn  thou 
thy  stormy  halls  !  Let  tlic  hards  of  old  he  near.  Let  tlicm  draw 
near  -with  songs  and  their  half-viewless  harps.    No  dweller  of  misty 
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Father  of  mighty  heroes,  Treunmoi-, 
Dwelling  above  on  the  cddying  wind, 
Among  the  dark-red  thunders  of  the  skies, 
AVhile  the  lightuing  reuds  the  clouds, 
5  Open  the  dusky  hall  of  storms, 

Let  bards  approach  with  the  sound  of  song — 
Let  them  come  from  the  time  which  has  declined, 
Hither  with  their  airy  harps  ; 
No  feeble  dweller  in  skiggish  mist, 

10  No  hunter  ou  the  phxin  of  seaut}'  streams, 
(But)  Oscar  of  the  chariots  it  is 
From  the  fiehl  of  stern  battles  and  strife. 
Sudden  is  thy  change,  my  son, 
From  thy  glory  on  dark  Moi-Lena. 

15  The  blast  uow  turns  thee  at  wiU, 
When  souuds  its  strength  in  the  sky. 
Wilt  thou  k)ok  at  the  father  who  is  lonely 
Beside  the  noisv  streams  of  nioht  ì 


Ossian  calls 
upon  his  great 
ancc'stor 
Trcunmor  to 
open  his  halls 
to  receive  the 
spirit  of 
Oscar. 


vaUey  conies  ;  no  liimter  unknown  at  his  streanis  !  It  is  the  car- 
borne  Oscar  from  the  fields  of  war.  Sudden  is  tliy  change,  my  son, 
from  what  thou  lYert  on  dark  Jloi-lena  !  Tlie  blast  folds  thee  in  its 
skirt,   and  rustles  through   the  sky  !     Dost   thou  not  behold  thy 
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tt  In  deatli ; 
lit.  from,  light. 


Tlia  triatlian  Mhòrbheiim  fo  chadal  air  raon  ; 
H)  Cha  do  chaill  iadsan  mac  o  shoillsc." 

C'haill  sibh  gaisgeach  treun  'an  còmhrag, 

A  thriatha  jMhòrbheiun  nam  fuaim  àrd. 

Co  'n  gaisgeach  'bu  choimeas  do  'n  òg  threun, 

Ei  taobh  garbh  chòmh  -stri  nam  blàr, 
2.5  Mar  dhìibln-a  trom  nan  uisgc  dòmhail  ? 

C'  uim  tha  m'  anam  fein  fo  mhuhid  ? 

Bu  chòir  dha  'bhi  'hisadh  'an  cunnart, 

Èirinn  ri  mo  làimh  le  neart, 

Eigh  Shelma  'n  a  aonar  le  feart. 
30  'N  a  aonar  cha  bhi  m'  athair  treun, 

'N  uair  a  dh'èireas  sleagh  fhadn  dhomh  fein. 


ti  Sullen 
sound  ;  lit. 
dumb  sownd. 
c  Of  failing 
frost ;  lit.  o/ 
alouì  froet— 
evidently  re- 
ferring  to  a 
tliaw. 


Ghluais  mi  'am  armaibh  gu  grad, 

Mo  chhias  ri  guth  lag  na  h-oidhche. 

Cha  clmalas  sgiath  Fhillein  nam  buadh  ; 
3.5  Chrith  m'  anam  mu  luath  mhac  an  rìgli. 

C'  uim  thuiteadh  treun  nan  ciabha  donn  ? 

C'  uim  thigeadh  nairalidcan  nall  tro'  'n  oidliche  ? 

Fada  thall  bu  bhalbh  am  fuaim,'' 

Mar  oufliadh  truagh  o  loch  na  Li^ige, 
40  'N  uair  thraoghas  uisg'  o  thaobh  gu  taobli, 

'An  là  'tha  caoin  'us  reothadh  mall," 

An  eigh  uile  'briseadh  's  a'  beucadh, 


father  at  the  stream  of  night  1  Tlie  chiefs  of  Morven  sleep  far  dis- 
tant.  Thcy  liave  lost  no  son  ;  but  ye  liave  lost  a  liero,  ehiefs  of 
resounding  Morven  !  Who  could  equal  his  strength  'when  battle 
roUed  against  his  side  like  tlio  darkncss  of  crowded  waters?  Why 
this  cloud  on  Ossian's  soul !  It  ouglit  to  burn  in  danger.  Erin  is 
near  with  her  liost.     The  king  of  Kchna  is  alone.    Aloiie  thou  shalt 


237 


The  chiefs  of  Morven  slumber  on  tlie  plain ; 
•20  They  have  not  lost  a  son  iu  death."' 

You  have  lost  a  warrior  strong  in  battle, 

Ye  chiefs  of  Morven  of  loud  sounds  ! 

What  hero  matched  the  mightful  youth 

Amid  the  stern  conflict  of  war 
25  Like  the  deep  darkening  of  swelling  waters  ? 

Why  is  my  soul  in  sadness  ? — 

It  should  kindle  in  midst  of  danger ; 

Erin  is  near  me  in  her  strength  ; 

The  mighty  king  of  Selma  is  alone. 
30  My  brave  father  shall  not  be  alone, 

While  a  long  spear  can  be  raised  by  me. 


After  inouru- 
iug  auew  for 
Oscar,  he 
rouses  himself 
to  action,  aud 
resolves  to 
go  where 
Fingal  was. 


I  advanced  with  speed,  iii  my  armour, 
Listenino;  to  the  feeble  voice  of  niglit. 
Uuheard  was  the  sliield  of  conquering  Fillau 

35  Trembled  my  soul  for  the  kiug's  swift  son. 
Why  should  the  brown-haired  warrior  fall  ? 
Why  should  the  foe  come  on  (us)  by  night  1 
Far  away  was  their  sulleu  souud,'' 
Like  mournful  noise  from  the  hike  of  Lcgo, 

40  When  the  water  ebbs  from  side  to  side, 
On  a  calm  day  of  failiug  frost,*^ 
The  ice  all  breakiug  aud  groaning  : 


Thinking, 
however,  of 
the  danger  of 
his  brother 
Fillan,  who 
watched  the 
euemy  on  the 
hill,  he  turns 
towards  liiui. 


iiot  be,  my  father,  wliile  I  can  lift  the  spear  ! 

I  rose  in  all  niy  arms  ;  I  rose  and  listened  to  tlie  ■wind.  Tlie 
shield  of  Fillan  is  not  heard.  I  tremble  for  the  son  of  FingaL 
Why  should  the  foe  come  by  night  ì  Why  should  the  dark-haired 
warrior  fail?  Distant  sullen  niurmurs  rise,  like  the  noise  of  the 
lake  of  Lego  when  its  waters  shrink  in  the  days  of  frost,  and  all  its 
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Sìol  Làra  'coimliead  cròm  nan  speura 
A'  gabliail  dhoibh  fèin  na  stoirm. 

irt  Chunnas  FiUean  dorcha,  ball)h, 
Ag  aomadh  thall  o  charraig  Mhòra. 
Chual'  6  glaodh  nan  naimhde  mall, 
Ghluais  giorrag  air  'anam  le  sòhis. 
Bhuail  farum  mo  cheum  a  chhias ; 

50  Ghrad  chas  e  le  fuaim  a  sldeaoh. 


"  L.  54  may 

Ite  translated 
"  speak  weak- 
ly,  or  feel  tlic 
stecl." 
''  No  weak- 
ling  standeth 
here;  lit. 
it  is  not  stood 
/icre  hij  a 
weaklinij— 
thc  impers. 
form  of  the 
verli,  very 
eommon  with 
Ossian. 


"  An  d'  thàinig  mac  oidlielie  'an  s\tli  ? 
No  'n  tachair  thu  le  strl  ri  gruaim  1 
Is  naimhdean  an  so,  naimhdean  an  rlgh ; 
Labhair  clì,  no  fairich  cruaidh," 
55   Cha  sheasar  an  so  le  fear  faoin,*" 

'Tha  mar  sgeith  do  thriath  Mhòrbheinn." 

"  Na  seasadh    c'un  fheum,  no  m\  faoiu 
Sìol  Chlàtho  nan  caoiu  rosg  maU. 
Tha  Fionnghal  'n  a  aonar  'an  aois, 
60  Dhbhra  'dìmadh  m'a  làithean  'tha  'falbh. 
Tha  dà  mliac  aig  rìgh  nan  triath, 
Do  'm  bu  chì^ir  dealradh  measg  cath  ; 
Do  'm  bu  chòir  'hhi  mar  tlicine  iian  sliabli 
D'a  cheum  's  e  'dol  sìos  mar  ohath." 


burstiiif;  ice  resouwls.  The  people  of  Lara  lonk  to  liraven,  and  fore- 
sce  tlie  stonii !  ìAy  stcps  are  forward  on  tlic  lieath.  The  spear 
of  Oscar  in  my  hand  !  Red  stars  looked  froni  high.  I  ghMimed 
along  the  ni,i;ht. 

I  saw  Fillan  silent  liefore  nic  bciiding  forward  from  Mora's  rock. 
Hi'  hcard  the  shout  of  the  foc.  The  joy  of  his  soul  arosc.  Hc 
heard   niy  sounding  tread,  and  turned  his  lifted  spear.     "  Comest 
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Tlie  race  of  Lara  scan  tlie  vault  of  lieaveu, 

DUAN  11. 

And  the}-  foresee  a  coming  storm. 

45  Seen  was  Fillan,  clark  (and)  sileut. 

Bending  on  tlie  rock  of  Mora. 

He  lieard  the  dull  sound  of  the  foe  ; 

Trembled  his  sovil  with  ghidness. 

The  sound  of  my  footsteps  struck  his  ear. 

50  And  his  rattliug  spear  lie  straight^vay  raised. 

"  Comes  the  sou  of  night  in  peace  1 
Or  -wilt  thou  with  battle  meet  my  Avrath  ì 

FiUan  nhal- 
lenges  hira  as 
he  approaches 

The  foemen  of  the  king  are  foemen  here  ; 

in  the  daik- 
ness. 

Speak  softly,  or  abide  hard  steel." 

55  No  Aveakling  standeth  here  '' — ■ 

He  is  the  shield  to  the  chief  of  great  Bens." 

"  Nor  weak  nor  useless  may  he  ever  stand, 
The  son  of  Clatho  of  slow-moving  eye. 

Ossian  makes 

himself 

known. 

Fiugal  is  lonely  iu  his  age, 
60  Darkness  closing  o'er  his  tìeeting  days. 

Two  sous  has  the  king  of  heroes. 

Who  ought  to  shine  in  war — 

Who  onght  to  be  as  the  mountain-fire 

To  his  steps,  which  pass  like  an  aiTow." 

thou,  snii  of  niglit,  in  peace  ì  or  dost  tliou  nipct  my  wratli  ì     The 
foes  of  Fingal  are  minc.     Speak,  or  fear  my  steel.     I  stand  not  in 
Tain  the  shield  of  Morven's  race."     "  Xever  mayst  thou  stand  in 
vain,  son  of  blue-eyed  Clatho  !     Fingal  begins  to  be  alone.     Dark- 
ness  gathers  on  the  last  of  his  days.     Yet  he  has  two  sons  who 
ought  to  shine  in  war ;  who  ought  to  be  two  beanis  of  light  near 
the  steps  of  his  departure." 
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"  To  Oscar 
alone  ;  lit. 
to  the  Oscar 
alone,  &c. 


''  L.  87,  88  are 
bracketed, 
not  as  at  vari- 
ance  with  the 
sentiment  of 
O.ssian,  but 
as  siiigularly 
rugged,  and 
ungrammati- 
cal  in  lan- 
guage. 


65       "  'Mhic  Fliionngliail,"  glirad  fhreagair  an  t-òg, 
"  Clia-n  f  hada  sleagh  mhòr  anu  am  làimh ; 
C'ha  lìonmlior  coniharan  mo  Uiinu' ; 
Teine  nach  gann  m'  auam  fdin, 
Triathan  Bholga  'dlùthadh  mu  'n  cuairt 

70  Sgiath  Chathmhoir  nan  cuacha  fial ; 
Au  garbh  tliioual  thall  air  an  t-slial)li. 
An  sìn  nii  sìo.s  mo  cheum  'u  au  còir  ? 
Do  'u  Oscar  ghèill  a  nihàin  mo  luath'  s  " 
'An  còmh  -stii  mu  chruachan  Chòua." 

75       "  Fhilleiu,  lux  giuais-sa  'u  au  còir ; 

Na  tuiteadh  am  fear  òg  gun  chliu  : 

Chualas  air  m'  ainm  -sa  'am  foun, 

Theid  mise  null  'n  uair  is  eigiu. 

0  thruscan  ciar  na  h-oidhche  chiuiu 
80  Chi  mise  gu  'n  cìd  au  sluagh. 

C'  uim  a  bha  d'  aithris  mu  'u  Oscar  ? 

C'  uim  a  mhosgiadh  leat  osuuu  mo  chl(^ibh 

Cuirear  air  chìd  am  mòr  thiiath, 

Gus  an  siolaidh  na  sianan  o  'r  taobh. 
8.5  Na  seasadh  mulad  racasg  a'  chuuuairt, 

No  deoir  tìiirse  'an  sìiil  nan  soun. 

[Dlùoch'nich  ath'ra  an  sàr  chlauua 

Gu  dcireadh  lauua  blàir  'us  arm.''] 


"  Son  of  Fingal,"  rpplied  the  youth,  "  it  is  not  long  sincc  I  raised 
the  spear.  Few  are  the  marks  of  niy  sword  in  war.  But  Fillan's 
soul  is  fire  !  The  cliiefs  of  Bolga  crowil  around  the  sliield  of  gen- 
erous  Cathnior.  Their  gathering  is  on  tliat  heath.  Shall  niy  steps 
approach  their  host  1  I  yielded  to  ( )scar  alone  in  the  strife  of  the 
race  on  Cona  ! " 

"  Filkn,  thuu  slialt  not  appruacli  thuir  liu.'st,  nur  lall  beforc  thy 
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65       "  Son  of  Fingal,"  straightway  said  the  youth, 

"  Brief  time  has  the  great  spear  been  in  my  hand 

Few  are  the  marks  of  my  sword, 

(But)  my  soul  is  a  glowing  fire. 

The  chiefs  of  Bolga  press  around 
70  The  shield  of  Ca-mor  of  festive  cups  ; 

Their  great  gathering  is  on  yonder  hilh 

Downward  to  them  shall  I  stretch  my  step  ? 

To  Oscar  alone  did  I  yield  in  speed " 

In  the  chase  on  the  peaks  of  Cona." 


DUAN  n. 

Fillau  ]>ro- 
poses  to  driiw 
nearer  the 
enemy,  that 
he  might  ilis- 
eover  their 
strength. 


7.")        "  FiUan,  go  not  near  them  ; 

Let  uot  the  youth  fall  um-enowned  : 

]\Iy  name  has  been  heard  in  song — 

If  needs  be  I  will  go  forward. 

From  the  dusky  robe  of  the  silent  uight 
80  I  wiU  view  their  host  throughout. 

Wherefore  was  thy  mention  of  Oscar  1 

Why  waken  the  sigh  in  my  breast  ? 

Forgotten  be  the  mighty  prince 

TiU  the  storms  subside  arouud  us. 
S'ì  Let  not  sorrow  dwell  'mid  dauger, 

Or  tear  of  grief  iu  the  eye  of  warriors. 

[Fathers  forgot  their  bravest  sons 

TiU  war  had  ceased  and  arms  were  laid  aside.] ' 


Ossian  forbids 
him,  and  says 
that  tlie  work 
better  befitted 
liimsell'. 


fame  is  known.  My  name  is  heard  in  song :  when  needful  I  ad- 
vance.  From  the  skirts  of  night  I  shall  view  them  over  all  their 
gleaming  trilies.  Why,  FLllan,  didst  thou  speak  of  Oscar?  Why 
awake  my  sigh  1  I  must  forget  the  warrior  tiU  the  storm  is  roUed 
away.  Sadness  ought  not  to  dweU  in  danger,  nor  the  tear  in  the 
eye  of  war.  Our  fathers  forgot  their  faUen  sons  tiU  the  noise  of 
arms  was  past.  Then  sorrow  retumed  to  tlie  tomb,  and  the  song  of 
VOL.    IT.  0 
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DUAN  II.  Thiouudaidli  'n  sin  am  bròn  as  ùr, 

90  Fouua  glau  o  tliiiirse  nam  l)àrd. 


"  Among 
moital  meii ; 
lit.  mmfated 
to  diCf  or  to 
whoni  dcalh  is 
in  song. 


*  "In  secret 
spoke  their 
dark  design  " 
— a  very  dilli- 
cult  line  ;  lit. 
in  the  mìsty 
intinmtìon  of 
their  mvii 
words. 


<:  Oftlieir 
hundrcd 
clans  ;  Gael. 
clann,  "chil- 
dren." 


"  Conar,  bratliair  còrr  do  Thratlial, 

Ceauu  uam  fear  do  'n  dàn  am  bàs." 

Fuil  a  uaimlide  mu  mliìle  sruth, 

Le  'ehliu  lìouadh  gleauna  Eiriuu 
95  Mar  aiteal  beusach  gaoith'  's  i  fouu. 

Chiaiiunich  cinueacliau  mòr  Ullin  ; 

Chuir  iad  cuireadh  gu  rìgh  nan  lauu, 

Gu  rìgh  o  shìnns're  mòr  a'  mhouaidh, 

Sìol  Shelma  nau  cruaidh  nach  fann. 
100  Triathau  Eiriuu  o  dheas  ag  eirigh 

'An  dìibhra  dùiute  'n  àrdain  threiu  ; 

'An  dubh  chòs  Mhòma  'dlùthadh  ri  'cheilo, 

'An  sauas  mhhig  am  focala  fein.'' 

'  Is  minic,'  thuirt  iadsan,  '  mu  'n  tom 
10.5  Chìteadh  tannais  lom  nam  fear, 

'Feuchaiun  an  crutha  dìibh-dhearg  cròm 

0  cliarragh  bliriste  lom  ua  lear, 

'Cur  cuimhue  mu  chliu  nam  Bolg. 

C'  uime,'  thuirt  iad,  '  bhiodh  Conar  'u  a  rìgli, 
110  Slol  coigrich  na  strì  o  Mhòrbheiuu  ? ' 

Thàinig  iad  mar  shruithean  o  shliabli 

Measg  farum  au  ceud  chlann." 

Bha  Conar  mar  charraig  an  triath  ; 

bards  arosG."  Tlie  memory  of  thoso  wlio  fell  quickly  followed  tlie 
departure  of  war.  When  tlio  tuinult  of  Lattle  is  j)ast,  tho  soul  in 
silence  niclts  away  for  tho  dead. 

"  Conar  was  the  brothcr  of  Trathal,  tìrst  of  mortal  iikmi.  IIis  liat- 
tles  were  on  every  coast.  A  thousaud  streams  rollcd  dmvn  tho  blood 
of  his  foes.  llis  i'ame  fillcd  <,'reen  lù'iu  liko  a  pleasaut  galc.  Thc 
nations  gathered  iu  ITllin,  aud  tlicy  lilcssc<l  Ihc  kiug — thc  kiiig  nf 
the  race  of  their  iUtliers,  linm  tlic  lainl  nf  S(>liiia. 


Then  tlieir  grief  callecl  forth  anew 
90  Fitting  songrf  from  sorrowins;  bards. 
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"  Connar,  the  noble  brother  of  Trahal, 

Was  foremost  among  mortal  men  :  " 

His  foemen's  blood  (was)  on  a  thousand  streams  ; 

Erin's  glens  %yere  filled  with  his  renown 
95  As  with  an  even  breeze  of  gentle  wiud. 

The  great  tribes  of  Ullin  gathered  ; 
<    They  iuvited  the  kiug  of  spears — 

A  king  from  the  mighty  kiudred  of  the  hills — 

Selma's  race  of  champious  stroug. 
100  The  chiefs  of  southern  Erin  rose 

In  the  close  darkness  of  their  mighty  wrath  ; 

They  gathered  to  the  black  cave  of  Moma, 

And  in  secret  spoke  their  dark  desigu  :  '^ 

'  Ofttimes,'  they  said,  '  about  the  hill 
10.5  Ai-e  clearly  seen  the  ghosts  of  men, 

Showing  their  bent  and  dark-red  forms 

From  the  bare  broken  rocks  of  the  sea, 

EccaUiug  the  fame  of  the  Bolgi.^ 

Why,'  say  they,  '  shoukl  C'ouuar  be  kiug, 
110  Son  of  ^lorveu's  fighting  foreign  race  ? ' 

They  came  like  torrents  from  the  mountaiu 

In  the  noise  of  their  huudred  claus.^ 

Connar,  the  prince,  was  like  a  rock ; 

"  The  chiefs  of  the  south  were  gathered  in  tlie  darkness  of  their 
pride.  In  the  horrid  cave  of  Muma  thej'  mixed  their  secret  words. 
'Thither  often,'  they  .said,  '  the  spirits  of  their  fathers  came,  showing 
their  pale  forms  from  the  chinky  rocks,  reminding  them  of  the  hon- 
oiir  of  Bolga.  Why  should  Conar  reign,'  thev  said,  '  the  son  of 
resounding  Morven  ? ' 

"  They  eame  forth  like  the  streams  of  the  desert  with  the  roar  of 
their  liundred  tribes.     Conar  was  a  rock  before  them  ;  broken,  they 


Meantime  he 
tells  the  story 
of  Connar, 
who  had  heen 
elected  king 
ol'  Ireland, 
and  was 
brother  to 
Trahal, 
Fiugal's 
graudfather. 


The  ehiefs  of 
the  south  of 
Erin — the 
Bolgi — re- 
belled  against 
him. 
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'Briseadh,  thaom  iad  sìos  o  'lann. 

115  Ach  thill  iadsan  minic  'us  tric  ; 

Thuit,  a  Shehna,  do  shliochd  'am  blàr ; 
Sheas  an  rìgh  measg  uaighean  nan  treun, 
'Us  'eudann  fo  bheud  ri  làr  : 
Thrus  'anam  e  fèin  fo  smachd ; 

1 20  Chuir  e  comhara,  's  chxch  air  sliabh, 
Auns  an  tuiteadh  an  triath  le  cliu, 
'N  uair  a  thàinig  'n  a  neart  fo  sgeith 
Mòr  Thrathal  o  neulaibh  Mhòrbheinn, 
Bràthair  Chonair  am  mòr  threun. 

12r)  Cha  d'thàiuia;  an  gaiso;cach  leis  fein  ; 
Bha  Colgar  gun  bheud  r'a  thaobh, 
Colgar  mac  do  rìgli  nan  Lmn, 
'Us  ainnir  nam  mall  rosaa  eorma. 


"  "  Wiuiting 
and  consum- 
ing  thc  fii'ld.' 
The  Gadic 
wonls  liere 
are  very 
strong — ini- 
plying  "  the 
uoing  away 
with,"  or 
"annihilat- 
ing,"  the 
field. 


"  Mar  Threunmor  'au  truscan  de  dliealan 

130  A'  teurnadli  o  thaUa  nan  sian, 

Measg  torrunn  'cur  dòghruinu  o  thahimh 
Air  dubh-dhruim  na  mara  fo  nial, 
Mar  sin  a  ìiha  Colgar  'an  cath 
'S  e  'caitheadh  's  'cur  as  an  raoin." 

1.35  Mòr  sòlas  'athar  fèin  niu  'n  triath. 

Thàinig  iuthaidh  gu  dìomhair  air  treuii : 
Dh'èirich  clach  dha  gun  deur  air  sliabh  : 
Dìohiidli  'n  rìgh  a  gliarlih  mhac  fèin. 


rolleil  on  every  siile.  l!ut  uftrii  tlioy  retiimcj,  anJ  the  sons  of 
Selnia  fell.  The  king  stooJ  aniong  tlie  tombs  of  liLs  warrioi-s.  Ile 
darkly  bent  his  mouvnful  face.  His  soul  was  rolled  into  itself,  aml 
he  had  markoJ  the  place  whero  he  was  to  fall,  wlien  Tratlial  camo 
in  his  strength,  his  ìirother,  from  clouJy  Morven.  Nor  JiJ  he  come 
alono.     Colifar  was  at  liis  siJe — ('olgar,  thc  .son  nf  tlic  kiiit;  aiiJ  nf 
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Broken,  they  rolled  backwards  from  liis  blade. 

115  But  many  and  often  tliey  returned  ; 
Selma,  thy  children  fell  in  battle  : 
Stood  the  king  on  the  tombs  of  the  brave, 
His  face,  iu  sorro'W',  bowed  to  earth. 
His  soul  resumed  self-mastery  : 

120  He  placed  a  mark  and  stone  ou  thc  liill 
Where  the  chief  might  fall  with  renown, 
When  came,  in  his  strength  and  with  his  shield, 
Great  Trahal  from  the  clouds  of  Morven, 
Brother  to  Connar,  great  and  strong. 

125  The  wari'ior  came  not  alone ; 

By  his  side  was  faultless  Colgar — - 

Colgar,  son  to  the  king  of  spears 

And  to  the  maid  of  bhxe  slow-moving  eyes. 

"  As  Treunmor  in  robe  of  lightniug 
130  Coming  down  from  the  hall  of  storms, 

'Mid  thuuders  sendiug  uproar  from  the  knd 

Over  the  dark  l^ack  of  the  cloudy  sea, 

So  was  Colgar  in  the  strife, 

Wasting  aud  cousuming  the  field." 
135  Great  (was)  his  father's  joy  in  the  prince. 

A  viewless  arrow  struek  the  chief : 

Ou  the  hill  his  tomb  was  raised  without  a  tear. 

The  king  will  avenge  his  mighty  son. 


wliite-bosomed  Soliu-conua. 

"  As  Trenmor,  clotlied  with  meteors,  descends  from  tlie  lialls  of 
thunder,  poiuing  tlie  dark  storm  liefore  liim  over  the  troubled  sea, 
so  Colgar  descended  to  hattle,  and  wasted  the  echoing  fìeld.  His 
father  rejoiced  over  the  hero  ;  'but  an  arrow  came  !  His  tomb  was 
raised  without  a  tear.     Tho  king  was  to  revenge  his  son.     He  light- 


DUAN  II. 

Connar  defeat- 
eil  them  more 
than  once ; 
but  they  al- 
ways  rallieJ, 
and  threat- 
j  ened  to  ovei- 
power  him, 


wlien  his 
lirother 
Trahal,  with 
hìs  young  sou 
Colgar,  came 
to  his  aid. 


They  utterly 
routed  the 
Bolgi,  but 
Colgar  was 
killed  by  a 
random 
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BhoiUsg  Treuiiraor  'an  còmhrag  mar  dheahiu  ; 
140  Thrèig  Bolgai  an  tahimh  fo  Ijhcud. 

"  'N  iiair  thill  sìth  do  raon  a'  bhìiis, 
'N  uair  ghluais  gorni  thonn  an  treun  doMhòr1)heinn, 
'N  sin  chuimhnich  an  rìgh  a  mhac  ft^in  ; 
Thuit  sàmhach  o  cheud  na  deorr. 

145  Ghairni  bàrdan  nam  fonn  tri  chuairt 
Aig  còsaibh  nam  fuar-thomi  dòmhail 
Anam  Cholgair,  triath  garbh  nam  buadh 
G'  a  chruachan  o  thalamh  a'  chòmhraig. 
Chual'  e  iadsan  'n  a  cheò  mall. 

150  Chuir  Trathal  a  lann  'an  còs, 
Ball  sòlais  do  'mhac  'am  bàs." 


"  A  Cholgair,  'mhic  Thrathail,"  thuirt  Fillean, 

"  Bha  cliu  dhuit  measg  dhaoiue,  's  tu  òg  : 

Cha  do  sheall  an  rìgh  air  mo  lann-sa, 
155  A  bha  'dcalradh  's  an  àm  air  chòmhnard, 

Tha  mise  'dol  maille  ri  sluagli 

'S  a'  tilleadli  le  buaidh  gun  chliu. 

Tha  naimhdeau  'druideadh  oirnn,  a  tliriatli, 

Tha  faruni  air  sliabh  fo  mhìiig, 
160  Tha  farum  an  casan  mar  thorrunn 

'S  e  'gluasad  fo  thahamh  gu  baoth, 


cned  forward  iu  liattlo,  till  Bolga  yielded  at  hcr  streams  ! 

"  When  peaco  returned  to  thc  land,  wlien  his  bliio  vaves  borc  tho 
king  to  Mon'cn,  then  lie  rcniemhcred  liis  son,  and  poured  the 
silent  tear.  Thrice  did  tho  l)ards,  at  the  cave  of  Fm-mono,  caU  the 
soul  of  Colgar.  They  called  liim  to  tlie  liiUs  of  his  land.  lle  hcard 
thom  in  his  mist.     Trathal  placed  his  sword  in  tho  cavo,  that  tho 
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Gleamed  Treunmor  in  tlie  fight  like  lightning ; 
140  The  Bolgi,  scathed,  forsook  the  land. 

"  When  peace  returned  to  the  fiekl  of  death, 
When  the  blue  wave  bore  the  hero  to  Morven, 
Then  the  king  remembered  his  son  ; 
Hundreds  silently  shed  tears. 

145  Three  times  called  the  bards  of  song^ 

Beside  the  caves  of  cold  aud  swelliug  waves 
The  soul  of  Colgar,  great  and  glorious  chief, 
To  his  own  mountain-peaks  from  the  hxnd  of  war  ; 
He  heard  them  in  his  tranquil  mist. 

150  Trahal  phxced  liis  spear  in  a  cave, 
A  source  of  joy  to  his  son  in  death." 

"  Colgar,  son  of  Trahal,"  said  FiUan, 

"  Thou,  thougii  young,  wast  renowned  amoug  men. 

The  king  did  not  mark  my  bkade 
155  Wheu  hxtely  it  flashed  on  the  fiekL 

I  go  in  the  midst  of  a  host, 

And  come  iu  victory  without  renowu. 

The  foe  approaches  us,  0  prince  ! 

There  is  noise  on  the  mist-covered  hill ; 
IGO  The  noise  of  their  steps  is  like  thunder, 

As  fitfuUy  it  roUs  beneath  the  ground 


spirit  of  his  son  miglit  rejoice." 

"  Colgar,  son  of  Tratlial,"  said  Fillan,  "  tliou  wert  ronowned  in 
youth  !  But  the  king  hath  not  marked  my  sword  brigbt-streaming 
on  the  field.  I  go  forth  with  the  crowd  :  I  return  -without  my 
fame.  But  the  foe  approaches,  Ossian  !  I  hear  their  murmur  on 
the  heath.     The  sound  of  their  steps  is  liko  thunder  in  the  bosoni 


His  body  was 
carrii'd  to 
Morvcn  ;  thi' 
IH'Oitlclaiiiciit- 
cd  liis  fall,  and 
the  bardssang 
his  praise. 


Fillan  envies 
('olgai-'s  fatc, 
aiid  ooniiilains 
tliat  he  liim- 
self  was  nn- 
noticed  in  the 
battle.      He 
hears  tlie 
sound  of  the 
enemy  ap- 
proachinf;. 
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"  In  danger 
dire  ;  lit. 
iii  daufjcr 
wild,  or  mad 
— i.e.  danf;er 
in  which  or- 
ilinary  men 
Wdulil  Iieconie 
h.Il.less  anil 


'N  uair  a  chratbas  ua  beanntau  au  cranuan, 

'S  nach  èirich  mall  auail  o  ghaoith 

Air  mala  ghruamaich  fhuair  uau  speur." 

165       Thiouudaidh  Oisiau  grad  air  a  shleagh. 

Thog  mi  lasair  air  magh  o  gharbh  chraoibh, 

Sgaoil  mi  air  a'  ghaoith  am  fuaim. 

Sheas  Cathmor  uam  buadh  o  'cheum ; 

Sheas  e  mar  charraig  a'  boillsgeadh 
170  Measg  seacharan  na  h-oidhche  ghàothair', 

'N  uair  ghlacas  an  osag  au  sruth 

'G  a  dhlùthachadh  tiugh  fo  eigli. 

Mar  sin  a  sheas  cara'  uau  dàimh  ; 

Thog  osna  nau  càrn  a  chiabh— 
175  Treuu  a's  mò  'shiol  Eirinu  a  th'ann, 

Rìgh  Atha  nan  garbh  shruth  ciar. 

"  A  cheaun  uam  bàrd,"  thuirt  Cathmor  fcin, 

"  'Fhonnair,  gairm  triath'  na  h-Eirinn  ; 

Gairm  Cormar  a's  dearg-ruadh  ciabh  ; 
180  Gairm  Malthos  a's  fiadhaiche  fàbhrad  ; 

Thigeadli  gruaim  Mharoiniain  a  nall, 

'Us  Fokhith  an  àrdaiu  f  biair  ; 

Faiceam  dearg-shùil  Thìirloich  nan  hvnu  ; 

Na  dì  -chuimhn'  Hidaha,  an  triath — 
185  Is  caoin  a  ghuth  'an  cunnart  baoth," 


of  tlie  grouiul  wheii  the  rocking  hills  shake  their  gi-oves,  aiij  iiiit  a 
ì)last  i)ours  from  the  darkened  sky  ! " 

Ossian  turned  sudden  on  liis  sjìear.  He  raised  the  flamo  ol'  au 
oak  on  liigh.  I  spread  it  largo  on  ^Tora's  wind.  Cathmor  stopped 
iu  liis  course.  (Th'auùng  hu  stood,  liko  a  rock  on  ■\vhose  siJes  are 
tl]e  wandering  of  l)lasts,  which  seize  its  echoing  streams,  and  clotho 
theni  over  with  ice.     So  stood  tho  friend  of  strangers.     Thc  wiuds 
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When  the  mountains  shake  their  trees, 

Aud  the  wind  breathes  not  (even)  a  slow  breath 

On  the  gloomy  cold  brow  of  the  skies." 

105       Ossian  turued  quiekly  on  his  spear. 

From  a  great  trec  I  raised  a  fiame  ou  the  field, 

And  on  the  breeze  dispersed  the  souud. 

Conqueriug  Ca-mor  checked  his  step  ; 

He  stood  like  a  rock  which  gleams 
170  Amid  the  wauderiugs  of  a  windy  night, 

When  the  blast  has  grasped  the  stream 

And  pressed  it  closely  into  ice. 

So  stood  the  friend  of  strangers  ; 

The  wind  of  the  mountaius  raised  his  h:)cks — 
175  The  hero,  greatest  of  the  race  of  Erin, 

King  of  Atha,  of  brown  brawling  streams! 

"  Thou  head  of  bards,"  said  Ca-nior  ; 

"  Fouuar,  call  the  chiefs  of  Eriu  : 

Call  Connar  of  the  dark-red  hair  ; 
180  Call  Malhos  of  the  fiercest  brow  ; 

Let  the  gloom  of  ^laronuan  draw  near  ; 

And  Folda  of  wayward  pride  ; 

Let  me  see  the  red  eye  of  Turloch  of  spears ; 

Forget  not  Hidala,  the  chief — 
185  Pleasaut  his  voice  in  danger  dire," 


Ossian  imine- 
diately  kin- 
dled  a  fire, 
which,  as  soun 
as  observed 
by  Ca-mor, 
'  caused  him  to 
abandon  his 
purpose  of 
surprising 
Fingal's 
army. 


He  orders 
Fonnar  his 
bard  to  call  a 
council  of  his 
i'hiefs  arounJ 
him. 


lift  liis  heavy  locks.     Thou  art  the  taUcst  of  the  race  of  Erin,  kiiig 
of  streamy  Atha ! 

"  ì'Lrst  of  banls,"  said  Cathmor,  "  Fonar,  eall  the  chiefs  of  Erin. 
CaU  red-haired  Cormar;  dark-browed  Mahhos ;  the  sidelong-look- 
ing  gloom  of  Maronan.  Let  the  pride  of  Foldath  appear  ;  the  red 
roUing  eye  of  Turlotho.  Nor  let  HidaUa  be  forgot :  his  voice  in 
dan"er  is  the  sound  of  a  shower  when  it  fiUs  in  the  blasted  vale. 
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TKiHMOKA. 


Mar  fharum  a'  bhraoin  a  thuiteas  mall 
Mu  'n  fheasgar  air  seacadh  nan  raou 
Aig  Atha  nan  sruth  traoghta,  gann  ; 
Is  ciuin  am  fuaim  air  cluain  an  fhuir, 
190  Torruun  briste  uan  sj^eur  a'  falbh." 

Thàinig  iad  'n  an  armaibh  grad, 
Dh'aom  gun  stad  gach  ceann  r'a  ghutli, 
Mar  gu-n  hibhradh  tannas  o  nial 
0  'u  sìnns're,  's  iad  'triall  na  h-oidhche. 

195  Fuasach  an  dealra  dubh-ruadh 

Mar  eas  Bhrtimo  'tuiteam  'an  toirm 

'N  uair  a  ghluaiseas  tein-athair  tro'  'n  dìdilira 

Mu  shùileau  fir-astair  'an  stoirni. 

Critheas  e  truagh  measg  a  thriall', 

200  'S  e  'feitheamh  ri  gr(5in  o  'n  ear. 

"  An  sòLas  do  Fhohlath,"  tliuirt  an  righ, 
"  Dortadh  fola  'an  strì  na  h-oidhche  ? 
An  gann  a  bheuman  measg  bruaiUein  na  frith, 
'N  uair  a  Lasas  gath  latha  'an  soilLse  ? 
205  Cha  lìonmhor  ar  naimhdean  mu  'n  chuan ; 
C'  uim  Ijhiodh  truscan  na  gruaim  oirnu  fein  ? 
Is  àillidli  solus  do  na  treiu, 
A  tha  'bualadh  bheud  o'n  tìr. 
Faoiu  do  chomhairl'-sa,  'thriath  ]\Ihòma ; 


near  Atha's  falling  stream.      Pleasant  is  its  soiind  on  tln^  plain 
wliilst  broken  thundcr  travols  over  tlio  skj- ! " 

Tliey  caine  in  tlieir  clanging  arms.  Thcy  bent  forward  to  liis 
voice  as  if  a  spirit  of  thcir  fathers  sjioko  from  a  cloud  of  night. 
Droadful  shono  they  to  tlie  light,  likc  tho  fall  of  the  strcam  of 
Brumo,  whcn   the   meteor  lights   it   before  the  nightly  stranger. 
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Like  sound  of  gentle  shower  wliicli  slowly  falls 
At  evening  on  the  thirsty  fields, 
By  Atha  of  the  failing  scanty  streams  ; 
Soft  is  their  sound  on  the  grassy  meadow, 
190  As  the  brokeu  thunders  of  the  sky  depart."' 

Quickly  they  came  iu  their  armour. 
Each  head  bowed  straightway  to  his  voice, 
As  though  a  spirit  spake  from  the  clouds 
Of  their  fathers  travelling  the  night. 

195  Fearful  was  their  dark-red  gleam, 

Like  the  torrent  of  Brumo  falling  in  noise, 
AVhen  the  lightning  flashes  through  the  murk 
Before  his  eyes  who  travels  in  the  storm ; 
Woe-begone,  he  tremWes  on  his  way, 

200  And  longs  for  the  sun  from  the  east. 


They  obey  tlie 
summons. 


"  Is  there  joy  to  Folda,"  said  the  king, 
"  In  shedding  of  blood  in  the  conflict  of  night  ? 
Strikes  he  rarely  in  the  storm  of  (l^attlo-)  field 
When  shine  the  beams  of  day  in  brightness  1 
205  Few  are  our  foes  from  ocean  ; 

AVhy  should  robes  of  darkness  shroud  us  ? 
Joyful  is  light  to  the  brave, 
Who  strike  to  save  their  native  land. 
Foolish  thy  counsel,  chief  of  Moma  : 


He  reproaches 
Folciu  for  hav- 
ing  ailvised 
the  night- 
attack. 


Shuiklering,  he  stops  in  his  joumey,  and  looks  up  for  the  heam  of 
the  morn  ! 

"  Why  delights  Foldath,"  said  the  king,  "  to  pour  tlie  hlood  of  foes 
hy  night  ?  Fails  Ids  arm  in  hattle  in  the  he.ims  of  day  1  Few  are 
the  foes  hefore  \is ;  why  should  we  clotlie  us  in  shades  ?  The  valiant 
delight  to  shine  in  thc  hattles  of  their  land  !     Thy  council  ìvas  in 


DUAN  II. 

"  Thc  eyes 
nf  Morvcn  are 
notclosfil ;  lit. 
.   .  .  uiicìer 


i>  Let  every 
chief  with- 
draw  his 
band  ;  lit. 
òe  cvery  chief 
under  cluud 
wUh  hifi 
pcople. 


<:  L.  228-29. 
Bending  words 
appcars  to  he 
a  harsli  cx- 
prcssion  ;  hut 
we  are  quite 
faniiliar  with 
inffcctwgveThn 
:ind  nouns, 
cunvcying 
cxactly 
the  sanie 
mcaniug. 


210  Cha-n'eil  sùilean  Mhòrbbeinn  fo  rosg." 

Mar  iohiir  a'  faire  na  còrr  thriath' 

Air  còinneach  na  scòrr-bheinn'  àird. 

Biodh  gach  triath  fo  nial  le  'shluagh,* 

Neart  dòmhail  nam  fuaini  àrd  : 
215  Mu  'n  ear  'an  solus  gluaiseam  fein 

A'  thachairt  nan  ceud  mu  Bholga. 

B'  fhuasach,  ge  h-ìosal  an  treun 

Mac  Dubh-shuil  nam  beud,  BoibaiL"' 

"  Cha-n  ann  gun  chomhara,"  thuirt  Foldatli, 
220  "  'Ghhiais  mo  cheuman  fa  chòir  nan  triath  : 

'An  soiUse  bhuaileadh  leam  'an  còmhrag 

Le  Cairbre  'an  còmh  -stri  nan  .sliabh. 

Ach  dh'èirich  a  cldachsan  gun  deoir ; 

Cha  robh  bàrd  do  righ  Eù-inn  air  'uaigh. 
225  "M  bi  sòlas  aig  naimhdean  'u  fhir  mhòir 

Air  còinnich  'us  scòrr  -bheiun  nan  cruach  ? 

B'  e  mo  charaid  fèin  a  bh'  aun ; 

'S  iomadh  focal,  air  àm  'bha  dìomliair, 

A  lìib  siun  mu  shàmhchair  nan  gh\iuu " 
230  'An  còs  Mhòma  uau  àrd  thriath, 

'N  uair  l)ha  tlmsa  'ad  bliahichau  faoiu 

A'  leautuinu  air  raou,  nan  cluarau. 

Le  gaisgeachaibh  Mhòma  ri  m'  làimh 


vain,  chief  of  Moina  !  The  eyes  of  Morven  do  not  sleep  ;  thoy  are 
watchful  as  caglcs  on  Ihoir  mossy  rocks.  Let  each  collect  bcneatli  liis 
cloud  the  strength  of  his  roaring  tri1)e.  To-morrow  I  move  in  light 
to  weet  tlie  foes  of  Bolga  !  Mighty  ivas  he  that  is  low,  the  raec  of 
Borbar-Dutliul ! " 

"  Not  unmarkud,"  said    Foldath,   "  wero    my    steps    beiore    tliy 
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210  The  eyes  of  ^Morveu  are  not  closed  ;  " 
The  brave  chiefs  watch  as  an  eagle 
'Mid  the  moss  of  high  and  rugged  Bens. 
Let  every  chief  withdraw  his  band,'' 
C"i)mpact  in  strength  and  loud  of  souud. 

21.")  With  light  from  east  %vill  I  advance, 
To  encounter  huudreds  by  Bolga. 
TeiTÌble,  though  (uow  hiid)  low,  was  the  hcro, 
Sou  of  death-dealiug  Du-hul  Borbar." 


He  orders 
each  chief  to 
withdraw 
with  his  clan, 
and  says  that 
with  momins 
light  he  wiU 
attaek  the 
enemv. 


"  Not  without  mark,"  said  Folda, 
220  '•  Have  been  my  steps  in  presence  of  the  chiefs 

In  light  I  have  struck  in  comlìat 

With  Carrbar  iu  tlie  battle  of  the  hiUs. 

But  his  stone  was  raised  without  a  tear ; 

Ou  the  tomb  of  Eriu's  kiug  uo  miustrcl  stood. 
225  Shall  the  foes  of  the  great  one  rejoice 

Amid  the  moss  and  peaks  of  the  hills  ? 

Cairbar  was  indeed  my  friend  : 

Many  a  word,  iu  secret  couverse, 

Did  we  bend  'mid  the  silence  of  the  gien.s,'" 
230  lu  the  cave  of  Moma  of  high  chiefs, 

Wheu  thou  wert  a  heedless  boy, 

Chasing  thistles  through  the  plain. 

With  the  heroes  of  Moma  by  my  side. 


FoUla  says 
that  his  grcat 
Iriendship  for 
the  fallen 
Cairbar  roused 
his  utniost 
wratli  against 
Fingarsarmy; 


race.  In  light  I  inet  the  foes  of  Cairbar.  Tlie  ivarrior  praised  my 
Jeeds.  But  his  stone  was  raised  without  a  tear !  K'o  banl  sung 
over  Erin's  king.  Shall  his  foes  rejoice  along  their  mossy  liiUs? 
Xo  ;  they  must  not  lejoice  !  He  was  tlie  friend  of  Foldath  !  Our 
words  were  mixed  in  secret  in  ^loma's  silent  cave ;  wliilst  tliou,  a 
boy  in  the  field,  pursuedst  the  thistle's  beard.     With  jroma's  sons 
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DUAN  II.  Blieir  mi  macli  fo  lanu  ua  uaiml)(k'an, 

235  0  dliìilthra  dùiut'  an  cruacha  fcin. 

Tuitidh  Fionughal  gun  fhonn  air  sliabh, 
Kìgli  uau  leadana  liath  o  Shelma." 

"  Am  barail  leat,  'f  hir  a'.s  hiige  làmh," 
Thuirt  Cathmor  fo  sgàth  feirge  ; 

240  "  Am  barail  leat  gu-n  tuit  an  .sonn 
Gun  iomradh,  no  foun  'an  Eirinn  ? 
Nam  biodh  na  bàrdan  fdin  'an  sàmhchair 
Mu  chloich  air  tràigh  do  rìgh  Shelma, 
Bhriseadh  fo  'n  anail  an  rùn," 

24,5   'S  bhiodh  'anam  fo  chliu  do  'n  rigli. 

'S  anu  'n  uair  thuiteas  tusa  's  a'  bhlàr,     . 
A  dhi-clmimhn  'eas  bàrdan  am  fonu. 
Dorcha,  gi-uamacli  thusa  fèin, 
Ged  tha  ruighe  uam  beum  'au  còmhrag, 

250  Mar  mhòr  thional  dòghruinn  nan  spcur. 
Au  di-ehuimhn  do  Chathmor  rìgh  Eiriuu 
'An  tuiueas  caol  gun  leus  an  uaigh  ? 
An  di-chuimlm  domhsa  feiu  an  Cairbre, 
Mo  bluàthair  garg  nach  treig  mo  luaidli  t  ^' 

255  Chomharaich  mi  dealra  an  t-sòlais 
'Bha  'siubhal  le  mòrchuis  uau  gnìomh 
Air  'inntiuu  sios  fo  nialailth  dubh, 
'N  uair  a  thill  mi  le  cliu  o  shliabh 
Gu  Atha  nan  sìan  'us  nan  sruth." 


«  Their  raji- 
ture  woulJ 
lireak  forth 
biMiiMtli  their 
l.iciith— ì.e. 
thi'v  could 
not  inaintain 
silenee.tliough 
resolved  to 
do  so. 


!>  Brother,ever 
loved;  lit. 
'ìvlìifìii  imi  /ove 
{or  „ni  i'.raUc) 
U'ill  nUfor- 


I  sliall  rush  abroiid  anJ  find  the  foe  on  hi.s  dusky  hills.     Fingal 
shall  lie  without  his  soug,  tho  grey-liaired  king  uf  Selnia." 

"  Dost  thou  think,  thou  fecljle  nian,"  rejdied  Catlimor,  lialf- 
(ìnragcd  —  "  dost  tliou  think  Fingal  can  fall  without  his  fame  in 
Erin  1  Could  the  bards  be  silent  at  the  tomb  of  Solma's  king  ? 
Tlie  song  would  burat  iu  secret !  tlie  spirit  of  the  king  would  rc- 
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I  will  drive  the  foe  witli  my  spear 
235  From  the  close  darkuess  of  their  crags. 
Fingal  shall  fall  upon  the  hill  uusuug — 
The  king  of  hoary  locks  from  Selma." 

"  Thinkest  thou,  man  of  weakest  arm," 
Said  Ca-mor,  in  the  shadow  of  ^^rath — 

240  "  Thinkest  thou  the  hero  shall  Mì 
Without  renown  or  song  in  Erin  l 
If  the  bards  themselves  were  silent 
On  the  shore  by  the  stone  of  Selma's  king, 
Theirraptm'ewouldbreakforthbeneaththeLrbreath,' 

245  And  the  soul  of  the  kiug  woukl  dwell  in  reuown. 
It  is  when  thou  shalt  fall  iu  war 
That  bards  wiU  forget  the  song. 
Dark  and  surly,  verily  thou  art, 
Though  thy  cleaving  arm  in  battle 

250  Be  like  the  gathering  of  storms  on  high. 
Does  Ca-mor  forget  the  king  of  Erin, 
DweUiug  darkly  in  the  narrow  grave  ? 
Do  I  iudeed  forget  thee,  Cairbar, 
My  daring  brother,  ever  loved  1  ** 

255  I  marked  the  brightness  of  joy 

"Which  passed,  for  the  glory  of  (my)  deeds 
Across  his  soul,  beneath  bLack  clouds, 
When  I  returned  with  fame  from  the  hiU, 
To  Atha  of  storms  and  of  streams." 


DUAN  II. 

arnl  stiU  pro- 
poses  to  ad- 
vance  against 
theni,  saj-ing 
that  he  wiU 
easily  defeat 
thera. 
Ca-mor 
charges  hini 
with  uttcr 
foUy  in  speak- 
ing  so  lightly 
of  Fiugal  aud 
his  warriors, 


and  declares 
his  own  strong 
love  for  his 
brother  Cair- 
bar. 


joice  !  It  is  when  tliou  shalt  fall  that  the  bard  shall  forget  the  song. 
Thou  art  dark,  chief  of  Moma,  though  thine  ann  is  a  tempest  in 
war.  Do  I  forget  the  king  of  Erin  in  his  narrow  house  ì  My  soul 
is  not  lost  to  Cairbar,  the  brother  of  my  love  I  I  marked  tlie  bright 
beams  of  joy  ■vvhieh  travelled  over  his  cloudy  mind,  ■vvlien  I  retumed 
with  fame  to  Atha  of  the  streams." 
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o  Eacli  chief 
to  his  own 
clan  ;  Gael. 
'fhine,  the 
common  word 
for  clan. 
6  "Theirsha- 
dows  seen  in 
the  light  of 
stars."     I  am 
not  sure  of 
the  exact 
meaning  of 
this  line  :  lit. 
a  skùiwg  of 
shadows  in  the 
striviìifj  of 
stars. 


260        Mòr,  fo  fhoetil  ìird  au  rìgli, 

Gu  'fhine  fèin  a  ghluais  gach  treuu ;  " 
lacl  ag  aomadh  mu  chrualaich  ua  frìth, 
Dealradh  faileis  'au  strì  nan  reulta,'' 
Mar  thounau  'au  cahx  nan  scòrr  -laheann 

265  Fo  ghaoith  'au  còmh  -stri  na  h-oidhche. 
Ri  daraig  shiu  au  righ  e  fèin, 
Sgiath  Ijhallach  nam  beum  'an  gruaim 
Ri  carraig  air  làimh  do  'n  àrd-thrcun. 
Sheas  coigreach  nam  beus  o  chuau, 

270  Gath  soluis  a  rìuu  fo  chiabh, 

0  Lìuuon  nan  sliabh  's  nan  ruadli. 
Is  fada  thall  a  chualas  guth 
0  Flionnar  nan  cruth,  's  nam  fouu, 
Le  gmomhan  trom  an  àm'  o  shean. 

275  ChaiUeas  air  uairibh  na  dàin 

'An  toirm  Lìibair  nach  gann  fuaim. 

"  Thuinidh  Crùthar,"  thubhairt  am  bàn 
"  'An  Atha  uau  alkla  gorma. 
Le  mìle  craobh  o  shlios  uan  càrn 
280  Dli'òirich  taUa  nau  àrd  chuirm, 

An  sin  bha  tional  baoth  au  t-sluaigh 
Mu  'n  cuairt  fieagh  rìgh  a's  guirme  sìiil. 
Co  esan  measg  triath  uam  buadh 
'Bu  choltach  ri  Cròthar  to  chliu  1 


Tall,  they  reiuoved,  ])eneath  tlic  words  of  the  king.  Each  to  his 
own  dark  tribc,  wliere,  hunniiing,  tliey  rolled  on  the  lieatli,  faint- 
glittering  to  thc  stars  :  likc  wavcs  in  a  rocky  hay  before  tlic  nightly 
wind.  Eeneath  an  oak  lay  the  cliicf  of  Atha.  IIis  shicld,  a  dusky 
round,  liung  high.  Kear  hini,  again.st  a  rock,  leancd  the  fair  strangor 
of  Inis  huna  :  that  hcain  of  light,  with  wandering  locks,  froni  Luniou 
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260       At  tlie  high  bidding  of  the  king  the  chiefs 
Returned,  each  leader  to  his  cLin  ; " 
They  lay  'mid  the  rocks  of  the  mountain — 
Their  shadows  seeu  in  the  light  of  stars,'' 
Like  waves  in  a  bay  of  rugged  cliffs, 

265  Under  the  wrestling  of  winds  at  night. 
Beueath  an  oak  the  king  lay  stretched, 
By  his  l)ossy,  dinted,  frowning  shield. 
Against  a  rock  beside  the  hero, 
A  gentle  stranger  from  the  ocean  stood — 

270  The  long-haired  sunbeam  of  his  love, 
From  Lumon  of  mountaius  and  deer. 
Far  SLVi'aj  was  heard  the  voice 
Of  Fonnar  of  visions  and  of  lays, 
Singing  the  mighty  deeds  of  olden  days. 

275  At  times  the  strains  were  lost 

Li  the  noise  of  Lubar  loud-resoundinn:. 


The  chiefs 
lie  down  to 
rest : 


Sulmalla,  in 
disguise,  was 
near  Ca-mor. 


"  Cro-har  dwelt,"  thus  sj^ake  the  bard, 
"  In  Atha  of  blue  streams. 
Of  thousand  trees  from  the  mountain-side 
280  Was  raised  the  hall  of  noble  feasts  : 
There  was  the  joyous  gathering  of  men 
To  the  banquet  of  the  king  of  bluest  eye. 
Which  of  the  victorious  chiefs 
Was  like  to  Cro-har  in  renown  1 


Fonnar,  the 
bard,  relates 
the  tale  of 
Cro-har,  one 
of  Ca-mor's 
ancestors. 
Cro-har,  the 
chief  of  the 
Bolgi,  (Iwelt 
in  Atha. 


of  tlie  roes.  At  distance  rose  the  voice  of  Fonar  with  the  deeds  of 
the  days  of  old.     The  song  fails  at  tinies  in  Lubar's  growing  roar ! 

"  Crothar,"  began  the  hard,  "  first  dwelt  at  Atha's  mossy  stream  ! 
A  thousand  oaks  from  the  mountains  formed  his  echoing  hall.  The 
gathering  of  the  people  was  there  aroimd  the  feast  of  the  hlue-eyed 
king.     But  who  among  his  chiefs  was  like  the  stately  Crothar? 
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285  Las  gaisgich  'am  fiauuis  an  triath  ; 
Bhris  osna  gu  dìomhair  o  òigh' 
Laoch  clihthar  Alnecma  nan  sliabh, 
Ceann  fineacha  ciar  nam  Bolg. 

"  Bhuail  e  sealg  'an  Ullin  chauinih 
290  Air  faobhar  còinnich  nan  Druim-àrd. 
0  choille  sheall  ainnir  nan  laoch, 
Nighean  Chathmhìn,  mu-n  hiaidh  ua  bàir 
Gormshùil  ghlau  'bu  chaoine  làmh. 
Bhris  a  h-osna  gu  diomhair  mu  'n  t-soiin. 
29.5  Bha  aomadh  gruaidh  ainnir  nan  triath 
Measg  seachrain  a  ciablia  doun. 
Choimhid  rè  tro'  oidhche,  's  i  làn, 
Air  ruighe  bàn  a'  giuasad  thall. 
Bha  'smuainteau  mu  Chròthar  uan  dàu, 
.300  'An  ciar  aimsir  uan  aisliug  mall. 

"  Tri  lài  sgaoil  Catlimìu  a'  chuirm  ; 
Air  a'  cheathramh  thog  toirm  ua  ruaidh. 
Ghluais  Caomh-Kunh  gu  seilg  nan  tom, 
Mar  shiubhal  nam  fonu  a  ceum. 
305  Thachair  i  ri  Cròthar  au  triath 

'An  aisre  chumhaiun  uan  sliabli  faoin. 
Thuit  bogha  'us  iuthnidh  o  'làimh  ; 
Thionndaidh  i  gu  mall  a  gruaidh 


Warriors  kinilleJ  in  liis  prescnce.  Tlie  youug  sigli  of  the  virgins  roso. 
In  Alnecnia  was  tho  warrior  honourcil ;  the  first  of  tlie  racc  of  Bolga. 
"  He  pursued  the  chasc  in  llllin,  on  the  nioss-covered  top  of 
Druniardo.  From  the  wood  lookcd  the  daugliter  of  Catlimin,  the 
bhie-rolling  eye  of  Con-lània.  Her  sigh  roso  in  secret.  She  hcnt 
her  liead  niidst  lier  wandcring  locks.     The  nioon  looked  in  at  night 


285  Warriors  glowed  in  presence  of  the  prince  ; 
From  maiJens  broke  the  secret  sigh  ; 
Renowned  was  the  hero  of  Alnecma  of  hiUs — 
Chief  of  tlic  duskv  tribes  of  Bolgi. 
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"  He  foUowed  the  chase  in  Ullin  of  phiins, 

290  Oa  the  mossy  ridge  of  Dx'umard. 

From  a  wood  looked  the  maiden  of  heroes — 
Daughter  of  Ca-min,  sung  by  bards, 
The  bright  Ijlue-eyed  of  smoothest  hand. 
For  the  warrior  rose  her  secret  sigh  : 

295  The  cheek  of  the  maiden  of  chiefs  was  hid 

Among  the  wanderings  of  her  dark-browu  locks. 
The  moon,  when  full,  looked  through  night 
At  the  white  arm  tossing  to  and  fro ; 
Her  thoughts  were  of  Cro-har  of  songs 

300  lu  the  dusky  hour  of  tranquil  dreams. 


He  went  to 
Ullin  to  visit 
Ca-inin,  anil 
to  liunt  on 
his  hiUs. 
Com-la, 
liaughter  of 
Ca-niin,  fell 
in  love  witli 
him, 


"  For  three  days  Ca-min  sprcad  the  feast ; 
On  the  fourth  the  sound  aroused  the  deer. 
Moved  Com-La  to  the  hunt  on  the  hills  ; 
Like  the  march  of  music  was  her  step. 
305  She  met  witli  Cro-har  the  prince 
lu  a  narrow  pass  of  the  desert  hiUs  : 
Fell  bow  and  arrow  from  her  hand ; 
She  slowly  turned  away  her  face, 


and  foUowed 
him  to  the 


anil  saw  the  white-tossing  of  hcr  anns,  fov  she  thought  of  the  mighty 
Crothar  in  the  season  of  dreams. 

"  Three  days  feasted  Crothar  with  Cathmin  ;  on  the  fourth  thev 
awaked  the  hinds.  Con-làma  moved  to  the  chase  TN-ith  all  her 
lovel^'  steps.  She  met  Crothar  in  the  narrow  path.  The  bow  fell 
at  once  from  her  hand.     She  turiied  her  face  awav.  and  half  liiil  it 
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TIGHMORA. 


DUAN  II.  Leth-cheilte  fo  'tlàth  chiabhan. 

310  Mhosgail  rìin  an  trèin  gii  luath  ; 
Thug  e  aiunir  nam  buadh  gu  Atha  ; 
Thog  bàrdan  am  fonu  'n  a  còir. 
Thuinidh  sòlas  mu  ehòir  uighin  (Jhàtliinhin. 

"  Mhosgail  àrdau  o  Thìuloch  nam  bfum, 
31.5  Og  treun  a  thug  rìm  agus  annsa 

Do  gheal-làmh  nan  rosga  caoin. 

Thàinig  e  le  còmhrag  gu  Atha, 

Gu  Alnecma  uan  eilide  ruadh. 

Grhluais  Cormul  amach  gu  strì, 
320  Bràthair  do  rìgh  nan  carbad  ; 

Ghluais  a  mach  ;  ach  thuit  au  triath  ; 

Bliris  osna  air  sliabh  o  'sliluagh. 

Sàmhach  'us  mòr  thar  nan  sruithean 

Tliàinig  dulìli-glu'uaim  neart  an  rìgh  : 
325  Tliaom  e  au  nàmhaid  o  'n  tir, 

0  Alnecma  uam  fritli,  'ua  thil]  c 

Measg  sòLais  Chonlàmha  uau  teud. 

Bhuail  cath  air  cath  ;  thaom  fuil  air  fuil ; 

'N  àm  oidhche  chìteadh  m'de  cruth 
330  Air  iomall  àrd  niala  ua  h-Èirinu. 

Thionail  o  dhcas  gacli  àrd  thriath 

Mu  sgeith  Chròthair  a's  àrd  fuaim. 


with  hiT  locks.  Tlii!  lovo  of  Crothnr  rosc.  Hc  brouglit  the  wliite- 
bosomod  inaid  to  Atha.  Bards  raisod  thn  soiig  iu  hcr  ]ircsi'iice. 
Joy  dwclt  riiiiiid  tlic  dauglitiT  of  Cathiiiin. 

"  Tho  pridc!  of  Turlocli  ro.sc,  a  youth  who  loved  tho  whito-liaiidcd 
Con-làma.  Ho  caino  with  battlo  to  Alnecma,  to  Atha  of  tlic  rocs. 
Cormul  woiit  forth  to  tho  strifo,  tlio  lirotlier  of  car-liorno  Crotliar. 
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Half  hidden  in  her  smooth,  soft  hair. 
310  Straightway  kindled  the  love  of  the  ehief : 
He  brought  the  goodly  maid  to  Atha  ; 
Bards  raised  their  sougs  arouud  her — 
Joy  dwelt  with  the  daughter  of  Ca-min. 

"  Awoke  the  wrath  of  warlike  Turlocli, 
315  A  youthful  hero  who  gave  heart  and  love 

To  the  White-hand  of  gentle  eye. 

He  came  with  combat  to  Atha, 

To  Ahiecma  of  dark-brown  hinds. 

Cormul  went  forth  to  battle, 
320  Brother  to  thc  king  of  chariots  ; 

Forth  he  went — but  fell  the  chicf : 

The  sigh  of  his  people  rose  on  the  hill. 

Silent  and  gi'cat,  across  the  streams, 

Came  the  dark  frown  of  the  streufjth  of  the  kiug  : 
325  He  drove  the  foemeu  from  the  land, 

From  Alnecma  of  woods,  and  he  returned 

To  the  joy  of  Com-la  of  harps. 

Battle  pressed  on  battle  ;  blood  flowed  over  blood 

In  night-time  thousand  foi-ms  were  seen 
330  On  the  skirts  of  the  high  clouds  of  Erin  : 

jSIustered  from  south  each  noble  chief 

To  the  loud-sounding  shield  of  Cro-har. 
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He  returned 
her  love,  and 
took  her  to 
Atha  as  his 
wife. 


A  ueighbour- 

iug  ohief,  Tur- 
loeh,  who  had 
loved  her, 
weut  to  war 
with  Cro-har, 
and  slew  his 
brother  Cor- 
mul. 


He  went  forth,  but  lie  fell.  Tlic  sigli  of  his  jieople  rose.  Silcnt  and 
taU,  across  tlie  streani,  came  the  darkening  strengtli  of  Crothar ;  he 
rolled  the  foe  from  Alnecma.  He  retiimed  midst  the  joy  of  Con-Mma. 
"  Battle  on  battle  comes  ;  hlood  is  poureil  on  blood.  The  tombs 
of  the  valiant  rise.  Eiln's  clouds  are  hung  roundwith  ghosts.  The 
chiefs  of  the  south  gathercd  round  the  echoing  shield  of  Crothar. 
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Thàinig  e  le  bàs  a  nall, 

Gu  aisre  gliann  a  naimhde  fèin. 

335  Thuit  deura  o  òighean  na  h-UlIin, 

'S  iad  a'  cuimhead  ri  mullach  nan  sìan 
Cha  teuruadli  òg  shealgair  o  mhonadh  ; 
Tha  sàmhchair  a'  dubhadh  's  an  tìr  : 
Mall  'us  truagh  an  osag  thall 

340  'Am  feur  a  tha  cfann  air  uaigh. 


a  I,.  348,  349. 
T)i<!  constnic- 
tion  Iktc — onc 
of  freiiucnt 
oc^cuiTcnce  — 
is  like  tlie 
iilil.  iilis.  in 
],;itin. 


"  'Teurnadh  niar  iolair  nan  speur 
Le  'ude  sgèith  fhuaimear  r'a  thaobh, 
'N  uair  a  thrèigeas  e  'ghaoth  le  sòhis, 
Thàinig  mac  Thrèinmhoir  nam  beum, 

345  Conar  treun,  garbh  làmh  nan  creuchd, 
0  Mhòrbheinn  nan  treun,  's  nan  craobh. 
Thaom  e  'neart  air  Eirinn  ghuirm, 
Am  bàs  dubh  borb  air  chìil  a  Lainn', 
Leth-fhaicte  le  'clieumaibh  mòra." 

350  Theich  sìol  Bholg  o  thriath  nau  lauii, 
Mar  fliear-astair  o  shruth  nach  ganu, 
A  bhriseas  o  fhàsach  nan  sian, 
'S  a  bhuaineas  an  talamh  o  'n  t-sliabli 
Le  crannail:)h  fuaimear  garbh. 

355  Ghluais  Cròthar  'au  còmhrag,  an  trcun  ; 
Theich  Alnecma  fo  bheud  o  leirg ; 
Shiubhail  an  rìgh,  ach  mall  a  cheum ; 


IIc  came  with  iloatli  tn  tln'  paths  of  tlie  foc.  Tlu;  viru;ins  wcpt  liy 
the  streaius  of  I'llin.  They  looked  to  tlie  mist  nf  thr  hill.  Ko 
htinter  de.scenilcd  from  its  folds.  Silcncc  darkcncfl  in  thc  l.iinl. 
I)la.sts  sighcd  loncly  on  grassy  tombs. 

"  Descending  like  the  caglc  of  hcaven  with  all  his  rnstling  wings, 
whcn  Iie  forsakes  the  blast  with  joy,  the  sou  of  Treiinior  camc  ; 
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Onward  he  came  with  cleath 
To  the  narrow  passes  of  his  foes. 

335  Tears  fell  from  the  maids  of  Ulliu, 
As  they  came  to  the  stormy  height ; 
The  youthful  hiuiter  canie  uot  from  the  hill 
Silence  is  darlieniug  in  the  land ; 
Slow  and  mournful  is  the  breeze, 

340  Tliroush  grass  thiu-o-rowins;  on  tlie  oraves. 


DUAN  11. 

Cro-har  de- 
l'cated  Tur- 
loeh,  and  pur- 
suecl  hira  to 
Ullin,  which 
he  was  laying 
utterly  waate, 


"  Descending  like  the  eagle  of  the  skies, 
With  sounding  wiug  all  folded  by  his  side, 
When  with  joy  he  foi-sakes  the  bhist, 
Came  the  son  of  warlike  Treuumor — 

345  Brave  Conar,  strong  arm  to  wound, 
From  Morven  of  trees  and  of  heroes. 
Over  greeu  Erin  he  poured  his  strength — 
Death,  grim  and  Uack,  behind  his  blade, 
Half  seen  iu  his  mighty  strides." 

350  Fled  Bolga's  race  from  the  priuce  of  spears, 
As  flees  a  traveller  from  a  strong  torreut 
Which  bursts  from  the  desert  of  storms, 
Aud  rends  the  earth  from  the  hill 
With  its  great  and  sounding  trees. 

355  Cro-har,  the  brave,  advanced  to  battle ; 
Alneema,  worsted,  fled  the  field  : 
The  king  withdrew,  but  slow  his  step  ; 


when  Conar, 
son  of  Treun- 
mor,  came  to 
the  aid  ol' 
Ullin,  and 
thoroughly 
defeated  tlle 
invadeis. 


Conar,  arni  of  deatli,  from  ]\[orven  of  tlie  groves.  He  poured  his 
might  along  greeu  Eriu.  Death  dimlj"  strode  behind  his  sword. 
The  sons  of  Bolga  fled  froni  his  course  as  from  a  stream  that,  burst^ 
ing  from  the  stormj'  desert,  roUs  the  iìelds  togother  with  all  their 
eehoing  ■woods.  Crothar  met  him  in  Lattle,  but  Alnecma's  warriors 
fled.     The  king  of  Atha  slowlv  rotirc<l  in  the  grief  of  his  soid.     He 
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«  Air  righ 
Eirìnn  :  the 
preposition 
aig  would 
now  be  usetl 
instead  of  «?V, 
and  probably 
is  the  correct 
reading. 


'Anam  mìichtà  fo  bbròu  feirg. 
Dhealradb  leis  mu  dbcas  'n  a  dbèigb, 
360  Mar  gbreiii  fogbair  nacb  'eil  trcuu, 
'N  uair  a  thig  i  'an  ti'uscan  uau  uial, 
Gu  Làra  uan  srutb  's  nau  sian  : 
Bi  'dh  dealta  air  seacadb  uau  raon ; 
Tba  'n  deab-a  gu  faoin  fo  bbròu." 

365       " C'uim  a  mbosgladb  am  bìud  dliomli  fein, 
Tliuirt  Catbmor  au  treuu,  "  na  seoid 
A  tbrèig  an  leirg,  ge  mòr  an  cliu  1 
'N  d'aom  taunas  do  clduas  o  uial 
Gu  Cathmor  'cbur  sìos  o  'u  raon 

370  Le  sgeulaibh  faoiu  au  àm'  o  sbcan  ? 

Sibbs'  a  cbòmbuuidb's  'au  cirb  nau  uial, 
Mar  osaig  sbian  'ur  gutb  dbomh  fèin, 
A  ghlacas  ceann  nan  cluaran  duljb, 
A'  sgaodeadb  letb  'fbeusaig  air  srutb, 

375  Tba  guth  ìosal  'am  meadbou  mo  chlèibbe, 
Nacb  buail  cluas  eile  le  fuaim. 
Do  'auam  tba  smachd  air  rìgb  Eirinn," 
'S  cha-n  fhàg  e  'u  a  dbòigb  an  còmbrag." 

'Shìolaidb  sìos  am  bàrd  'au  oidhche 
380  'S  e  'g  aomadh  gun  soillse  tbar  srutb, 
A  smuaintean  air  làithean  'an  Atba, 


afterwards  shono  iii  \.\u:  soutli,  Imt  diiu  ns  tlu'  sun  of  autunm,  wlicn 
lie  visits,  in  liis  roLos  of  niist,  Liira  iif  ilark  streauis.  The  ivithered 
grass  is  eovcred  with  dew  ;  the  iield,  tliough  bright,  is  sad." 

"  Why  vvakes  tlie  bard  before  nie,"  said  Cathnior,  "  the  memory 
of  those  who  iled  ?  Has  some  gluist  from  liis  dusky  cloud  Lent  for- 
ward  to  tliine  ear,  to  frightcn  Cathmor  Ironi  the  tield  with  tlie  talcs 
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His  sou]  (was)  smotlierecl  iu  the  grief  of  wrath. 
He  shone  thereafter  in  the  south, 
3G0  Like  the  sickly  sun  of  autumu 
Wheu  he  comes  in  robe  of  clouds 
To  Lara  of  streams  and  of  storms  : 
Dew  falls  on  the  withering  plains  ; 
The  gleam  is  feeble  (ancl)  in  sorrow." 

3G5       "  Why  does  the  bard  recall  to  me," 
Said  valiant  Ca-mor,  "  the  warriors 
Who  fled  the  field,  though  great  their  fame  'ì 
Has  a  ghost  from  a  cloud  stooped  to  thine  ear 
To  bauish  Ca-mor  from  the  field 

370  AYith  icUe  tales  of  the  time  of  old  ? 
Ye  that  dwell  on  the  edge  of  clouds, 
To  me  (is)  yom-  voice  as  the  blast  of  a  storm, 
Which  seizes  the  head  of  the  darksome  thistle, 
Aud  strews  half  its  beard  ou  the  stream. 

375  A  quiet  voice  is  within  my  breast, 
Which  strikes  no  other  ear  in  souud  : 
Eriu's  king  is  master  of  his  soul," 
And  he  wiU  not  c[uit  the  field." 

The  bard  shrank  dowu  iuto  uight, 

380  And  he  leaned  in  darkness  over  a  stream  ; 

His  thoughts  (were)  of  days  iu  Atha, 


of  old  ?  Dwellers  of  the  skirts  of  night,  your  voice  is  Lut  a  Llast 
to  me,  whicli  takes  the  grey  thistle's  head  and  strews  its  beard  on 
streams.  Within  my  bosom  is  a  voice.  Others  hear  it  not.  His 
soul  forbids  the  king  of  Erin  to  shrink  back  from  war." 

Abashed  the  bard  sinks  back  Ln  night :  retired,  he  bends  above  a 
.stream.    His  thoughts  are  on  the  days  of  Atha,  when  Catlimor  heard 
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Cro-har 
escaped,  aud 
after«'ards 
eamed  fame 
in  the  south  ; 
hut  it  was  like 
the  siekly  sun 
of  autumn. 


Ca-morblames 
the  bard  for 
trpug  to  deter 
him  from  fol- 
lowing  the 
wars  by  tales 
of  those  who 
had  failed, 
and  expresses 
his  firm  deter- 
mination  to 
fight. 


The  bard  ìv 
tires,  griev- 
ing  that  his 
counsel  wa.s 
slighteil. 
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TIGHMOHA. 


DUAN  II.  'N  uair  a  chualas  le  sàr  a  gliutli ; 

Bha  deoir  a'  tuiteam  sìos  le  'ghriiaidh, 
Gaotli  fhuar  'us  i  'fuaim  'n  a  f heusaio;. 


«  "  In  the 
corrle  of  the 
hill."     The 
word  corrie 
has  iiot  yet 
lii'i'H  ailmitted 
tu  Uw  rull 
jniviU'ges  of 
Eiinlish  citi- 
zi'iishiii  ;butit 
is  usi-il  liy  Sir 
W.ilter  Scott, 
is  well  uiidcr- 
stooil,  aud 
seems  to  ex- 
jiress  better 
t  liau  any  word 
T  kiiow,  the 
iiieuiiin;,'  of 
tlle  Gaelie 
here,  which 
is  cuach. 


385       Thuit  cadal  mu  ghorm  shùilean  Èu-iun. 

Cha  robh  cadal  do  threun  m'a  shìiilibh. 

Dorcha  'n  a  anam  ag  èirigh 

Garbh  Chairbre  nam  beud  fo  smìiire  ; 

Chunnaie  e  gun  fhonn,  no  dàn 
390  Air  osaig  a'  snàmh  na  h-oidhche. 

Mhosgail  'us  ghluais  e  'cheuman 

Air  iomall  nan  ceud  gu  'n  cùl, 

'S  bhuail  c  sgiatli  cliopach  nam  beum. 

Thàinicr  fuaim  air  mo  chluais  's  a'  mhìiig 
395  Air  mahi  ghruamaicli  còinnich  Mliòra. 

"  'Ùg  Fhillein,  tha  'n  nàmhaid  a'  triall ; 

Ceart  chluinneamsa  sgiath  uam  blàr. 

Seas,  a  ghaisgich,  'an  cuaich  nan  sliabh  ; " 

Chi  mise  gu  'n  trian  na  sàir. 
400  Ma  shaltraicheas  sluagli  thar  mo  Ijhàis 

0  chopa  tog  àrd  an  f  huaim  ; 

Dùisg  Fionnghal  air  fàire  nan  càrn 

Seal  mu  -n  siubliail  a  chliu,  's  a  bhuaidli." 

Mi  'gluasad  'an  torrunn  nan  arni, 
405  Mo  gharbh  cheum  thar  sruithean  a'  leum, 


hia  soiif;  witli  jny.  His  tcars  eiimo  rulliii^'  down.  Thc  wiiuls 
are  iu  liis  ln'iird.  Erin  sleeiis  iiround.  No  sleep  conies  down 
on  ( 'iithmor's  eycs.  Dark  in  hi.s  soul  ho  saw  the  sjiirit  of  Kiw- 
hiiil  Cairhar  ;  he  saw  hini  withont  liis  song,  rolled  in  a  blast  of 
ni"ht.  He  rose.  llis  stejis  were  round  the  host.  He  struck 
at  timcs  his  echoing  shicld.      Tho  sound  rcachcd  Ossian's  ear  on 


When  his  voice  was  heard  by  the  great. 

Tears  were  falling  down  his  cheek  ; 

Thc  wind  was  cold,  and  whistled  through  his  beard. 
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385       Sleep  fell  on  the  blue  eyes  of  Erin. 

It  came  not  to  the  hero's  eyes  : 

Darkly  rising  iu  his  soul 

(^Yas)  rough  aud  scathful  Cairbar  in  the  dust : 

He  saw  him  without  soug  or  Liy, 
390  Swimming  on  the  blast  of  night. 

He  started  and  bent  his  steps 

By  the  side  of  the  host,  and  passed, 

Striking  the  bossy  dinted  shiekl. 

A  souud  struck  my  ear  through  the  mist 
3'J5  On  the  frowning  mossy  brow  of  Mora. 

"  Young  Fillan,  the  focnien  are  moving  ; 

I  clearly  hear  the  shiekl  of  battles. 

Stand,  thou  hero,  in  the  corrie  of  the  hill  ; " 

I  Avill  closely  mark  the  warriors. 
400  If  the  host  should  trample  me  in  death, 

From  thy  boss  raise  high  the  sound  ; 

Wake  Fingal  on  the  edge  of  cairns, 

Before  his  prowess   and  renown  depart." 

I  advanced  in  the  thuuder  of  armour, 
405  My  rough  stride  bounding  over  streams, 


Ca-nior  is 
uualjle  to 
sleep  :  tlie 
vision  of  C'air- 
bar,  destitute 
of  due  funeral 
rites,  troubles 
hiui.     He 
walks  past 
his  sleeping 
warriors  ; 


is  heanl  liy 
Ossiai]  and 
FiUan. 


Mora's  mossy  brow. 

"  Fillan,"  I  said,  "  tlie  foes  advance ;  I  liear  the  slùeld  of  war. 
Statid  thou  in  the  narrow  path.  Ossian  shall  mark  their  course. 
If  over  my  fall  the  host  should  potir,  then  he  thy  buckler  heard. 
Awake  the  king  on  his  heath,  lest  his  fame  shoidd  fly  away."  I 
strode  in  all  my  rattling  arms,  wide-bounding  over  a  stream  that 
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'Bha  'g  iadhadh  trc  'n  dìibhra  ro'  shàr 
IJìgh  Atha  nam  Uàr,  's  nam  beum ; 
Ghrad-thàinig  righ  Atlia  fo  slileagh 
Air  mo  shiubhal  tro'  mhagh  'am  mìiig. 

410  An  sin  a  Ijhiodli  an  còmhrag  garbh 
Mar  thaunais  nam  marbh  a'  spàirn, 
A'  cromadh  o  nialaibh  'tha  'falbh, 
'Taomadh  gaoith  air  faol)har  uan  càrn  ; 
Mur  faiceadh  Oisian  àrda  sliuas 

415  Cruaidh  cheauna-blieairt  righre  na  h-J"]iriuii, 
Sgiath  iohiir  a'  sgaoileadh  mu  'n  cuairt, 
Measg  iomairt  nam  fuar  gluxotli : 
Measg  itean  bha  reull  a'  boillsgeadh. 
Chaisg  mi  's  an  oidhche  mo  shleagh. 

420       "  Tha  ceanna-bheairt  nan  rìghrcan  a'm  chòir  ! 

Co  thusa,  'mhic  dubhadh  nan  speur  ? 

Am  bi  cliu  do  shleagh  Oiseiu,  'fhir  mhòir, 

'N  uair  a  thuiteas  'an  còmhmg  au  treun  ? " 

Ghrad-aom  e  a  shleagh  o  'cheauu, 
425  'Mo  choinneamh  a'  fàs  an  cruth  mòr. 

Shìn  e  anns  au  oidhch'  a  làmh 

'S  e  'hdjhairt  focail  chòrr  uan  rig]]. 

"  A  chara'  taibhse  faoin  nan  sonn, 
'N  do  thachair  'an  dìibhra  sinn  fèin  1 


(larkly  ■wiiided  in  the  field  before  the  kirg  of  Atha.  (Ireen  Atha's 
king,  with  lifted  spear,  came  forward  on  my  eourse.  Now  would 
we  have  nii.xed  in  liorrid  fray,  likc  two  contendiiig  ghosts,  tliat 
bonding  fonvard  from  two  clouds,  send  forth  thc  roaring  winds, 
did  not  Ossian  Lehold  on  high  tlio  helniet  of  Erm's  kiiigs.  Tho 
eagle's  wng  spread  above  it,  rustling  in  tlie  breeze ;  a  red  star 


269 


Wliicli  glided  iu  darkness  before  great 

Atha's  king  of  battles  and  of  blows. 

Straightway  came  Atha's  kiug  with  spear, 

Across  my  path  through  the  plaiu  in  mist. 
410  Theu  would  have  been  a  contlict  fierce, 

Like  spirits  of  the  dead  in  strife 

Bendiug  from  driving  clouds, 

AVhile  winds  rush  from  tlie  brow  of  cairns, 

Had  Ossiau  not  descried  on  high 
41.5  The  steel  helmet  of  the  kings  of  Eriu  : 

An  eagle's  wing  was  spread  abroad, 

In  the  tossing  of  the  chiUy  winds ; 

Amid  the  feathers  shone  a  star. 

I  stayed  my  spear  in  the  uight. 

420       "  Tlie  hehnet  of  kiugs  is  uear  me  ! 

Who  art  thou,  sou  of  the  darkening  of  the  skies  ì 
Shall  Ossian's  spear  be  reuowued,  tliou  great  one, 
When  the  liero  shall  fall  in  battlc  ?  " 
Quickly  he  lowered  his  spear  from  liis  liead  ; 

425  Before  me  grew  the  lofty  forni ; 

In  the  night  he  stretched  forth  his  hand, 
Aud  uttered  the  noble  words  of  kings  : 

"  Friend  of  the  shadowy  warrior-forms, 
Have  we  met  together  in  darkness  ? 


looked  through  tlie  phimes.     I  stopped  the  lifted  spear. 

"  The  helmet  of  kings  is  hefoie  me  !  AVho  art  thou,  sou  of  night  f 
ShaU  Ossian's  spear  Le  renowned  when  thou  art  lowly  laid  (  "  At  once 
he  dropped  the  gleaming  lance.  Growing  hefore  me  seemed  the  form. 
He  stretched  his  hand  in  night ;  he  spoke  the  words  of  kings. 

"  Friend  of  the  spirits  of  heroes,  do  I  meet  thee  thus  in  shades  1 


Ossian  goes 
l'orward  aiul 
meets  him  in 
tlie  darkness. 


As  he  was 
about  to  at- 
tack  hini,  he 
noticed  the 
eagle's  wing 
on  his  heluiet, 
showing  him 
tobeofkingly 


He  asks  wlio 
lie  is,  and 
whetlier  he  is 
a  foe  wortliy 
of  Ossian. 


Ca-mor  ad- 
dresses  him 
with  gi'eat 
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430  C'uim  nacli  fliacas  do  cheum,  a  slieoid, 
'Au  làithean  sòlais  Atha  nau  tcuJ  l 
C'uim  a  thogar  ortsa  sleagh  ? 
Chi  grian  sinn  air  magh  'an  còmhrag, 
'N  uair  a  thionmlaidh's  gu  Ijeud  an  dà  rìgh 

435  A'  dealradh  'an  strì  na  mòrchuis. 
Clii  gaisgicli  'n  ar  deigh  am  hall 
'Am  mòr  eagal  mu  'n  àm  o  sheau  ; 
Chi  iad  e  mar  àite  fuaith 
'Cur  sòlais  'us  jjruaim  mu  'n  inutinn.'' 


o  "  Whc-n 
tliou  art  lost," 
&c     The 
thoughts  and 
expressions 
here,  from 
1.  451  to 
1.  4.')8,  are  very 
siniilar  to 
what  is  said 
in  the  poem 
of  "  Golnan- 
dona,"  1.  48- 
C8. 


440       "  An  dì-cliuimhn'  iad,'"  flireagair  mi  fein, 

"  .\ite-coinnimh  do  thrèin  'au  sìth  '! 

'Bheil  cuimhn'  a'  chòmhraig  'an  còmliuuidh 

Cho  taitneach  do  mhòrchuis  nan  triath  ? 

Nach  fhaic  sinn  le  sòlas  na  raoin, 
44.5  '8  an  d'  sgaoil  sìnns're  nach  b'fhaoin  am  ilcagh  ? 

Ach  lìonar  ar  sùilean  le  deoir 

Air  au  leirg  do  'n  robh  còmhrag  nau  treun. 

Èiridh  'chlach  so  fein  air  àird, 

Measg  còinnich  nan  càrn  ciar 
450  Le  focail  do  bhliadhnan  nach  d'flialbli. 

'N  uair  chaillear  thusa,  'chLicli  nan  saoi  ; " 

'N  uair  a  tliraoghas  sruth  Lìil)air  o  lear, 

Aomaidh  fear-astair  a  thriall, 


I  have  ^vished  fur  thy  stately  steps  in  Atha  in  the  days  of  joy. 
Why  shoulil  my  spcar  now  arisel  Tlie  sun  must  behold  us,  Ossiau, 
when  we  hend  gleaming  iii  the  strife.  FutMe  warrioi-s  sliall  luark 
the  place  ;  and,  shuddering,  tliiiik  of  other  years.  Thcy  shall  iiiaik 
it,  likc  the  liaunt  of  ghosts,  ploasant  and  dreadful  to  the  soul." 
"  Shall  it  then  he  forgot,"  I  said,  "  wliere  we  meet  iu  jieacc  ì     Is 
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430  AVherefore  uuseen  was  tìij  step,  tliou  liero, 
lu  days  of  joy  at  Atha  of  harps  ? 
Why  raise  a  spear  against  thee  (now)  ? 
TJie  sun  shall  behold  our  battle  ou  thc  fiehl 
When  the  two  kings  close  in  strife, 

435  Shiuing  iu  the  contlict  of  glory. 

Future  warriors  shall  behokl  the  spot 
AVith  great  amaze  at  the  oklen  time ; 
They  will  behold  it  as  a  haunt  of  spirits, 
Bringing  joy  and  dread  to  thcir  souls." 


DUAN  II. 

regard ;  regrets 
that  their 
meeting  was 
not  at  the 
feast  in  Atha ; 
says  that  they 
wiU  not  figlit 
until  the  sun 
looks  ou  tlieir 
"  contiict  of 
glory,"  the 
place  of  whicli, 
future  war- 
riors  wiU  view 
with  awe. 


440       "  Shall  they  forget,"  I  then  replied, 
"  The  pkice  where  heroes  mect  in  peace  ? 
Is  constant  memory  of  war 
So  pleasant  to  the  pride  of  heroes  ? 
Shall  we  not  in  joy  behold  the  pkains 

445  Where  our  great  fathers  spread  the  feast  ? 
But  our  eyes  shall  be  filled  with  tears 
On  the  fiekls  where  "warriors  fought. 
This  very  stone  shall  rise  on  high, 
Amid  the  moss  of  dark-brown  hills, 

4.50  With  words  to  the  coming  years. 

Wlien  thou  art  lost,  stone  of  thc  brave," 
When  Lubar's  stream  shall  fail  on  the  plain, 
The  traveller  will  bend  liis  course 


Ossian  replics 
that  the  plai'e 
where  heroes 
meet  in  peaee 
ought  to  be 
reinembered 
witli  greutcr 
pleasure  tlian 
their  liattle- 
Belds  ; 


and  says  that 
tlie  stone  at 
which  they 
then  met 
would  pre- 
serve  their 
memory  for 
ages. 


the  remembrance  of  battles  always  pleasant  to  the  soul  1  Do  not 
we  beholJ  with  joy  the  plaee  where  our  fathers  feasted  ì  Eut  our 
eyes  are  fuU  of  tears  on  the  fields  of  their  war.  This  stone  shall 
rise,  ìrith  all  its  nioss,  and  speak  to  other  ycars.  '  Here  Cathmor 
and  Ossian  met ;  the  warriors  met  in  peace  ! '  Tr\Tieri  thou,  0  stone  ! 
shalt  fail, — when  Lubar's  stream  shall  roll  away, — tlien  shall  the 
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'An  cadal  air  slial)h  nam  fear  : 
455  Gluaisidh  rè  mar  chearcal  ilulili 

Thar  a  cheann  'an  aisling  uau  cruth ; 

Thig  sinne  suas  'n  a  sliealladh  faoin, 

A'  cur  a  chuimhne  air  au  raou. 

C'uim  a  thioundaidh's  tu  cho  dorch', 
460  'Mhic  Borbair  nau  colg  fiar  ? " 

"  'Au  dì-chuimhu',  'mhic  Fhiouugliail  uan  lann, 

Cha  bhi  sinne  a'  suàmh  nau  gaoth, 

Ar  gnìomhau  'an  dealradh  uacli  gaun 

Roimh  shùilibh  uam  bàrd  a  cliaoidh. 
465  Tha  dìibhra  dubh  mu  Atha  fein ; 

Tha  rìgh  'bu  treun  gun  dàn,  guu  fhonn. 

Bha  dealra  glan  a'  briseadh  riamh 

Do  Chathmor  o  'chiar  inutinn, 

Mar  vè  'us  i  'coimhead  o  uial 
470  'Measg  thorruuu  dul)h-ruadli  ua  h-oidliche." 

"  'Mhic  Eirinn,"  fhreagair  mi  fein, 
"  Cha-n'eil  m'  f  hearg  'dol  'n  a  dhèigh  gu  ùir  ; 
Ghluais  mo  ghamhlas  mar  iolair  nau  s])eur 
0  naimhdean  fo  bheud  'us  smùir ; 
475  Cluinnear  leis  ua  bàird  le  fouu  ; 
Biodh  sòlas  air  sonn  's  a'  chaoitli." 


traveller  come  and  bend  liere,  perhaps,  in  re.st.  When  the  darkened 
moon  is  rolled  over  his  head,  our  sliadowy  forms  may  eome,  and, 
mixing  with  his  dreams,  remind  liim  of  tliis  j)lace.  lìut  wliy  tuni- 
cst  tliou  so  dark  away,  son  of  lìorbar-dutliul  ì  " 

"  Not  forgot,  son  of  Fingal,  sliall  we  ascend  these  winds.     Our 
deeds  are  streams  of  light  beforc  tlie  eyes  of  bards.     Lut  darkne.ss 


TEMORA. 
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To  sleep  on  the  hill  of  heroes  : 
455  The  moon  wiU  move  like  a  dark  lioop 
Above  his  head  which  dreams  of  ghosts, 
In  his  shadowy  vision  we  shall  appear, 
Fixing  his  memory  iipon  this  field. 
Wlierefore  hast  thou  changed  to  gloom, 
460  Son  of  Borbar  of  warlike  mood  ?  " 

"  Forgotten,  sou  of  Fingal  of  spears, 
We  shall  not  swim  on  the  wiuds ; 
In  brightest  light  our  deeds 
Shall  ever  dwell  in  the  eyes  of  bards. 

465  Darkness  Uack  encircles  Atha  ; 

A  mighty  king  is  without  song  or  lay. 
Brightness  clear,  at  all  times,  shone 
On  Ca-mor,  from  his  gloomy  miud, 
Tiike  the  moon  looking  forth  from  a  cloud, 

470  Through  the  dark-rod  thunders  of  night." 

"  Son  of  Erin,"  I  replied, 
"  Not  to  his  grave  does  my  wrath  pursue  him 
My  vengeance  flies,  like  eagle  of  the  skies,' 
From  foemen  in  death  and  in  dust : 
475  Let  bards  with  songs  be  lieard  by  him  ; 
Let  joy  be  to  the  hero  on  the  blast." 


is  rolled  on  Atha  ;  tlie  king  is  low  without  his  song  :  still  there  was 
a  beam  towarjs  Cathmor  from  his  stormy  soul;  like  the  moon  Ln  a 
clouil  amidst  the  dark-red  course  of  thuudor." 

"  Son  of  Erin,"  I  replied,  "  my  wrath  dwells  not  in  his  earth. 
My  hatred  flies  on  eagle-wing  from  tho  foe  that  is  low.  He  shall 
hear  the  song  of  bards.     Cairbar  shall  rejoioe  on  his  winds." 

VOL.  II.  S 


He  asks 
Ca-nior  why 
Iie  looked 
so  gloomy. 


C'a-mor  an- 
svvers  that  liis 
lu'other,  a 
iniglity  king, 
beingwithout 
soii!^  or  hiy, 
is  the  eause  of 
liis  "  tlai-k- 


Ossian  replies 

tlLat  his  wrath 
ai.l  notfoUow 
I  ',iiili[ir  to  tlie 
i,'r,ivi'  ;  and 
i.'onsi'uts  to 
liis  hearing 
t]ie  .song  ot' 
bards. 
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<»  "  ('a-mor  nf 
miglity  (■nii- 
iiucsts  or  vii'- 
toric'S,"  or 
"Ca-mor  of 
great  attri- 
butes  or 
jiowcr." 
b  The  six  lines 
484-489  are 
very  obscure. 
It  would  l)e 
an  imiirove- 
ment  to  reail 
486  as  485  ; 
but  no  trans- 
jiosition  would 
niake  the  hist 
tliree  clear  : 
possibly  they 
belong  to 
.some  other 
connection. 


DIi'l^ìiìcIi  anam  an  rigli  air  àinl, 

Tharrning  e  a  lann  o  'tliaobh  ; 

Chuir  e  'dealra  glan  a'm'  làimh  ; 
480  Le  osna  'an  .sàmhchair  uam  fein 

Ghluai.s  C'atliraor  nam  buadh  treun." 

Lean  mo  shùil  au  laoch  's  e  'folbh 

Mar  ghai'bh-ehruth  tannais  a'  boillsgeadh, 

'N  uair  a  thacliras  baoth  shamhhx  nam  marbli'' 
485  Air  fear-astair  'am  balbli  na  h-oidhche, 

'An  truscan  ciar  nan  slialjh  fo  gliaoitli ; 

Bi'dh  'fhocahx  mar  fhonn  o  shean, 

Le  madainn  o  lear  a'  sìohidh, 

An  cruth  lcth  dhcanta  de  mliìiig. 

490       Co  e  sud  0  Lìdjar  thall 

0  tliruscan  nan  gieann  de  clicò  '. 

Tlia  drìiclid  nan  .spcui'  m'a  chcann  ; 

Tha  'cheuman  gu  mall  fo  bhròn. 

Co  ach  Carull  o  'u  àm  a  dh'f  halbh 
495  0  chòs  Tliùi-a  nan  garbh  sheòd. 

Chi  mi  'n  còs  ch)rcha  'an  cai'raig 

Tro'  cheò  a  tlia  'tarruing  do  'u  aouach. 

Theagamli  gu-m  blieil  an  t-àrd  thriath 

Cucliullin  air  .sgiathan  na  gaoithe, 
500  Tlia  'liilmdh  naii  craol>h  r'a,  tliaolili. 

Is  taitnca.ch  Innii  'am  madainn  cliiuin 

0  bhàrd  Eirinn  nam  mòi-  cliliii. 


Catlimor's  swelling  soul  aroso.  ]Io  tdnk  tlic  dagi-^'ov  from  liis  sido, 
and  jiliiccd  it  glBaniinf;  in  niy  hand.  Hc  jilaccd  it  in  niy  hand  vith 
sighs,  and  silcnt  strode  away.  Mine  cycs  followcd  liis  dejiartuvc. 
Ile  dimly  glcamed  lil<p  tlic  form  of  a  ghost,  which  nioets  a  traveller 
by  night  ou  tlio  dark-skirted  heath.  His  words  are  dark  like  songs 
of  old  ;  with  iiinrning  .stridcs  the  nnfinishcd  shadc  away  ! 
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Eose  the  soul  of  the  king  on  high  ; 

He  clrew  his  blade  from  his  side  ; 

In  my  hand  he  placed  its  Inightness  pure  ; 
480  I  sighed  iu  silence,  and  away 

Moved  Ca-mor  of  mighty  conquests." 

Followed  my  eye  the  chief  departing  ; 

He  shone  liko  a  mighty  spirit-form, 

AVhen  meets  the  vain  semblance  of  the  dead '' 
485  The  traveller,  'mid  silence  of  the  night, 

AViud-driven  in  dusky  robe  of  the  liiUs  ; 

His  words  are  like  a  song  of  okl ; 

With  morning  glideth  ofF  the  pkain, 

The  form  half-made  of  mist. 

490       Who  comes  over  froni  Lultar 

In  the  robe  of  the  misty  glens  ? 

The  dew  of  heaven  is  on  his  head  ; 

His  steps  are  slow  and  sorrow-laden. 

Who  but  Carul,  from  the  time  which  is  gone, 
495  From  Tura's  cave  of  great  heroes. 

I  see  the  cavern  darlv  in  the  rock 

Through  mist  creepiug  upwards  on  the  lùll. 

Perchance  the  mighty  prince 

Cuchullin  (comes)  on  the  wings  of  thc  wind, 
500  AVhich  beuds  the  troes  by  his  side. 

Sweet  is  a  soug  in  morning  calm 

From  Erin's  bard  of  wreat  renown. 


Who  come.s  from  Lubar's  Yale  ì  frora  the  skirts  of  the  morning 
mist?  The  drops  of  lieaven  are  on  liis  head ;  his  steps  are  in  the 
paths  of  tlie  sad.  It  is  Carril  of  other  times.  He  conies  from  Tura's 
silent  cavc.  I  behold  it  darlc  iu  the  rock  tlirough  the  thin  folds  of 
niist.  Tliere,  perhaps,  Cuthullin  sits  on  tlie  blast  wliich  bends  its 
trees.     Pleasant  is  the  song  of  the  uiorning  from  the  bard  of  Erin  ! 


DUAN'  11. 

C'a-mor,  deep- 
ly  atì'ected  by 
siich  gcneros- 
ity,  prescnts 
liis  sworcl  to 
Ossian,  and 
returns  to  his 
army. 


In  tlie  ilawn 
nt'  niorning, 
C'arul,  the 
bard  of  Ciu'li  - 
ullin,  a])- 
proaches  iu 
deep  grief, 
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DUAN  II.  "  Tha  toiinan  a'  briseadli  's  a'  falbli 

Gu  dòmhail  fo  'n  garbh  eagal  fein, 

505  lad  a'  ckiiniitinn  thu  'g  èirigh  le  fuaim 
0  tliaUa  nan  stuadh,  a  ghrian. 
Fuasach  thu  'n  ad  uile  threin', 
A  mhic  naii  speur,  'n  uair  ghkiaiseas  bàs 
Le  k'adau  làn  a's  ghvine  sgèimh, 

.510  'N  uair  chuircas  tu  do  niahi  còrr 
Air  seacadh  nam  mòr  shkiagh. 
Ach  's  taitneach  do  dhearrsa  do  shealgair 
'S  e  'suidhe  fo  gharbh  fhuaim  nan  stoirm, 
'N  uair  sheallas  tu  o  bliriscadh  nan  nial 

515  A'  boillsgeadh  a  chiabli  fo  bhraon — 
Esan  'coinihead  sìos  air  gieann, 
Air  sruthan  nan  akd  gun  ghruaim, 
'N  uair  a  tlieurnas  na  ruaidli  o  chàrn. 
Cia  fada  dh'eireas  tu  air  còmhrag, 

520  Mar  mhòr  sgèith,  làn  fala  nan  speur'?" 
Clii  mi  bàs  eahunli  nan  triath 
Mar  dlmbhra  ag  iadhadh  mu  d'  ghnìiis." 

"  C'uim  a  tlia  iadhadh  focail  Charuill  ? 
'Bheil  bròn  air  maha  gun  bheud  ? 
525  Cha-n'eil  oruaim  air  a  shiubhal  a'  tarruinfj, 
Tha  sòlas  ann  a  theine  treun 
Air  [deak-adh]  a  shokiis  gun  nihkig.'' 
Tlieid  tliusa  air  chìil  do  h\  fein  ; 


n  "  Full  of  thi- 
blooil  of  tlie 
skies  "  is  tlie 
literal  tniiis- 
latioii :  là)i 
fnlu  's  an 
speur  would 
m;ike  it  "full 
of  blood  in 
the  skies," 
and  briiig  it 
to  a;;ree  with 
Macpherson's 
translation — 
a  cleeidefl  im- 
provement. 

'  There  is  a 
hiatus  in  1. 
527,  which  1 
liiive  tilhil  \i]i 
\vithilcalmc/h. 


"  The  wavcs  crcjwd  awuy,"  said  Ciirril ;  "  tliey  crowd  awuy  for 
fear.  They  hcar  the  sound  of  thy  coining  forth,  0  sun  !  'l'errible 
is  thy  Leauty,  son  of  lieaven,  when  dcatli  i.s  descending  on  thy  locks, 
when  tliou  roDest  thy  vai)ours  before  thee  over  tho  blastod  host. 
But  plcasant  is  thy  bcain  to  tho  lumter  sitting  by  tlie  rock  in  a 
storm,  when  thou  showest  thyself  from  the  parted  cloud,  and  bright- 
enest  his  dewy  locks  :   hc  looks  down  on  the  strearay   vah>,  and 
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"  Waves  break  and  flee  away, 
Crowding  in  their  own  great  fear, 

505  As  they  hear  thee  rising  in  noise  * 

From  the  hall  of  the  waves,  thou  Sim. 
Awful  thou  art  in  all  thy  strength, 
Son  of  the  skies,  when  death  goes  forth 
In  thy  rich  locks  of  Lrightest  beauty — 

510  When  thou  dost  send  thy  wondrous  elouds 
To  wither  mighty  hosts. 
But  glad  to  the  hunter  thy  brightness 
As  he  sits  in  the  loud  roar  of  storras, 
When  thou  lookest  through  the  parting  clouds 

515  Shining  on  his  locks  in  dew — - 
He  gazes  on  the  glen  below  hini, 
And  the  runuing  streams  which  are  in  ghaduess, 
AVhen  the  deer  come  down  from  the  cairn. 
How  long  wilt  thou  rise  on  war, 

520  Like  a  great  shield  fuU  of  the  blood  of  the  skies  ? " 
I  behold  swift  death  to  heroes, 
Like  darkuess  hovering  rouud  tliy  face." 

"  Wherefore  the  wandering  of  the  words  of  Carul  '. 
Is  there  sorrow  on  the  spotless  brow  '\ 
525  No  shadow  gathers  on  his  course  ; 
There  is  joy  in  his  mighty  fire — ■ 
In  the  [sheen]  of  his  unclouded  light.'' 
(But)  thou  shalt  fail  in  thine  own  day ; 


beholds  the  descent  of  foes !  How  long  shalt  thou  rise  on  war,  and 
roll  a  bloody  shield  through  heaven  ]  I  see  the  deaths  of  heroes 
dark-wandering  over  thy  face  !  " 

"Why  wauder  the  words  of  Carril  ?  "  I  said.  "Does  the  son  of 
heaven  niournl  He  is  unstained  in  his  course,  ever  rejoicing  in  his 
fire.  Eoll  on,  thou  careless  light ;  thou  too,  perhaps,  must  fall. 
Thy  darkening  hour  raay  seize  thee  struggling  as  iluin  rollest  through 


and  sings  an 
aiidress  to  tlie 
Sun — 


complaining 
of  his  sending 
death  forth 
from  )iis  locks, 
"  withering 
niighty 
hosts  ; "  and 
says  that  lie 
sees  darkness 
stìll  arouud 
his  face. 


Ossian  intiT- 
rupts  Iiiii], 
saying  that 
no  sori-ow 
rests  on  the 
brow  of  the 


hut  that  he 
shall  fuil  in 
his  own  day. 
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TIGHMORA. 


DUAN  II. 

n  TIk-  i:hwV- 
eifd  tiiiu' 
of  dust ;  lit. 
Ihc  brindìcd 
timc  of  diist. 


Tliip;  ortsa  àm  riabhach  ua  smìiiv'," 
5.30  'S  tu  'dlìitliudh  's  a'  crith  tro'  do  speiir. 

"  Taitneach  dhòmhsa  guth  a'  bliaird  ; 
Taitneach  do  m'  anam  am  fonn, 
Mar  fhras  chiuin  na  maidne  thall 
'Gluasad  tro'  ghleann  le  caoin  fhuaim, 

535  'N  ■uair  sheallas  grian  o  cheò  nan  càru 
'S  e  'g  èirigh  gu  mall  o  chruaicli. 
Cha-n  àm  so,  a  bhàird,  do  dluiu, 
No  gu  suidhe  a  bhàii  le  foun. 
Tha  Fiounghal  fo  armaibh  "s  a'  ghk'aun. 

540  Faic  deah-a  o  sgeith  uam  buadh. 

Tha  'ghnìiis  a'  dorcliadh  mcasg  a  chiabh, 
Siol  Eiriuu  air  sHal)h  cho  dòudiaiL 


b  "Give  liis 
soul  ancw  to 
the  winils." 
Tlie  soul  of 
the  waiTÌor 
who  died 
"unsuiig" 
was  coniiiied 
to  the  "reedy 
niaish." 
Knahling  hiin 
hy  the  song 
to  asccnd  on 
tlie  wind,  was 
givini;  him  a 
ticìv  life. 


"  Nach  f  haic  thus',  a  Charuill,  an  uaigh 
Air  bruaich  nau  srutli  fuaimear  o  chàrn, 

545  Tri  chhichan  \c  'u  liath-cheannaibh  shuas 
Fo  dharaig  'tha  'cromadh  o  'n  àird  ì 
Tha  rìgh  gun  leus  an  sin  fo  smìiir. 
Thoir  'anam  as-ìir  do  ghaoith.'' 
Bràthair  e  do  Chathmor  fein  ; 

550  Fo.sgail  talLa  nan  speur  clo  'n  t-sàr ; 
Fuadaich-sa  le  fonn  a  ghruaim 

552  0  thannas  dubh-ruadh  Chairbre." 


thy  sky.  But  pleasant  i.s  the  voice  of  thc  bard — jileasant  to  Ossian's 
soul  !  It  is  like  the  .sliowcr  of  the  morning  ■when  it  couies  through 
the  rustling  valc,  (ni  wliich  fhe  sun  looks  through  niist,  just  rising 
from  his  rock.s.  ]!ut  tliis  is  no  time,  0  hard  !  to  sit  down  at  tho 
stril'e  of  song.  Fingal  is  iii  arnis  on  tlie  vale.  Tliou  secst  the 
llamiug  shield  of  the  king.     llis  face  darkens  hetween  his  locks. 
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The  clieekered  time  of  dust  wiU  come  on  tbee," 
530  Hurryiuo-  aud  tremliling  through  thy  sky. 

'■  Pleasiug  to  me  is  the  voice  of  the  bard — 
Pleasing  to  my  soul  the  song, 
Like  the  gentle  shower  of  the  morning 
Travelliug  the  glen  with  grateful  sound, 

535  When  the  sun  looks  through  the  mist  of  cairns, 
As  slowly  he  rises  from  the  mountain. 
But  this,  0  bard !  is  not  a  time  for  song, 
Or  for  sitting  down  to  tuneful  lays. 
Fingal  is  armed  in  the  glcn  : 

540  Beliold  the  brightness  from  the  conc[uering  shiehl 
His  countenance  darkens  'mid  his  locks, 
(At  seeiug)  Eriu's  host  so  great  upon  the  hilh 

"  Carul,  seest  thou  not  the  gi'ave 

Ou  the  bank  of  the  sounding  mountain-stream — 
545  Three  stones  with  their  hoary  heads  on  high, 

Under  an  oak  that  downward  bends  ? 

A  king  is  there  in  darkness  and  in  dust : 

Give  his  soul  anew  to  the  winds  ; " 

He  (is)  the  brother  of  Ca-mor : 
550  Open  the  hall  of  the  skies  to  the  brave  ; 

Banish  with  song  his  gioom 
552  From  the  dark-red  spirit  of  Cairbar." 


He  stops  the 
soiig,  however, 
to  send  C'anil 
to  the  grave 
of  Cairbar, 
there  to  siug 
the  lay  on 
which  liis 
spirit  luight 
rise  ou  hìgh. 


He  beholds  tlie  wide-rolling  of  Erin.  Does  not  Carril  beliold  tliat 
tomb  beside  tbe  roaring  stream  ?  Tlu-ee  stones  lift  tlieir  grey  heads 
beneath  a  bending  oak.  A  king  is  lowly  laid  !  Give  thou  liis 
soul  to  the  wiud.  He  is  the  brotlier  of  Cathmor  !  Opcn  his 
airy  hall !  Let  thj'  song  be  a  stream  of  jn}"  to  Cairbar's  datkened 
shost ! '' 


D  U  A  N     III. 


AECxUMENT. 

'  Moming  comes  on.  Fingal,  after  a  speech  to  liis  people,  devolves  the  com- 
mand  on  Gaiil,  the  son  of  Morni,  it  being  the  custom  of  the  times  that 
the  king  should  not  engage  till  the  necessity  of  affairs  required  his  supe- 
rior  valour  and  conduct.  The  king  and  Ossian  retire  to  the  rock  of  Cor- 
mul,  which  overlooked  the  field  of  battle.  The  bards  sing  the  war-song. 
The  general  conflict  is  described.  Gaul,  the  son  of  Morni,  distinguishes 
himself,  kills  Turlathon,  chief  of  Moruth,  and  other  chiefs  of  lesser  name. 
On  the  otlier  liand  Foldath,  who  commandcd  the  Irish  army  (for  Cath- 
mor,  after  tlie  example  of  Fingal,  kcpt  himself  from  batt,le),  fights  gal- 
hmtly,  kills  Connal,  chief  of  Dun-lora,  and  advances  to  engage  Gaul 
himself.  Gaul  in  Ihe  niean  time,  being  wounded  in  the  liand  by  a 
random  arrow,  is  covered  by  Fillan,  the  son  of  Fingal,  who  performs 
prodigies  of  valour.  Night  comes  on.  The  horn  of  Fingal  recalls  his 
army.  The  bards  meet  them  witli  a  congratulatory  song,  in  which  the 
praises  of  Gaul  and  Fillan  are  particularly  celebrated.  The  chiefs  sit 
down  at  a  feast ;  Fingal  misses  Connal.  The  episode  of  Connal  and  Duth- 
caron  is  introduced,  wliich  throws  furtlier  light  on  the  ancient  history  of 
Ireland.  Carril  is  despatched  to  raise  the  tomb  of  Connal.  The  action 
of  this  book  takes  up  the  second  day  from  the  opening  of  the  poem." — M. 
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D  U  A  K      1 1 T. 


Co  esau  nui  glionn  .sliiul)lia]  Lùliair? 
Co  fo  lìil)adli  crom-chàm  uan  ruadli, 
AitI  ag  aomadli  ri  craoibh  o  "chùlaobh, 
'Reub  osag  'au  dùbhra  uan  cruacli  1 
5  Co  'th'  aun  ach  Mac  Cumhail,  au  treun, 
'Tha  'lasadh  measg  deireadh  nani  blàr  ì 
Tha  'liatli  cliialih  air  osaig  o  bheiiin, 
E  'tarruing  garlili  Lùno  nan  lann. 
Tha  'shìiileau  garg  air  Icirg  ^Jhoilcua, 
10  Air-naimhdcan  treuu  'tha  'gluasad  ciar. 
An  cluiun  tlui  guth  an  rìgh  ag  èirigh, 
Mar  bhriseailh  treuu  iian  srutli  n  sliliabh, 
'N  uaii'  thig  iacl  o  fhuaiui  uaii  cnoc 
Air  raou  'tlia  fi  shcacadh  na  grèine  ? 

l!)        "  Garbh-chi'ail.iach  a  theurnas  an  uàmhaid 
'iShìòl  Shelma  nau  crann,  bi  suas ; 
r>itliiblisc  mar  scòrr  ar  talmhuiiiu 
'An  ciar  shlios  fo  cliaradh  uaii  alld. 


"Wno  is  that  at  hluc-sti'eaiiiiiig  Lubar  ?  who  hy  the  bending 
hill  of'  rocs  ì  Tall,  lie  lcans  on  an  oak  torn  from  high  by  nightly 
wintls.  Who  but  Comlial's  son,  briglitening  in  tlic  last  of  liis  ficlils? 
liis  grey  liuir  is  on  the  Lreeze.  Hc  lialf  unslioathes  the  sword  of 
Luno.     His  cycs  are  turned  to  Moi-lena,  to  the  dark  nioviug  of 
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Who  i«  lit'  by  tlic'  Llue  cour.sc  of  Lubar  ? 
Who  in  the  bencl  of  the  wiuding  hiU  of  deer — 
Tall,  aud  leauiug  back  against  a  tree 
Torn  by  a  blast  from  mountains  dark  ? 

5  Who  but  Cu-hars  son  the  stroug, 
Kiudliug  amid  the  close  of  liis  wars. 
His  hoary  locks  are  on  the  mountain-breeze, 
As  he  draws  great  Luuo,  (sword)  of  swords. 
He  looks  in  sternness  on  Moi-Lena's  field, 

10  On  foemen  strong  who  gloomily  advauce. 
Dost  hear  the  monarch's  voice  ar-ise, 
Like  stroug  rush  of  torreuts  from  tlie  mouutaiu 
AVhen  they  come  from  the  uoise  of  the  hills 
On  phxins  which  are  withered  by  the  suu  ? 


Desc'i-iptio?!  nf 
I''iiigal  bcside 
tlie  liver 
Lubai-. 


1.5       "  Widespread  the  enemy  desceuds. 
Ye  race  of  woody  Selma,  rise  ! 
Be  ye  as  scoors  of  our  native  laud, 
Eouud  whose  dark  sides  the  torreuts  wiud. 


JIc  sees  the 
eiieiiiy  ad- 
vniicing,  and 
eliiirges  his 
followers  to 
stand  firin  as 
tlie  rocks  of 


foes.  Dost  thou  liear  the  voice  of  tlie  king  ?  It  is  like  tlie  burst- 
ing  of  a  stream  in  the  desert,  wlien  it  couies  between  its  eciioing 
rocks,  to  tlie  lilasted  tielJ  of  the  sun  ! 

"  Wide-skirted   conies  down  the   foe  !       Snns  of  •\voody  Sehua, 
arise  !     Be  ye  like  the  rocks  of  our  hmd,  on  whose  browu  sides  are 
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1  Of  blue 
shieias  ;  lit. 
uiuln-  the 
•'bl„n„;j" 
of  shiclds. 

i  Eiich  hero, 
&c.     Ciar  Ì3 
the  woi'd  in 
the  text,  signi- 
fying  "  dark," 
or  "  dusky. " 
I  have  no 
douht  it  is  a 
misprint  for 
cliar,  ' '  hero," 
and  liave 
translated 
accordingly. 


Gath  sòlais  air  m'  anamsa  f^in 
20  Mi  'faicinn  nan  treun  'am  chòir ; 
An  uair  is  lag  an  nàmhaid  thall 
Cluinnear  osna  o  spàirn  mo  chleibh  : 
Tha  ni'  eagal  mu  ghluasad  a'  bhàis 
Air  a'  chliu  so  'tha  'suàmh  a'm'  dhèigh. 
25  Co  'thàirneas  gu  còmhrag  'an  lear, 
Gu  Alnecma  nam  feara  treun  1 
'S  e  m'  àmsa  fèin  garbh  àm  a'  chunnairt ; 
An  sin  a  dhealras  guineach  mo  hmn  : 
Mar  sin  a  rinn  iad  iè'm  o  .shean 
30  0  Threunmor,  fear-riaghhiidh  nau  gaoth  ; 
Mar  sin  a  theurnadh  sìos  gu  lear 
Mòr  Thràthal  fo  ghormadh  nan  sgiath."  " 

Grad  aomadh  nan  triath  gus  an  rìgh, 
Gach  ciar  dhiubh  a'  strì  mu  'n  bhL\r' 

35  Le  iomradh  nan  gnìomh  'an  robh  brìgh, 
Gach  sùil  ag  iadhadh  mu  Eirinn  gu  mall. 
Ach  fada  roimli  ua  seòdan  treun 
Sheas  mac  Mhorni  nam  beum  cruaidh ; 
'An  sàmhchair  sheas  an  gaisgeach  fèin. 

40  Co  nach  cuala  mu  fheum  o  Ghall  1 
'Anam  mòr  fo  dhoah'adli  nan  guìomh, 
A  gharbh  Kimh  gu  dìomhair  mu  'hmn, 


tlie  i'olliiig  of  strcaiii.s.  A  licam  of  jny  comes  on  my  soul.  I  see 
tho  foc  iniglity  liefure  me.  It  is  wlicn  he  is  fceble  tliat  tlie  siglis 
of  Fiiigal  are  heavd,  lcst  dcatli  slioukl  conic  without  reiiown,  and 
darkncss  dwell  on  his  tonib.  Who  shall  lead  the  ■war  against  the 
host  of  Alnecma  ?  It  is  only  whiai  daiiger  grows  that  uiy  sword 
shall  shine.     Such  'was  the  custom  lioretofore  of  Trenmor,  the  ruler 
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A  ray  of  joy  (comes)  to  my  soul, 
20  Iu  seeiiig  the  brave  comiug  nigh  ; 

When  the  foe  before  me  is  feeble, 

A  sigh  is  heard  from  my  hibouring  chest ; 

My  fear  is  for  the  march  of  dcath 

Ou  the  reuowu  which  swims  behiud  me. 
25  Who  will  lead  the  combat  on  the  fieki, 

With  Alnecma  of  valiant  meu  ? 

INIy  time  is  the  time  of  rugged  dauger ; 

Then  piercingly  my  sword  wiU  shiue  : 

Thus  did  they  who  were  of  okl, 
30  From  Treuumor,  ruler  of  the  wiuds  ; 

Thus  woukl  descend  to  the  field 

Great  Trahal  of  blue  shields."  " 

Quickly  the  heroes  gather  round  the  kiug, 

Each  hero  eager  for  the  fray,'' 
35  In  memory  of  deeds  of  power  ; 

While  every  eye  scauued  Eriu's  (host). 

But  far  Isefore  the  warriors  strong 

Stood  Morui's  sou  of  heavy  strokes ; 

In  silence  aud  aloue  the  hero  stood. 
40  Who  has  not  heard  the  deeds  of  Gaul  ? 

His  deeds  shed  brightuess  o'er  his  mighty  soul : 

His  stroug  hand  in  secret  on  his  sword — 


of  'winils  !  and  tluis  desoeuded  to  battle  the  Llue-shielded  Tratlial !  " 
The  chiefs  beud  toward  the  kiug.  Each  daikly  seems  to  claim 
the  war.  They  teJl  by  halves  their  mighty  deeds.  They  turn  their 
eyes  on  Erin.  But  far  hefore  the  rest  the  son  of  Morui  stands. 
Silent  he  stands,  for  who  had  not  heard  of  the  battles  of  Gaul  ì 
They  rose  within  his  soiil.     His  hand  in  secret  seized  the  sword. 


their  native 
land. 

He  says  that 
he  rcjoiccs  on 
seeiiig  brave 
foenien  betbre 
hini. 


He  asks  who 
is  to  lead  the 
host,  saying 
that  he,  ac- 
coriiing  to 
tlie  rule  of 
Treunnior, 
will  withdraw 
until  urf;eiit 
dnnger  calls 
hlm  foitb. 


The  leaders 
gather  around. 


Gaul,  the  son 
of  Morni,take3 
the  conimand 
of  the  battle. 


ÌS6 


a  AVhcn 
Mnnii  «as 
liiilJeii  lio:n 
Iwr.lsliìl.- 
i.e.  wlien 
he  diert.     The 
expression  is 
singular,  b;it 
it  will  not 
traiislate 
otherwise. 
^  Embrowned 
by  battles ; 
lit.  under  ilic 
hlackcning  t\f 
the  battlcK. 


'  Sòìas,  hfre 
fcm.,  is  now 
ttlways  ma.sc'. 


Au  liinn  a  tliug  e  o  Slirùmon  suas, 

'N  uair  a  clieileadh  o  chriunìal  Morni." 
■4.5  Shea.s  FiUuau  o  Shelma  thall 

Air  sleagh  'am  measg  falbhan  a  cliiabh. 

Tri  chuairt  thog  e  'shìiilean  niall 

Air  Fionnghal  'au  spàiru  o  'chliabh. 

Sliiohiidh  sios  gun  bhrigh  a  ghutli, 
50  Clia  robh  FiUeau  fo  dhubhadh  uam  blàr.'' 

Ghrad-shin  e  thall  a  cheum, 

'Us  shcas  e  fo  l)heud  thar  sruth, 

A  dheoir  a'  dh'ithadh  gu  tiugli  m'a  glu'uaidli. 

0  àm  gu  àm  a  bhuail  fo  'shleagh 
55  Liath  chluaran  uam  magh  le  'chrann. 

Cha  robli  e  gun  fhaicinn  do  'u  rìgh, 

'S  e  'sealltuiun  o  thaolih  a  shìihi. 

Chunuaic  a  mliac  fuin  fo  strì 

Na  sòhiis  'lìha  'direadh  'n  a  tirhx.'' 
60  Thioundaidh  e  measg  'anaim  mhhìv 

'An  sàmlichair  gu  ]\Iòra  nan  ùr-choill' ; 

Cheil  e  a  dheoir  fo  'chiabh. 

Au  sin  chuahis  o  thriath  an  guth. 


"  A  choud  niliic  ^lliorni  nan  cruaiilli 
65  A  charradh  uan  cìlrn  fo  stoirm, 
Tarruiug  mo  cliòmhrag  gu  lilàr 


Tlio  sword  wliiili   lir   ljrou;^lit  IVom   Struiiioii,  whcn  the  strpiigth  of 
Jlonii  fiiik'd. 

On  his  spear  leans  Fillan  of  Stlma  in  the  wandering  of  his  locks. 
Thricc  hc  raises  his  cye  to  Fingal  ;  liis  voice  thricc  fails  him  as  he 
speaks.  My  brother  could  not  boast  of  battles ;  at  once  he  strides 
away.     Bcnt  over  a  distant  stream  hc  stands  ;  the  toar  hangs  in  liis 
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The  sword  wliieli  he  took  from  Sruraon  high, 

Wheii  Morui  was  liichleu  from  hardship." 
43  FiUan  from  Selma  st(Jod  ahjof 

In  his  waving  hair,  (supported)  by  his  spear. 

Tln-ice  he  slowly  raised  his  eyes 

To  Fingal,  with  hibouring  chest : 

His  voice  ebbed  lnw  without  a  word  ; 
riO  Fillan  was  not  embrowued  by  battles.* 

Straight\f  ay  he  stretched  his  steps  away ; 

And  sad  he  stood  beside  a  stream, 

His  tears  thick-gathering  on  his  cheek. 

Wielding  his  spear  from  time  to  time,  he  struclc 
5.5  With  its  .shaft  the  hoary  thistles  of  the  fiehl. 

He  was  not  unseeu  by  the  king, 

As  he  k)okcd  with  a  sidelong  eye. 

His  sou  he  beheld  with  a  couflict 

Of  joy  which  kindled  in  his  breast." 
60  He  turned  amid  (the  thoughts  of )  his  great  soul 

In  silence  to  Mora  of  greeu  woods  : 

Under  his  locks  he  hid  his  tears. 

Then  was  heard  from  the  chief  a  voice  : 


Fillan,  Fin- 
giil's  son,  de- 
.sirous  ot'  a 
pliarge,  tlirice 
attempts  to 
address  his 
fatlier  ;  biit 
liis  lieart 
tiiils  hini,  and 
lie  withdraws. 


Fingal  was 
|ileased  with 
hisaidour  and 
niodesty,  and 
retires  t«  tlie 
hill  of  Jlora 
to  watch  the 
course  of  the 
hattle  ;  hut 
fìrst  addresses 
Gaul; 


"  First  sou  of  ]\Iorni  of  kecu  ijlades, 
65  Thou  mountain-pillar  in  the  storm, 
Lead  thou  my  battle  to  the  fight, 


eye.  He  strikes  at  times  the  tliistle's  liearl  witli  liis  inverted  spear. 
Xor  is  he  iinseen  of  Fingal.  Sidelong  lie  beholds  his  son.  He 
heholds  hira  with  hursting  joy,  and  tums  amid  his  crowded  soul. 
In  sUence  turns  the  king  toward  Mora  of  'woods.  He  hides  the  big 
tear  witli  his  locks.     At  length  liis  voice  is  heard. 

"  First  nf  the  sons  of  jMorni  !    thoii  rock  that  delìe.st  a  storm  ' 
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«  But  not 
uubridleii 
ru;;c,'i  his 
great  soul ; 
lit.  hvs  grcat 
soul  burns  nut 
to  its  "  third 
part "  {ffu 
'thrian) — ì.e. 
completely — 
here  reudered 
by  Miicfurlau 
"  oniniuo." — 
Vidc  Note  II. 
vol.  i.  |i.  308. 

b  Froni  the 
brow  of  llora 
of  clouils  ; 
in  Gael.  air 
fàire,  wliioU 
Maefarlan 
rendrrs  "  in 
vi^'iliis. "    Tlie 
word  is  clearly 
fàire,  nieanin;,' 
the  "edge" 
or  "  brow"  of 
a  liill. 

c  This  is  thc 
last  of  all  niy 
fields  ;  G;iel.' 
'.S'  e  mo 
dheireadh  lear 
a  th'ann, 
which  E.  Mac- 
lachlauhasun- 
accountably 
changed  to 
the  ludicrous 
e.\pressiou, 
"'.S  e  nio  raon 
dciridh  a  th' 
anu."     It  is 
not  a  gooil 
liue  iu  any 
way. 


Mu  shìunsrc  nan  sàr,  's  mu  Chormac. 

Cha  mhaide  bahichaiu  do  sldeagh, 

Cha  dhcarrsa  gun  seadh  do  chruaidh. 
70  'Mhic  Mhorni  nan  garbh  each  's  a'  mhagh, 

Faic  do  naimhdean ;  air  d'adhart,  'us  buail. 

ThiUein,  seallsa  air  an  triath, 

Nach  robh  riamh  'an  còmhrag,  mall ; 

Ach  cha  Las  a  mhòr  anam  gu  'thrian  " 
75  'An  àrd  charraid  nan  sgiath  garljh  : 

'Fhillein,  seallsa  air  an  triath, 

'Tha  cbo  làidir  ri  Lìibar  o  shliabh 

Gun  chobhar,  gun  trian  gàire. 

Air  Mòra  nan  nial  air  fàirc'' 
80  Chi  Fiouughal  o  'n  àird  an  stri. 

Bi-sa,  'Oisein,  ri  làimh  d'atliar 

Aig  sruth  'tha  'g  a  chaitlieadh  o  bhciun. 

Fàgaibhs'  a  bhàrda,  am  foun  ; 

Gluaiseadh  Selma  gu  lom  a'  chòmhnaird  ; 
85  'S  e  mo  dheireadh  lear  a  th'ann  ; " 

Cuiribli  deaiTsa  uach  gann  's  a'  chòmhra<x." 

Mar  mhosghiR  suas  gu  grad  a'  gliaoth 
'N  a  garbh  aomadh  air  fa<:)bhar  a'  chuain, 
'N  uair  a  thogas  an  dorchadas  baoth 
90  Faoin  thannas  air  taomadh  uau  stuadh 
Thar  Innis  nan  cruaidh-leac. 


lead  thou  my  battle  for  the  race  of  low-laid  Cormac.  No  boy's  staff 
is  thy  spear;  no  harmless  beam  of  light  thy  sword.  Son  of  Morni 
of  steeds,  hehohl  thc  fou  !  FiUan,  oljscrve  tho  chief  !  Hc  is  not 
calm  in  strife  ;  nor  burns  he  heedless  in  battlo.  My  son,  observe 
the  chief !  He  is  strong  as  Luhar's  strcam,  but  never  foams  and 
roars.     High  on  cloudy  Mora  Pingal  shall  behold  the  war.     Stand, 
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For  the  race  of  the  brave  and  for  Cormac. 

No  wand  of  a  boy  is  tliy  spear, 

Nor  meaningless  the  glitter  of  thy  steel. 

70  Morni's  son  of  strong  steeds  ou  the  field, 
Behold  thy  foes  ;  go  forward,  smite. 
Fillan,  look  thou  at  the  chief 
Wlio  never  was  sluggard  in  combat ; 
But  not  unbridled  rages  his  great  soul " 

75  lu  the  wild  conflict  of  rugged  shields  : 
Fillau,  behohl  thou  the  prince, 
Stroug  as  Lubar  from  the  mountain — 
Without  or  foam,  or  uoise, 
From  the  brow  of  Mora  of  clouds  ; '' 

80  Fiugal  will  ou  high  behold  the  fight. 
Ossian,  be  thou  by  thy  father's  haud 
Beside  the  stream  which  rushes  from  tlie  hill. 
Sing,  ye  bards,  an  uudying  soug  I  ^ 
Let  Selma  advance  to  the  open  plain  : 

85  This  is  the  h\5t  of  all  my  fiekls  ; " 
Shed  pkmteous  light  on  the  battk." 

As  the  wiud  suddeuly  wakeus 
In  its  fierce  swooping  on  the  ridge  of  oceau, 
When  the  dotard  darkuess  raises 
90  A  shadowy  spectre  on  the  roUiug  waves 
Over  the  isle  of  C'rua-kc — 


Ossian,  near  tliy  father  liy  tlie  falling  stream.  Raise  the  voice,  0 
bards  !  Selina,  move  beueath  tho  sounJ.  It  is  my  latter  tield. 
Clothe  it  over  with  light." 

As  the  sudden  rising  of  winds,  or  distant  rolling  of  troubled  seas, 
when  some  dark  ghost  in  wrath  heaves  the  billows  over  an  isle — an 
isle,  the  se;it  of  niist,  on  the  deep,  for  mau}-  dark-brown  years  ;  so 
VOL.  II.  T 


and  counscls 
FiUan  to  imi- 
tate  liim  who 
was  bravc, 
biit  always 
ci>ol  and  self- 
coutrolleit 


HeasksOssian 
to  acconi|iauy 
liim  to  the 

liiU; 


aud  calls  on 
the  bards  to 
sing  nn  undy- 
ing  song  ou 
the  last  (if  all 
his  lields. 


The  sliout  of 
the  host  is 
comjiared  to 
the  warring  of 
a  fìerce  wiud 
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«  Kronks 
giey-glimmer- 
ing  lieneatli 
liis  bnunil ; 
]it.  Ihe  grey 
flHmmer  of 
hrooks,  &c. 
The  nieiinìng 
seems  to  be 
tliat  he  leapeil 
over  brooks  in 
his  onward 
oonrse  ;  but  it 
is  an  obscuie 
line. 

''  At  noon  of 
night;  lit. 
in  tkr  heiiiht 
of  iiirfht. 


<^  This  and  tlie 
two  foUowing 
aildresses  of 
tlie  bards  are 
vcry  obscure. 
I  cannot  eluci- 
date  them.     I 
know  not  the 
eontrast  bc- 
twcen  f'rona 
and  Miira. 


Iniiis  dubh-cliòmhuuidli  do  cheò 
'S  an  doimhne  mhòir  'an  ciar  uam  Lliadhua : 
Cho  fuathasach  ri  siu  am  fuaim 
95  'Bha  'g  eirigh  o  shhiagh  air  an  raon. 
Bha  Gall  le  'cheumailjh  àrd  air  ceauu, 
Liath  dhearrsa  nan  alld  fo  'leumadh  ;  " 
Thog  na  bàrda  fouu  r'a  thaobh  ; 
Bhuail  e  o  àm  gu  àm  an  sgiatli. 
100  'An  truscau  na  h-osaig  o  shliabh 
Chluinnteadh  gu  'thrian  am  fonn. 

"  Air  Cròua,"  so  mar  thuirt  na  bàird, 

"  Brisidli  sruth  o  àrd  na  h-oidliche,' 

Atadh  'an  iadhadh  nan  alld 
105  Gu  dearrsa  na  madainn  'us  soillse ; 

'N  siu  thig  e  gu  h  ìosal  o  chàru 

Le  creagau  nau  ceud  crann  a'  boillsgeadh. 

Biodh  mo  clieuman  fada  o  Chròna ; 

Tha  'm  bàs  a  chòmhnuidh  uime  tè'm. 
110  Bithibhse  mar  shruitheau  o  Mliòra, 

'Shiol  Mhòirbheinu  a's  ck)rcha  neul.° 

"  Co  'tha  'g  èirigh  o  charbad  Chlùtha  1 
Tha  'm  monadh  a'  dìibhradh  roimh  'n  rìgh, 
A  chiar  choiU'  a'  freagradh  ri  fuaim, 
115  Ri  deahin  a  chruaidli'  a'  boillscreadh. 


terriblo  i.s  tlic  sunml  nf  thr  lidst,  widiviiioviiig  over  the  ficld.  Gaul 
is  tall  before  theiu.  The  streaius  glitter  vvitliin  liis  striiles.  The 
bards  raisc  the  song  by  his  side  ;  he  strikes  his  shield  between. 
<Jn  tlie  skirts  of  tlie  1)last  the  tuiieful  voiccs  rise. 

"  On  Crona,"  said  the  bard.?,  "  thcre  bursts  a  stroani  by  iiiglit. 
It  swells  in  its  uwii  durk  cuiir.si;   till   nioriiiiig's  early  beaii).      Tliun 
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The  isle  of  tlie  black  abocle  of  mist 
On  tlie  great  deep  in  dusk  of  years, — 
So  awful  was  the  noise 
95  Which  rose  from  the  host  on  the  field. 
Gaul,  high-striding,  led  the  van, 
Brooks  grey-glimmering  beneath  his  bound 
The  bards  raised  a  song  by  his  side  ; 
From  time  to  time  he  struck  the  shield. 
100  In  the  robe  of  the  breeze  from  the  hiU 
The  song  was  clearly  heard. 

"  On  Croua,"  thus  spoke  the  bards, 
"  Bursts  a  river  at  noon  of  night ; '' 
It  sweUs  iu  the  gathering  of  streams, 

10.5  Till  the  shiniug  of  the  morning  light ; 
Then  it  comes  noiseless  from  the  cairn 
With  rocks  and  hundred  trees  in  gleam. 
Far  away  from  Crona  be  my  steps — 
Around  it  dwelleth  death. 

110  Be  ye  as  torrents  froni  3Iora, 

Sons  of  great  Bens  of  darkost  cloud." 


The  bards  sing 
the  war-song. 


They  tirst  aci- 
ilress  tlie  host 
geuerally ; 


"  Who  ri.ses  from  the  chariot  of  Chitlui  ? 
The  moor  grows  dark  before  the  king ; 
The  dusky  wood  re-echoes  to  the  souud, 
115  And  gleams  in  the  lio-htniuo;  of  his  steel. 


then  the  son 
of  llorni, 


comes  it  white  frorn  the  hill  with  the  rocks  and  their  himdred 
groves.  Far  he  my  steps  from  Crona.  Death  is  tumhling  there. 
Be  ye  a  stream  from  !Mora,  sons  of  cloudy  Morven  1 

"  Wlio  rises  from  his  ear  on  Clutha  ?  Tho  hills  are  trouhled 
hefore  the  king.  The  dark  woods  echo  round,  and  lighten  at  liis 
steel     See  him  amidst  the  foe  liJve  Colgach's  sportful  gho.st,  wlien 
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DUAN  III.  fjiic  e  measg  a  naimlidean  treun, 

]\Iar  thaunas  nan  leum  colgacli, 
A  sgapas  na  nialan  o  blieinn, 
'Us  e  'marcaclid  air  steud  na  fiar  gliaoitli  ? 
120  Co  acli  Morni  nau  eacha  sraun  ? 
Bi-sa  mar  d'athair,  a  Ghoill. 

"  Tha  Selma  fosgailt',  fada  thall, 
Làmhan  bàird  a'  crith  mu  chlàrsaich, 
Dcich  gaisgich  le  daraig  o  'n  àird 

125  Talhi  farsainn  'bu  shàr  fleagh. 
Tha  dearrsa  grèine  air  an  t-sliabh 
Stuadh  osaig  gu  ciar  air  an  fheur. 
C'uim  tha  thus',  a  Shehiia,  cho  sàmhach  1 
Tha  'n  rìgh  a'  tighin  a  nall  le  'chliu. 

130  Nach  fhuathasach  garbh  fhuaim  na  strì  ? 
Tha  ghaine  na  sith  m'a  ghruaidh. 
B'  fhuathasach  garbh  fhuaim  iia  stri, 
Acli  thilleadh  au  righ  le  l)uaidh. 
Bi-sa  mar  d'athair,  'Fhilk'iu." 

135       Ghhiais  iad  fo  chaoin  fhonn  nam  bìtrd  ; 
Bha  'n  armau  air  àrd  a'  gbiasad 
Mar  luachair  nan  raon  's  an  f  liogliar, 
A  gheilleas  fo  aghaidh  nan  gaoth. 
Air  Mòra  sheas  au  rìgh  fo  'chruaidli  ; 


he  scatters  the  clouds,  and  rides  thc  edilyiiig  wiiuls !     It  is  Jlorni 
of  bounding  steeds !     Bc  liko  thy  father,  ()  (5iiul ! 

"  Sehna  is  opened  wide.  Bards  take  the  trcmhHng  harps.  Ten 
youths  bear  the  oak  of  the  fenst.  A  distant  sunboam  niarks  the 
liiU.      'l'he   duskv  wavcs  of  thi'  blast  fly  ovcr  thc  fields  of  grass. 


L"J3 


Behold  him  'mid  his  mighty  foeQien, 
Like  a  wildly-bounding  spectre, 
Who  scatters  the  clouds  from  the  mountain, 
While  he  rides  the  horse  of  the  whirlwind  !  - 
120  Who  is  it  but  Morni  of  suorting  steeds  ? 
Gaul,  be  thou  as  thy  father. 


charging  hira 
liim  to  be  as 
his  father. 


"  Selma  is  open  far  away  ; 

JMiustrel-hands  are  quivering  round  the  harp  ; 

Ten  heroes  with  an  oak-tree  from  the  hcight, 
125  A  spacious  hall  of  noble  feast ; 

The  sun  is  shining  on  thc  hill ; 

A  dusky  wave-breeze  o'er  the  grass. 

Why  art  thou,  Selma,  so  silent  ? 

The  king  comes  back  with  his  renown. 
130  Was  not  the  loud  noise  of  battle  dreadfiil  ? 

The  purity  of  peace  was  on  his  face. 

The  loud  noise  of  battle  was  dreadful, 

But  the  king  returned  with  victory. 

Fillan,  be  thou  as  thy  father." 


The  third  ad- 
lii-ess  is  to 
Fillaii,  iharg- 
iiig  hiiii  to  he 
like  his  father. 


1 3.5       They  moved  beneath  the  cheering  song  of  bards ; 
They  waved  their  arms  on  high, 
Like  meadow-rushes  in  autumn, 
Which  yield  before  the  face  of  the  wind. 
On  Mora  stood  the  king  in  steel ; 


The  warriors 
advance,  sliak- 
iiig  their 
spears  on 
high. 


Why  art  thou  silent,  O  Selma  ]  Tlie  king  retnrns  with  all  his 
fame.  I)id  not  the  batlle  roar?  yet  peaceful  is  lùs  brow.  It  roared, 
and  Fingal  oveicarae.     Be  like  thy  father,  ()  rillan  ! " 

They  niove  beneath  the  song.     High  wave  tlieir  arms,  as  rushy 
fields  beneath  autumnal  winds.     On  Mora  stands  the  king  in  arms. 
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o  He  turiis 
his  mrs  in  liis 
head,  woiider- 
ing  greatly  at 
tlie  silence, — 
a  niost  re- 
markahle 
expression, 
which,  as  far 
as  I  know, 
stands  aloiie 
as  descriiitive 
of  an  etfurt  to 
catch  a  sound. 

ì>  Cahns  tlie 
field  ;  Gacl. 

chfosas,  &c. 
The  veih  clos 
is  here  used 
differently 
from  what  it 
is  in  modern 
Gaelic.    Bend- 
ing  idly  over 
a  brook  is  a 
conimoii  pic- 
tnn-  of  child- 
houd  with 
Os^ian. 


140  Blia  'u  ceò  a'  cur  suas  m'a  sgeitli, 
"S  i  ceangailt'  ri  gèig  nan  cruach 
Air  creagan  dubh-ruadlia  Chormuil. 
'An  sàmhchair  sheas  mi  fèin  r'a  thaobh 
Mo  shìiilean  claon  ri  coiUe  Chromla 

145  Air  eagal  gu-m  faicinu  air  raon 

Sluagh  'an  còmh  -stri  nach  faoiu  còmhrag, 
Bhiodh  m'auam  a'  knmi  's  a'  chath, 
Mo  leth-cheum  romham  air  au  t-.slial)h. 
Bha  dearrsa  mu  'n  cuairt  o  mo  chruaidh ; 

150  Bu  choltach  mi  ri  sruth  o  Thròmo, 
A  chuireas  gaotli  lom  fo  eigh 
'An  truscan  ciar  na  h-oidhche. 
Chi  balachan  sud  air  an  àird 
Glau  fo  dhearrsa  tlàth  o  'n  ear ; 

155  Tionndaidh  e  'chluasau  'u  a  cheauu  " 
Guu  iongantas  ganu  mu  'u  t-sàmhcliair. 

Clia-u  aun  ag  aomadh  thar  au  uilld 
'Bha  Cathmor  mar  àrd  òigfhear, 
'N  uair  chlosas  caoiu  shith  an  raou.'' 
160  Ghluais  esau  'au  còmhrag  a  nall, 
Mar  stuadh  chiar  àrd  o  mhòr  chuau. 
'N  uair  chuunaic  e  au  rìgh  air  Mòra, 
Mh(jsgail  anam  na  mòrchuis  gu  li-àrd. 
"  Am  buail  rìgh  Atha  fdin  am  beum, 


Mi.st  flies  rouiitl  his  Ijucklt'r  ahroarl,  as  aloft  it  huiig  on  a  bough  on 
Coi'mul's  mossy  rock.  In  silence  I  slooil  by  Fingal,  anil  turned  my 
eyi's  on  Cronila's  wood,  lest  I  sliould  behold  the  host,  and  rush 
aniid  niy  swelling  soul.  My  foot  is  forward  on  the  heath.  I  glit- 
tered  tall  in  steel,  like  thc  falling  stream  of  Tronio  which  nightly 
winds  hind  ovor  with  ice.     The  boy  sees  it  on  high  gleaming  to  the 
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140  The  mist  was  climbing  round  liis  shield, 
Which  Avas  bouud  to  a  tree  of  the  crags 
On  the  dark-red  clifF  of  Cormul. 
In  silence  I  stood  by  his  side ; 
My  eyes  were  turned  to  the  wood  of  Cromhi, 

145  Lest  I  shoulcl  see  upon  the  field 
Contending  hosts  in  stirring  fight : 
(Then)  would  my  soul  leap  in  the  battle, 
My  step  would  half  advance  ou  the  hill. 
Light  gleamed  abroad  from  my  stcel ; 

150  I  was  like  to  a  stream  from  Tromo, 
Which  a  keen  wind  turns  into  ice 
LTnder  the  sable  garb  of  uight. 
A  boy  beholds  it  on  the  height 
Bright  iu  mild  light  from  the  east ; 

155  He  turns  his  ears  in  his  head," 


Ossian  staiids 
beside  Fingal, 
and  turns  his 
eyes  away 
from  tlie  host, 
lest  lie  sliould 
be  induced  to 
rush  iuto  the 
battle. 


He  compares 
hiuiself  to  a 
stream  whose 
course  is  sud- 
deiily  rhecked 
by  frost,  and 
whose  silenue 
excites  the 
wouder  of  the 
beholder. 


Not  bending  over  a  brook 
Was  Ca-mor,  like  early  childhood, 
When  gentle  stiUness  cahns  the  field.'' 
160  Onward  he  came  to  battle, 

Like  a  hioli  dark  billow  from  m-eat  ocean. 

o  O 

When  he  beheld  the  kiug  on  Mora, 
Generous  pride  sprung  up  in  his  soul : 
"  Shall  the  king  of  Atha  strike  a  blow 


Ca-nior,  the 
eonimander  of 
Erin's  host, 
advances;  but 
on  seeiiig  that 
Finsal  had 
witlidrawn,  he 
also  with- 
diaws. 


early  lieam  ;  toward  it  lic  ttirns  liis  car,  and  wondLTs  whj'  it  is  so 
silent  1 

Nor  bent  over  a  stream  is  Cathmor,  like  a  yonth  in  a  peaceful 
field.  Wide  he  drew  forward  the  war,  a  dark  and  trouliled  wave. 
But  ■when  he  heheld  Fingal  on  Mora,  his  generous  pride  arose. 
"  ShaU  the  chief  of  Atha  fìght  and  no  king  in  the  field  ?     Foldath, 
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DL'AN  III.        iQQ  Qyjj  jj^rfj  p'jgjj  jj^^jj  treiin  's  an  raon  ? 

'Flioldaitli,  giuais  mo  cliàirdean  gu  feum 
'S  ijath  teine  tliu  feiu  nacli  'eil  l)aotli." 


"  From  lùs 
siilu  ;  lit. 
/rn,„  tìu-  h.-p 
n/his  side. 


Ghluais  a  mach  Foldath  o  Mhòma 
Mar  neul,  truscan  còmhnuidh  nan  taibhs'. 

170  Tharruing  e  mar  theine  fo  bhuaireadh 
Lann  chruaidh  o  chruachann  a  thaoibh," 
'Us  dh'iarr  e  do  chòmhrag  gluasad 
'H-uile  cinneadh  gu  luath  's  an  fhraoch  ; 
JMar  stuadh  dhruimioun  ghlas  'dol  suas, 

175  Thaom  àrd  ueart  nan  sluagh  air  an  raon. 
Bu  mhòrchuiseach  garbh  a  clieum  fein, 
A  dhearg  shìiil  fo  fheii'g  's  i  claon. 
Ghairm  e  triath  Chormuil  o  'n  Diin 
Ràtho  nan  tìir  ;  'us  chual'  e. 


180       "  A  Chormuil,  tha  'n  aisre  fo  d'  sliìiil ; 
Sud  uain'  i  air  chìd  an  nàmhaid ; 
C*uir  do  ghaisgeacha  treun  a  nuU, 
Eagal  Shelma  fo  smìiir  ar  fàgail 
'S  gu  -n  caisgtcadh  mo  lann  o  chliu. 

185  A  bhàird  Eirinn  a's  uaine  snuagh, 
Na  h-(3Ìreadh  guth  ri  cluais  le  dàn, 
Sìol  Mhòrbheinn  a'  tuiteam  mu  'n  stuaidh 
Gun  fhilidh,  cun  luaidh,  fo  laun. 


lead  iny  ppoplc  forth.     'lliou  art  a  heam  of  fire." 

Forth  i.ssue.s  Ftjldath  of  Monia  like  ii  cloud,  thc  rohe  of  ghosts. 
Ile  drew  his  sword,  a  thinie,  froni  his  side  ;  he  bade  tlie  1>attle  niove. 
The  tribcs,  like  lidgy  -Haves,  dark  pour  their  streugth  arouud. 
Haughty  is  his  stride  before  thcm  ;  liis  red  eye  roUs  in  wratli.    He 
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1G3  When  the  high  king  of  heroes  is  not  on  the  field  ì 
Folda,  lead  my  friends  to  actiou  ; 
Thou  art  a  flame  of  devomino;  fire." 


and  devolves 
the  coniniand 
on  Folda. 


Folda  moved  onward  from  Moma 
As  a  cloud,  tlie  dwellinsr-robe  of  <jhosts. 

170  He  drew,  like  a  raging  fire, 
A  blade  of  steel  from  his  side." 
He  bade  advauce  to  battle 
Each  elau  with  speed  ou  the  hcath. 
Like  grey  and  white-backed  waves  uprising, 

175  Poured  on  the  plain  the  host's  high  strength. 
Haughty  and  great  strode  he  himself, 
His  red  eye  rolling  in  wrath. 
He  summoned  Cormul's  chief  from  the  Duu- 
Ratho  of  towers,  and  he  gave  heed  : 


Folda  orders 
tlie  tribes  to 
go  forward, 


ISO       "  Cormul,  thou  seest  the  mountain-pass  ; 
Behold  it  green  behind  the  foe  : 
Send  thy  strong  warriors  thither, 
Lest  Selma,  worsted,  should  escape, 
And  balk  my  sword  of  its  rcnown. 

185  Bards  of  Erin  greenest  in  hue, 

Let  not  your  voice  be  heard  in  song ; 
Morven's  sons  shall  fall  by  the  wave 
Beneath  the  sword  without  bard  or  praise — 


and  sends 
Corniul,  olìief 
of  Dnn  Ratlio, 
to  occuiiy  a 
Iiarrow  )tass 
beliind  Fin- 
gal's  host,  so 
as  to  LUt  off 
their  retreat. 

He  orders  the 
bards  to  be 
silent,  so  that 
the  niovenient 
niigiit  not  btt 
observed : 


calls  CoTiuul,  chief  of  Dunratlio,  and  liis  words  ■\vere  lieard. 

"  Corniul,  thou  Lehnldest  that  path.  It  -winds  green  behind  the 
foe.  Place  thy  peojile  there,  lest  Selma  should  escape  from  my 
sword.  Bards  of  green-valleyed  Erin,  let  no  voice  of  yours  arise. 
The  sons  of  Morven  must  fall  without  song.     They  are  the  foes  of 
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Drocli  nainili(lean  threun  Cliairlire  o  thuatli. 

190  Tachraidh  air  fear-astair,  fo  chiar, 
Dubh  cheathach  nan  sliabh  air  Leua, 
Mu  'u  taibhse  fo  ghiùhm  a'  triall, 
Mu  lochan  nan  liath-chuilc  ag  èirigh. 
Gu  sìorruidh  cha  trèig  iad  an  tahxmh, 

195  Gun  fhoun,  gu  taUa  nan  gaoth." 


«  His  kins- 
folk;  Gael. 
einacadh, 
the  conimon 
menning  of 
wliich  is 
"clan. " 


'>  Here  shall 
I  ru.sh  on  to 
battle  ;  Gael. 
An  fto  tuiteam 
tìV>8  's  «' 
chbmhrag  ; 
lit.  here  shall 
J  fall  dmvn 
iiì  battlr.. 
Tuitcum  sìos 
is,  I  believe, 
iiowhere  else 
used  as  here. 


C'orniul  a'  ihjrcliadh  'us  e  'siublial ; 

A  chinueadh  a'  dubhadh  air  a  chìd  ; " 

Thuit  iad  sìos  fo  chreig  a'  bhrutliaicli. 

Thuirt  Gall  ri  FiUean  òg  o  Shelma, 
200  A  shealladh  'falbli  gu  mall  'an  dèigh 

Au  dubh-shuilich  thalmhaidh  o  Ràtho  ; 

"  Am  faic  thu  ceumau  Chorxuuil  tliall  ? 

Biodh  do  ruiglie-sa  garbh  'us  hiidir ; 

'N  uair  a  chuireas  tu  'n  triath  sin  air  chìd, 
20.5  Thig  air  d'ais  as-ìir  do  Ghall, 

'An  so  tuiteam  sìos  's  a'  chòmhrag* 

'Measg  choi-thionail  mhòir  nan  sgiath." 

(ihhiais  comhara  truagli  a'  bliùis, 
Fuaim  fhuasacli  fhàs  sgeith  J\lh(irni. 
210  Thaom  a  ghuth  o  GhalL     Air  àrd 
Dh'eirich  Fionnghal  'an  càrn  Mhòra. 
( 'luuiuaic  e  iad  o  thaobh  gu  taobh 
Ag  aomadh  mar  aon  'an  còmhrag. 


Cairlìar.  Ilei'eaftci-  sIkiII  tln'  tiii\illcr  meet  tlieir  dark  tliiik  iiii.st 
011  Leiia,  'wliere  it  waiidiTs,  with  tlicir  ghosts,  heside  the  iccdy  lake. 
Never  shall  they  rise  wilhoiit  soiig  to  tlie  dwclliiig  of  wiiids." 

Coniiul  darkcned  as  he  weiit.  liehiiid  liim  rushed  his  tribe. 
They  sank  heyoiid  the  rock.  Uaul  spoke  to  i'illan  of  Sehaa  as  liis 
eye  pursued  tlie  course  of  the  dark-eyed  chief  of  Dunratlio.    "  Thou 
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Bitter  foes  (tliey  are)  to  mighty  Cairbar  from  tlie       dt'ax  iii. 


190  The  wayfarer  in  dusk  shall  meet  [iiorth. 

Ou  Lena  the  black  mouutain-mist, 

Which  travels,  beariug  their  ghosts, 

As  it  floats  by  the  lake  of  hoary  reeds. 

They  never  can  quit  tlie  earth  ^ 
195  For  the  home  of  the  wiuds  without  the  song." 

Cormul  darkened  as  he  went ; 
His  kiusfolk  darkened  behind  him  : " 
They  sank  beneath-a  roek  adoAvu  the  steep. 
Said  Gaul  to  young  FLllan  from  Selma, 

200  His  eye  slow-followiug  the  course 

Of  the  burly  Uack-eyed  (ehief)  of  Eatho  : 
"  Dost  thou  observe  the  steps  of  Cormul  ì 
Be  thine  arm  both  stark  and  strong  : 
When  thou  hast  driven  that  chief  to  flight, 

205  Come  back  anew  to  Gauh 

Here  shall  I  rush  on  to  battle  * 
Amid  the  great  gatheriug  of  shields." 

The  mournful  sign  of  death  arose — 
The  di-ead  sound  of  Morni's  hollow  shield. 
210  The  voice  of  Gaid  rolled  forth.     On  high 
Rose  Fingal  on  thc  caii'u  of  Mora. 
He  saw  them  from  wing  to  wiug 
Beudiug  as  one  to  the  fight. 

beholdest  the  steps  of  C'oniml  1  Let  thine  arm  he  strong  !  When 
he  is  low,  soii  of  Fingal,  reineniber  Gaul  in  wiir.  Here  I  fall  for- 
■ward  into  battle  aniid  tlie  ridge  of  sliields." 

The  siga  of  death  aseends — the  <lreadful  souud  of  ilorni's  shield. 
Gaul  pours  liis  voice  between.  Fing;il  rises  on  Mora.  He  saw  them 
from  wing  to  wing  bending  at  once  in  strife.     Gleaming  on  liis  own 


and  rejoices  in 
the  prosjiect 
of  hiseiiemies' 
siiiritswaniier- 
ins  among  tlie 
mistsof  Lena 
— unable  to 
reach  the  sky 
hecause  their 
fanie  would 
not  be  suncr. 


Coi-mul  goes 
forward,  but 
is  observeJ  by 
Oaul, 


who  despatch- 
es  Filhm  to 
cheek  him. 


The  battle 
begius. 


Fingal  stands 
up  to  watch  it, 
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'Dearrsadli  air  a  dhubli  chàrn  fein 
215  Sheas  Cathmor  o  cheud  sruth  Atha ; 
An  dà  righ  mar  thannasaibh  speur 
A'  seasadli  leo  fein  air  dà  nial, 
'N  uair  thaomas  iad  a  mach  a'  ghaoth 
'Togail  stuadh  baoth  a'  mhòr  chuain, 
220  Na  gorm  thonnan  'g  aomadh  'n  an  còir 
Le  comhara  lorg  nan  torc — 
ladsan  sàmhach  a'  dearrsadh  thall 
Gaoth  'tosail  ou  mall  an  ceò-chiabh. 


o  Co  e  f^in  ? 
&t'.     Ciod  e 
fèiu  ?  &c., 
would  be  uscd 
uow.     Co  is 
"who." 


Gath  dcahdn  'an  àirde  nan  sjieur  I 
225  Co  c  fein  ach  treun  Lxnn  ]\Ihorni  ? " 
Tha  'm  bàs  air  ciar  astar  'ad  dheigh, 
A  ghaisgich  nan  geur  bheum  'an  còmhrag, 
Tliu  'trusadh  nam  fear  'an  cearb  dfheirge. 
Mar  òg  chrann  a  bhuaiucadli  o  Ijheinn 
2.30  Le  'h-uile  gluiig  fèin  r'a  taobh, 

Thuit  Tìulath,  uchd  àrda  nam  1)uadli, 
A  bhean  ghasda,  'an  aislingean  faoin, 
A'  sgaoileadh  aig  l)aile  a  làmhan, 
A  ruiglie  bàn  do  thilleadh  an  triatha, 
235  'S  i  fo  chadal  'au  iomall  nam  mòr  shruth 
'Measg  falbhau  a  trom  chiabhan. 
'S  e  'thannas  a  th'ann,  'Oighchaomha  ; 
Ghabh  do  ghaisgeachsa  còmhnuidh  air  làr. 


ilark  liill  stood  Cathmor  of  streiiniy  Atlia.  Tlie  kings  wcre  like  two 
spirits  of  lieaven  staniling  each  on  his  glooraj'  cloud,  wheu  tliey  jioiir 
abroad  the  winds,  and  lift  the  roaring  seas.  The  lìhie-turaliHng  of 
waves  is  before  theni,  niarkeil  with  the  ])aths  of  wliules.  They  theiu- 
selves  are  eahii  and  Ijright.  The  gule  lifls  slowly  their  locks  of  niist. 
What  beaui  of  light  liangs  liigh  in  air  ì    What  boam  but  ^lonii's 
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Shiuing  on  his  own  dark  cairn 

215  Stood  Ca-mor  from  the  hundred  streams  of  Atha. 
The  two  kings,  like  two  spirits  of  the  skies, 
Standing  by  themselves  upon  two  clouds, 
When  they  send  the  wind  abroad, 
To  raise  the  wild  waves  of  great  ocean, 

220  The  blue  billows  surge  a-nigh  theni, 
With  marks  of  the  track  of  whales — 
They  in  silence  shine  afar, 
Wind  slowly  lifting  their  mist-hair. 


DCAN  III. 

as  does  also 
L'a-mor  oii  the 
opposite  hill. 
The  two  kiugs 
compareil  to 
two  spirits  011 
two  clouds. 


A  lightuing-flash  in  the  height  of  the  skies  I 
225  What  but  the  trenchant  blade  of  ]\Iorni  ?  " 
Death  is  on  his  sable  cour.se  behind  thee, 
Thou  warrior  of  gashing  strokes  in  combat, 
As  thou  gatherest  raen  in  the  skirt  of  thy  wrath 
Like  a  young  tree  torn  from  the  Ben, 
230  With  all  its  branches  by  its  side, 
Fell  Turla,  high  and  noble  heart — 
His  goodly  wife,  in  the  vain  dream, 
At  home  spreads  forth  her  hands — • 
Her  white  arms,  for  her  lord's  return, 
235  As  she  sleeps  by  the  bauk  of  ilor-ru. 
Amidst  the  tossing  of  her  heavy  locks. 
His  ghost  it  is,  Oi-coma  ; 
Thv  hero  has  fouiid  a  home  on  the  oTouud. 


Gaul  makes 
havoc  in  the 
ranks  of  Erin, 


and  kills 
Turla,  a  chief, 
whose  wil'e, 
Oi-coina,  is 
described,  as 
she  Taiuly 
dreamed  of 
his  returii. 


ilreadful  .sworil  I  Deatli  is  strewed  on  thy  paths,  O  Gaul  I  Thou 
foldest  them  together  in  thy  rage.  Like  a  young  oak  falls  Tur- 
lathon,  ■with  his  hranches  round  him.  His  high-bosomed  spouse 
stretches  her  -n-hite  arms  in  dreams  to  tlie  returning  chief,  as  she 
sleeps  by  gurgling  ^loruth,  in  her  disordered  locks.  It  is  liis  ghost, 
Oichoma.     The  chief  is  lowly  laid.     Hearken  not  to  the  -winds  for 
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DUAN  III. 


o 

AVh™  tem- 

pests  f^atliLT- 
eil,  ki:. ;  lit. 

ÌC 

ìieii  Ihe 

s/. 

ics  ijathercd, 

&i 

Na  h-  èisd-sa  ri  gaothan  nan  stuadh  ; 
240  Na  gabh  iad  mar  fhuaim  o  'sgeith, 

Aig  a  shruithean  chaidh  briseadh  fo  'airm  ; 
Ghluais  thairis  an  toirm  a  chacjidh. 

'An  sìth  cha  robh  Fokhith  's  a  Làmh'  ; 

Blia  e  'g  iadhadh  's  a'  snàmh  'am  fuil. 
24.5  Thachair  Conall  ris  anns  a'  bhlàr 

'Cur  ma  seacli  cruaidh  lanna  'us  fuaim. 

C'uim  a  chitheadh  mo  sliùik'an  na  tiiatlian  ■ 

Tha  thu,  'ChonaiU,  fo  liath  nau  (■iabli. 

Caraid  nan  coigreach  a  bh'  ann, 
2.50  'N  Dunlòra  nan  càrn  còinnich, 

'N  uair  a  thrusadh  na  speura  's  a'  ghleann," 

Bhiodh  tìeagh  gun  bhi  gann  .sgaoilte  ; 

Chluinneadh  .sìol  coigrich  a'  ghaoth, 

An  sòlas  nach  faoin  mu  'n  bhòrd. 
255  'Mhic  Charthuinn  nam  buaidli-lann, 

C'uim  a  shìn  thu  fèin  thall  'am  fuil  ? 

Tha  aomadh  craoibh  sheacaidh  mu  d'  chcann  ? 

Tha  teann  ort  sgiatli  nach  'eil  slàn  ; 

Tha  do  dhearg-fhuil  air  uisge  nan  sliabh, 
2G0  'Fhir-bhri.sidh  nan  sgiath  àillidh. 

Tliog  Oisian  a  shleagh  'am  feirg  ; 
Ghluais  Gall  thar  an  leirg  gu  Foldath  ; 


It 


]iierei'il   by   liis    stn 


It.s 


TuvliitlMu's  i'clioing  .sliiet 
sdunil  is  lìiis.sed  away. 

Not  peaoeful  is  tlie  luiinl  of  FoIil;it1i.  He  wimls  his  conrse  in 
l)lood.  Connal  met  liiiu  in  fìght :  tliey  nii.xeJ  their  clanging  steel. 
Why  should  niine  eyes  behold  them  1  Connal,  thy  locks  are  grey  ! 
Thou  -H'i'rt  the  friend  of  strangers  at  the  mos.s-covered  rock  of  Dun- 
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Hark  not  to  tlie  wiuds  of  tlie  waves, 

di:a^^  in. 

240 

Nor  take  tliem  for  the  soiind  of  his  shield  ; 
His  armour  is  broken  beside  his  streams ; 
Its  .sound  has  pas.sed  a\vay  for  aye. 

In  peace  was  not  Folda,  nor  his  arm — 
He  weltered,  he  swam  in  blood. 

On  the  other 

side,  Folila 
kills  Comial, 

245 

C'onnal  met  him  in  the  battle ; 
Each  plied  liis  hai'd  aud  riuging  blade. 
Why  should  my  eyes  bchold  the  chiefs  'ì 
Connal,  thou  art  iu  hoariness  of  hair. 

soii  of  Car-lion 
and  iliief  of 
Duu-Lora, 

250 

Thou  wast  the  frieud  of  the  stranger, 

In  Duu-Lora  of  mossy  rocks  ; 

AMien  tempests  gathered  in  the  glen," 

A  plentoous  feast  was  spread  ; 

The  strauger-race  wouhl  hear  the  wind 

In  thankful  joy  arouud  thy  board. 

wlio  is  greatly 
praised  and 
laniented  by 
Ossian. 

255 

Car-hon's  son  of  conquering  blades, 
Why  hast  thou  stretched  thyself  in  blood  ì 
A  withered  tree  slants  over  thy  head  ; 
Kear  thee  a  shiehl  which  is  not  whole  : 
Thy  red  blood  is  on  the  waters  of  the  hill, 

260 

Thou  breaker  of  the  shiniuo-  shields. 

Ossian  raised  his  spear  in  wrath  ; 

Gaul  hastens 

Gaul  rushed  through  the  field  on  Folda ; 

on  to  engage 
Folda  1 

lora. 

"When  the  skies  were  roUed  together,  then  tliy  feast  was  spread. 

The  stranger  lieard  the  winds  Tvithout,  and  rejoiced  at  thy 

hurning 

oak. 

Why,  son  of  Duthcaron,  art  thou  laid  in  blood  1    The  blasted 

tree 

bends  above  tliee.     Thy  sliield  lies  broken  near.     Thy  blood 

inixes  witli  the  stream,  thou  hreaker  of  tlie  shields  ! 

O^ 

sian  took  tlie  spear  in  his  wrath ;  hut  Gaul  ru.shed  for 

ward  on 
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DUAN  111. 

Chaielli  liigaicli  ma  seach  o  thaobh ; 
Bha  'shealladh  nach  faoin  air  Mònia. 

a  "  The  briiul- 

265 

Thog  na  triathan  slL'aghan  riabhaeh  a'  bhàis  ; " 

lcd  spears  ol' 
death,"  |ios- 

Gun  fliaieinn,  gun  Jàil,  thàinig  iuthaidli ; 

sìhly  meauiug 
**  che(iuered  " 

Ghrad  ghluais  i  do  Ghall  tro'  'làimh  ; 

— dark  to  tlie 
couquered, 

Air  tahmih  thuit  a  hinn  le  fuaim. 

briglit  to  tlie 
conqueror. 

Osr  Fhillean  fo  £harbh  sodith  Chormuil 

"Briudled" 
is  thus  used 

270 

'G  a  .sgaoileadli  mòr  fa  chòir  an  triath'. 

in  Duau  II. 
1.  429. 

Chuir  Foldath  suas  a  sgairteachd  gheur 
A  mhosgladh  gu  feum  an  raoin, 
Mar  osaig  o  fhaobhar  uam  beann, 
A  thogas  na  lasairean  mall 

27.5 

Mu  Lìimon  nan  crann  fuaimear. 

"  'Mhic  Chhitho  nan  gorm-sliùl  mall, 

I>  I  cannot 

'Òg  Fhillein,"  thuirt  Gall,  "  tliu  f  hciin 

strike  ujjon 
tlie  hill  ; 

Gath  teine  nan  speur  àrd. 

niore  literally, 
/  am  wortli- 

A  thuiteas  air  ciar  chuan  nam  l^euc 

le.ss  on  the 
hill — but 

280 

'S  a  chean2;Las  suas  so;iatlian  nan  stoirm  ; 

the  followiiig 
lines  show 

Thuit  Cormul  fo  d'  lann  gu  'chìil. 

that  he  was  of 
use.     The 

Is  òg  tha  thu  'n  cliu  do  shìnns'rc. 

■word  daoi, 
liere  bracket- 

Na  ghiais-sa  clio  grad,  a  thriath. 

ed,  Ì3  given 
byE.  M'Lach- 

Gun  cliobliair  o  m'  sgiath  no  mo  shlengh. 

lan  to  su|)|)ly 
a  blauk  in  the 
text. 

28.5 

Tha  mise  mar  [dhaoi]  air  an  t-slial)li  ; '' 
Ach  èiridli  air  àird  mo  ghuth  ; 

FolJ 

ilh.     The  feeble  [las.s  by  his  .siilc;  his  ragc  i.s  turncj  on  IMom.a's 

chiel 

Kow    thcy   liaJ    raiscJ    tlicir  Jcathful   spcars :    unscen  au 

arrow  caine;  it  pierceJ  tlie  ImnJ  nf  Gaul.     His  steel  fcll  sounJiiig 

to  eartli.     Youiig  Fillan  camc  witli  Corniurs  sbielJ  ;  hc  .stretclicJ 

it  lai 

ge  bofore  tlio  cliicf.     FolJath  scnt  liis  sliouts  abroaJ  and  kin- 

dleJ  all  the  fiekl — a.s  a  blast  that  lift.s  tlie  wiJe-wingeJ  tìaine  ovcr 
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The  feeble  all  fled  from  before  him  : 

His  eye  is  sternly  fìxed  on  Moma's  (lord). 
265  The  heroes  raised  the  brindled  spears  of  death  ;" 

Straightway  came  a  dart  unseeu, 

Which  quickly  pierced  the  hand  of  Gaul ; 

His  spear  fell  riugiug  on  the  grouud. 

Youug  Fillau,  Ijcariug  the  great  shield  of  Cormul, 
270  Phiced  it  full  before  the  chief. 

Folda  raised  a  shrilling  shout, 

To  rouse  the  field  to  actiou, 

Like  a  blast  from  the  edge  of  Bens, 

Which  kindles  tardy  flames 
27.5  Rouud  Lumon  of  soundiug  trees. 

"  Son  of  Glatho  of  mild  blue  eyes  ; 

Young  Fillan,"  said  Gaul,  "  thou  art  indeed 

A  beam  of  fire  from  the  higli  heavens, 

AVhich  falls  on  the  dark  aud  bellowiug  ocean, 
280  And  binds  up  the  wings  of  the  storms  : 

Cormul  has  falleu  low  beneath  tliy  sword. 

Soon  hast  thou  gained  the  fame  of  thy  fathers. 

(Yet)  speed  not  so  fast,  0  chief ! 

AVitliout  aid  from  my  shield  or  my  spear. 
285  I  cannot  strike  upon  the  hill,'' 

But  my  voice  can  rise  on  high. 


Liimon's  echoing  groves. 

"  Son  of  blue-eyed  Clatlio,"  said  Gaul ;  "  0  Fillan  !  thou  art  a 
beam  from  heaven,  that,  coraing  on  the  troubled  deep,  binds  up  the 
tempest's  wing.  Cormul  is  fallen  before  thee.  Early  art  thou  in 
the  fame  of  thy  fathers.  Rush  not  too  far,  my  hero.  I  cannot  lift 
the  spear  to  aid.  I  stand  harmless  in  battle ;  but  my  voice  shall 
VOL.  II.  U 


arrow  pierces 
liis  hand,  and 
disables  liim. 


Fillaii  springs 
forward  and 
covers  liim 
with  the 
sliield  of 
Oormul, 
wliom  lie  had 
slain. 


Gaul  extols 
Fillan's 
liravery  ; 


l.iut  charges 
him  not  to 
advance  alone, 
saying  that 
he,  though 
wounded, 
oould  direct 
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Cliiiiiuidh  siol  SliL'liiiii  ;ui  flumim, 

Bi'  Jli  'u  cuimlmu  air  buaidlieau  a  dli'aom." 

Ghluais  a  ghuth  air  gaoith  nau  càru ; 

290  Bhuail  a  shluagh  gun  dàil  'an  cath  ; 
Is  miuic  a  chual'  iad  e  fuin 
'An  Srùthmon  uan  treuu  's  an  t-seilg, 
'N  uair  a  ghairui  e  gu  dearg  'us  ruadli. 
Sheas  e  àrd  am  measg  a'  bhhàir, 

295  Mar  dharaig  'an  sgàile  nan  stoirm 
0  àm  gu  àm  'an  truscan  ciar ; 
Air  uairibh  'feucliainn  a  liatli  cheanu  : 
Tionudaidh  an  sealgair  a  shìiil  gu  h-àrd 
0  chaoh-ath  nan  alhl  'us  na  luachair. 

300       Tha  m'  anam  'ad  dheigh-sa,  'FhiUein, 
Troimh  astar  ghm  caol  do  chliu  ; 
Tiia  thu  'g  iomaiu  nan  naimlidean  'ad  chòir 
Treigidh  Fokhith,  gc  mòr  e,  an  lear. 
Acli  thuit  au  (biljh  oidliclie  fo  nial ; 

30.5  Chualas  stoc  Chatlimhoir  fo  fluiaim  ; 
Chuala  Selma  guth  o  'n  rìgh 
0  ^lliòra  nam  frìth  fo  cheò. 
Thaom  na  bàird  am  fonua  feiu 
Mar  dliealtii  ;ur  treiseadh  ;i'  bhhàir. 


be  poured  aljroad.     Tlie  sons  of  Selma  sli.all  licar,  aiid  rpmember  niy 
formor  deeds." 

His  terriblo  voico  rose  on  tbo  wind.  Tlie  liost  beuds  forward  iu 
figlit.  Often  bad  tlioy  heard  him  at  Strumon,  when  he  called  them 
to  tlie  chase  of  the  hinds.  Ile  stands  tall  amid  the  war  as  an  oak 
in  the  skirts  of  a  storm,  wliich  now  is  ckithed  on  high  in  niist,  tlien 
shows  its  broad  waving  head.    The  musing  hunter  lifts  liis  eye  from 
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The  race  of  Selma  shall  hear  its  souud, 

Aud  remember  the  victories  which  have  been." 

Travelled  liis  voice  ou  the  wiud  of  the  cairns 
290  Straightway  struclv  his  meu  in  combat ; 

Ofttimes  had  they  hearkeued  to  him 

In  the  chase  by  Srumou  of  the  brave, 

Wheu  he  holloed  after  stag  aud  roe. 

He  stood  ou  high  iu  the  midst  of  battle, 
295  Like  oak-tree  iu  the  shadow  of  storms, 

From  time  to  time  iu  dusky  raiment ; 

At  times  it  shows  its  hoary  head  : 

The  huuter  looks  at  its  height, 

From  the  narrow  pass  of  rushes  aud  of  streams. 

300       My  soul  goes  after  thee,  0  Fillau  I 
In  the  narrow  clear  path  of  thy  reuowu  ; 
Thou  drivest  the  euemy  before  thee  : 
Folda,  though  great,  wiU  forsake  the  field. 
But  sable  night  came  dowu  iu  cloud ; 

305  Heard  is  the  horn  of  Ca-mor  soundiug. 
Selma  heard  the  voice  of  the  kiug 
From  woody  !Mora  (clothed)  iu  mist 
The  bards  pom-ed  forth  their  songs, 
Like  dew  on  the  close  of  the  combat. 


his  own  nishy  field. 

My  soul  pursues  thee,  O  FiUan !  throur;h  the  path  of  thy  fame. 
Thou  TolleJst  the  foe  before  thee.  Xow  Foldath,  perhaps,  may  fly ; 
hu't  night  comes  down  with  its  clouds.  Cathmor's  horn  is  heard  on 
high.  The  sons  of  Sehua  hear  the  voice  of  Fingal  from  Mora's 
gathered  mist.  The  bavds  pour  thelr  song  like  dew  on  the  retum- 
ing  war. 


him,  and  aid 
him  ivith  his 
voioe. 

Gaul's  shout 
described. 


He  Ì3  com- 
pared  to  an 

oak-tree. 


Ossian  apos- 
trophises 
FiUan  as  he 
drives  the 
enemy  belbre 
him  ;  but 
nightdescend- 
iug,  stops  the 
battle. 
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310       ["  Co  'thigeas  o  Shrhtlimon  nan  alld 
Am  measg  falbhan  uan  àiU'  chiabh, 
'S  i  bròuach  le  ceumaibh  raall 
A  gorm-shìiil  a  nall  gu  h-Eirinn  1 
C'uim'  tha  Emhir  chaoin  fo  bhròu  ? 

315  Co  'tha  coltach  ri  mòr  uau  cliu  ì 
Theiriun  e  sìos  anns  a'  chòmhrag ; 
Thill  mar  chòrr  theine  uial ; 
Thog  e  'lann  dhìibh-ghorm  'am  fcirg ; 
Shìolaidh  iadsan  fo  mheire;  o  Ghall.l 


a  Bl-ow  r 
hill  ;  lit 
cAci  o/ 
hill. 


Ihc 


320       "  Tha  sòlas,  mar  aiteal  o  ghleauu, 
A'  tigh'u  a  uall  mu  ghruaidh  an  rìgh ; 
Tha  'chuimhne  mu  chòmhrag  o  shean, 
Mu  làithean  beuma  treuu  a  sliiuus're, 
'S  e  'faicinn  a  mhic  fo  chliu. 

325  Mar  sliòlas  o  ghrèin  gun  nial, 

'S  i  'coirahead  sìos  air  craoibh  a  ghluais 
Fo  'dearrsa  suas  air  gruaidh  uau  sliabh," 
'S  i  'cratliadh  'n  a  h-aouar  a  ceaun 
0  thaobh  uan  gleauu  ;  mar  siu  liha  'u  rìgh 

330  Fo  shòUxs  mu  Fhilleau  a  mhac. 


"  Mar  shiubhal  aii  torruiuu  air  sliabh, 
Raon  Lìlra  fo  cliiar  'us  sàmliach, 
Mar  sin  a  bha  ceuman  Shehua 


"  Who  coraes  from  Stniinnn,"  they  said,  "amid  her  wandpring 
locks?  She  is  mourni'ul  in  Ìht  steps,  and  lifts  her  blue  eyes  towiinl 
Erin.  Wliy  art  thou  sad,  Evir-chonia  1  Wlio  is  like  thy  diief  in 
renown  ?  Hc  descended  dreadful  to  hattle  ;  lie  returns  likc  a  hght 
from  a  cloud.  He  raiscd  tlic  sword  in  wratli  :  they  shrank  bcforo 
blue-sliielded  Gaul ! 

"Joy,  likc  Ww.  ru.stliiig  galc,  conics  <m  tlic  s.nil  (.f  tlic  kiiig.      He 
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310       ["  Wlio  comes  from  Srumon  of  rivers* 

Amid  the  tossing  of  lovely  locks, 

Mournful  in  slow-moving  steps, 

Her  blue  eyes  on  Erin's  (host)? 

Why  is  the  gentle  Evir  in  sorrow  ? 
315  Who  is  like  the  great  one  of  renown  1 

He  went  down  to  the  battle  ; 

He  returned  like  the  bright  light  of  clouds  ; 

He  raised  his  dark-blue  blade  in  wrath  : 

They  shrank  discomfited  from  GauL] 

320       "  Joy,  like  a  gentle  breeze  from  the  glen, 
Comes  over  the  countenance  of  the  king  : 
His  memory  is  on  the  wars  of  okl, 
On  the  days  of  the  mighty  blows  of  his  sires, 
While  he  sees  his  son  in  renown. 

325  Like  the  joy  of  the  cloudless  sun 
When  he  looks  on  a  tree  which  grew 
Beneath  his  light  on  the  brow  of  the  hill,'' 
As  alone  it  waves  its  head 
On  the  side  of  the  gleu  ;  so  was  the  king 

330  In  joy  for  Filhin  his  son. 

"  Like  the  path  of  thunder  on  the  mountain, 
AVhen  Lara's  plaiu  is  dark  and  still, 
So  were  the  steps  of  Selma 


DUAN  III. 

ETÌr-choma, 
the  wife  of 
Gaul,  is 
addressed  as 
she  looks 
sorrowfully  on 
the  host  of 
Erin, 

and  is  assured 
of  the  triumiih 
of  her  hus- 
baad. 


Fingalrejoices 
in  the  bravery 
ofFillan:  his 
gladness  coin- 
pared  to  that 
of  the  sun 
beholding  a 
tree  wliicli 
had  grown  on 
the  niountain 
"  beneath  his 
light." 


Ossian  speaks 
of  liis  own  joy 
in  hearing  the 
U^ud  triini])  of 
the  returning 


remembers  the  hattles  of  old,  tlie  days  ■\vberein  bis  fatbers  foiigbt. 
The  daj's  of  old  return  on  Fingal's  mind  as  he  beholds  tlie  renown 
of  his  son.  As  tbe  sun  rejoices  from  bis  cloud  over  the  tree  his 
beams  bave  raised,  as  it  shakes  its  lonely  bead  on  the  beath,  so 
joyful  is  thc  king  over  Fillan  ! 

"As  the   rolling  of  thunder  on  hills  vlien  Lara's  fields  are  still 
and  dark,  such  are  the  .'iteps  of  Selma,  pleasant  and  dreadful  to  the 
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Taitneach  'us  garbh  do  mo  chluais. 
335  Bha  farum  mòr-thiUeadh  nan  triath 

Mar  iolair  gu  ciar  nan  càrn, 

'N  dèigh  rcubadh  na  faoibh  air  sliabli — - 

Donn  shiola  nam  fiadli  's  an  àird. 

Tha  sòhis  'ur  sinns're  's  an  uial, 
340  A  chlann  nan  sruth  liath  o  Shelma." 


1  Faiìeus 
geiuTally 
ineaiis  "  slia- 
dow."     I 
think  it  must 
mcaii  "gleam" 
here,  pointing 
to  the  light 
refleeted  from 
the  armour. 
i  On  his  hel- 
met  sounds  an 


name  giveii 
here  and  often 
elsewhere  to 
the  eagle,  is  a 
very  beautiful 
one — "  thc 
triie  bird." 
Beairt,  wliich 
I  have  render- 
ed  "  helniet," 
is  a  general 
term  for 
equipinpnt  of 
any  kind. 
'  Duns— i.f. 
forts  or  hi'aps. 


B'e  so  guth  oidhclie  nan  caoin  bhàrd 
Air  Mòra,  cruachan  àrd  nan  ruadh. 
Ghhiais  boillsge  o  cheudaibh  darag, 
A  bhris  's  a  tharruing  gaoth  o  ChormuL 

345  Bha  cuirm  'us  fleagh  sgaoilte  air  tliahtnih 
iShuidh  gai,sgich  fo  fhaileus  an  arm." 
Bha  Fionnghal  an  sin  fo  a  neart, 
Sgiath  fìrein  m'a  bheairt  a'  fuaim '' 
Caoin  osag  a'  buahidh  o  'n  iar, 

350  A'  siubhal  gu  'n  trian  tro'  'n  oidliche. 
Is  fhada  'slieall  an  rìgh  mu  'n  cuairt ; 
'N  sin  thogadh  leis  suas  a  ghuth. 

"  Tha  m'  anam  fo  chall  de  shòlas, 
Mi  'faicinn  briseadh  mòr  mo  chàirdean. 
355  Tha  aomadh  craoibh  'bu  mhòr,  gu  làr, 
'Us  thaom  a'  ghaoth  ghai-bh  mu  Shehna. 
C'àite  Triath  Lòra  uan  dìiu  ì ' 


ear.  They  return  with  their  sound  like  eagles  to  their  dark-brown 
rock,  after  the  prey  is  toni  on  tlie  field,  the  dun  sons  of  the  hound- 
ing  hind.  Ynur  fathers  rcjoice  froni  thuir  clouds,  sons  of  stivanij' 
Selma  ! " 

Such  was  tlie  nit,ditly  voice  of  lianls  on  Jlora  of  the  hiiids.  A 
flame  rose  from  a  hundred  oaks  which  winds  had  torn  from  Cor- 
mul's  steep.      The  feast  is  spread  in  the  midst :  around  sat  the 
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Loud  and  pleasing  in  my  ear. 

335  The  sound  of  tlie  great  retuiu  of  cliiefs 
Was  as  tlie  eagle  to  tlie  dusk  of  eliffs, 
Frora  tearing  liis  prey  ou  tbe  mouutain — 
The  dun  offspring  of  deer  ou  the  heights. 
The  joy  of  your  sires  is  on  the  cloud, 

340  Childreu  of  the  hoary  streams  from  Selma." 

This  was  the  night-voice  of  tuncful  bards 
Ou  Mora,  lofty  rauge  of  deer. 
Brightness  flashed  from  a  hundrcd  oaks, 
Broken  and  torn  l)y  wiud  from  Corniul. 

345  A  pleuteous  feast  was  spread  on  the  grouud  ; 
Warriors  sat  in  the  gleam  of  their  armour." 
Fingal  was  there  iu  his  strength  ; 
On  his  helmet  sounds  an  eagle's  wing  :  *■ 
A  gentle  breeze  blows  from  the  west, 

350  Travelling  onward  through  the  uight. 
Long  gazed  the  kiug  arouud  him  ; 
Then  he  lifted  up  his  voice  : 

"  My  soul  has  lost  its  joy 
In  seeing  the  great  breach  among  uiy  friend? 
355  A  stately  tree  has  bent  to  earth, 

A  stormy  wiud  has  poured  rouud  Selma. 
Where  (is)  the  chief  of  Lora  of  Duus  ? ' 


DUAN  III. 

warriors, 
whose  noise 
lie  eonipares 
to  that  of  tlie 
eagle  returu- 
ing  to  the 
cliff  from  liis 
prey. 


The  bards 
sing,  fires  are 
kindled,  aud 
the  feast  is 
spread. 


Fingal,  look- 
ing  ronnd, 
missesC'onnal; 
mourus  his 
fall, 


gleaming  chiefs.  Fingal  is  tliere  in  tiis  strongth.  Tlie  eagle-wing 
of  his  helmet  soiinds.  The  rustling  blasts  of  the  'west,  uneqnal, 
rush  through  night.  Long  looks  the  king  in  silence  round  :  at 
length  his  words  are  heard. 

"  ]\Iy  soul  feels  a  want  in  our  joy.  I  behold  a  breach  aniong  niy 
friends.  The  head  of  one  tree  is  low.  The  squally  wiud  pours  in 
on  Selma.     "VVhere  is  the  chief  of  Dun-lora  1     Ought  Connal  to  he 
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n  Gu  ma  hiMh 
is  an  estab- 
lished  coUo- 
quial  phrase  ; 
Dut  I  believe 
it  should  be 
written  Gu-m 
bu  luath. 
*  "  Remem- 
brance  of  thc 
king."      King 
here  anJ  else- 
where  is  used 
for  chief  or 
ruler  of  any 
descrijjtion. 


C'uim'  bliiodh  Conall  air  chùl  aig  fleagh  ? 

C'uin  a  dhì-chuimhn'  esan  dàimh 
360  'Measg  farum  a  shàr  thalla  ? 

C'uim'  tha  sibh  sàmhach  'am  fhianuis  l 

Cha  tuit  thu,  "Chonaill,  sìos  na  's  mò ! 

Tachradh  sòlas  ri  d'anam,  a  thriath, 

Mar  dheari'sa  o  ghrèin  a'  soillseadh. 
36.5  Gu  nia  luath  do  thriall  gu  d'  shinns're  " 

'Measg  thorrunn,  guu  ìsleadh  na  gaoith. 

Tha  d'  anam,  'Oisein,  mar  ghath  dealain  ; 

Soillsich  suas  cuimhne  an  rìgh.'' 

Mosgail  a  chòmhragan  'an  gleannaibh, 
370  'N  uair  a'  ghluais  e  'n  toiseach  gu  strì. 

A  Chonaill,  bu  liath  do  chiablian  fein  ; 

Bha  d'òige,  a  thrdin,  'measg  m'  òige  : 

'An  aon  là  chuir  Carthonn  gu  beinn 

Ar  bogha  gu  leum  nan  ruadh, 
375  Gu  Dunlòra  nam  baotli  stuadh." 


"  Is  iomadh,"  thuirt  mi  fhèin,  'an  dàn, 
"  Ar  n-astara  nall  gu  Eirinn, 
Inuis  ìiill'  nan  ceud  ghleaun  uaiue. 
Is  tric  a  thog  sinn  suas  na  seoil 
380  Air  stuaidh  nam  mòr-shiubhal  gorm, 

'N  uair  thàinig  sinn  'an  làithean  a  dli'flialb 
Le  cobhair  gu  aarbh  shliochd  Chonair. 


Ibrgot  at  the  fcnst  ?  "Wlii'n  did  ho  furgft  tlie  straiiger  in  the  midst 
of  his  echoiiig  hall  ì  Ye  are  sUeiit  iu  niy  presence  !  Coiinal  is 
then  no  niore.  Joy  meet  thee,  0  warrior  !  like  a  stream  of  light. 
Swift  be  thy  courso  to  thy  fatliers  along  the  roaring  winds  !  Os- 
eian,  thy  soul  i.s  fire  :  kiiidle  the  nieniory  of  the  king.  Awake 
the  battles  of  Connal  when  first  he  shone  in  war.     The  locks  of 
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Wliy  at  tlie  feast  should  Connal  be  forgot  ] 
When  did  he  forget  the  steranger 

3G0  Amid  the  eehoes  of  his  noble  hall  ? 
Wherefore  are  ye  dumb  before  me  ? 
Thou,  Connal,  shalt  fall  no  more  ! 
Gladness  meet  thy  soul,  0  chief, 
Like  brightness  of  the  suu  iu  shining  ! 

3G5  Swift  be  thy  course  to  thy  fathers," 
Amid  thuuders  ou  unfiiiliug  wiud. 
Tiiy  soul  is,  Ossian,  as  a  ray  of  brightness : 
Light  up  remembrance  of  the  kiug  : '' 
Awaken  his  battles  in  the  glens, 

370  When  he  first  went  forth  to  war. 
Connal,  hoary  were  thy  locks  ; 
Thy  youth  was  joiued  to  mine,  thou  hero: 
On  the  same  day  sent  Carhon  to  the  Ben 
Our  bows  to  (strike)  the  bounding  deer 

375  Ou  Dun-Lora  of  raoiuii  waves." 


and  calls  on 
Ossian  to 
light  uji  re- 
membrance 
of  the  hero  ; 
and  recalls 
tlie  time  when 
he  hiraself 
and  Connal 
were  in  early 
youth  both 
sent  forth  to 
hunt  the  decr 
at  Dun-Lora. 


"  Ofttimes,"  said  I  in  song, 
"  Have  we  travelled  across  to  Erin, 
Fair  island  of  hundred  green  glens. 
Oft  have  we  raised  our  sads 
380  Ou  the  blue  great-speeding  waves, 

When  we  came,  in  the  days  that  are  gone, 
With  aid  to  the  mighty  race  of  Connar. 


Ossian  cele- 
brates  the 
praise  of 
Connal ; 
tells  of  their 
various  expe- 
ditions  to 
Erin  ; 

and  of  one  in 
wliicli,  while 

ery  young, 
he  weut  down 


Connal  were  grey.  His  da}-s  of  youth  were  mixed  ■n-ith  mine.  In 
one  day  Duthcaron  first  stnuig  oiu-  bows  against  tlie  roes  of 
Dun-lora." 

"  Many,"  I  said,  "  are  our  paths  to  battle  in  green-vallcyed  Erin. 
Often  did  our  sails  arise  over  the  blue  tumbling  ■\vaves  when  we 
came,  in  other  days,  to  aid  the  race  of  Conar.     The  strife  roared 


314 


TIGHMOEA. 


Mliosoail  stiì  àrd  unm  fii;iim 
Air  Alneom;i  uan  eruacliau  de;is, 

385  Aig  siubh;il  Dutlùila  nan  stuadh, 
Ftioin  chobh;ir  a'  gluasad  o  eas. 
Le  Cormae  theirinn  sìos  gu  blàr 
Dubh-Charthonn,  an  sàr  o  Shelma. 
Clia-n  ann  leis  fèin  a  theirinn  an  triath  ; 

390  Bha  Conall  'an  ciabh  òige 
A'  togail  f'a  chòir  a  shleagh. 
Fo  d'  f  hocal-sa  ghluais  iad  gu  strì 
Le  cobhair  gu  rìafh  na  h-Lirinn. 


"  Mar  gharbh  neart  'briseadh  o  mhor  ehuan 
395  Thionail  Bolga  gu  cruaidh  chòmhrag, 

Cole-ulhmih,  àrd  cheannard  nan  sluagli, 

Triath  Atlia  uan  stuadh  gorma. 

Thaom  iad  eath  's  a'  cheile  air  raon  ; 

Las  Cormac  'an  taobh  nti  strì 
400  Glan  mar  chruthan  a  shìnns're  fèin. 

Ach  fada,  fear-còbhrach  an  rìgh, 

Ghearr  CiU'thonn  nam  frith  na  naimhdean. 

Cha  do  ehaidil  làmh  Chon;ull  ri  t:iobli 

A  mhòr  athar  air  aomtidh  nan  sliabh. 
405  Ach  choisinn  Colc-ullamh  an  raon. 

Mar  cheò  a  tlia  'taomadh  's  a'  triall, 

Theich  a  ghaisgich  o'n  triath  Cormac. 


once  in  Alnecma  at  the  foani-coveied  streanis  of  Duth-ula.  AVith 
Corniac  desccnded  to  battle  Duthcaron  from  cloudy  Sehna.  Nor 
descended  Duthcaron  alone  ;  his  son  was  by  liis  side,  the  long-haired 
youtli  of  Coniial,  lifting  tho  first  of  liis  spears.  Thou  didst  com- 
mand  them,  0  Fiiigal !  to  aid  the  king  of  Erin. 

"Like  the  bursting  strength  of  ocean,  the  sons  of  Eolga  rushed 
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Arose  the  high  aud  sounding  strife 

Ou  Alnecma  of  southern  peaks, 
385  By  the  course  of  Du-huhi,  of  waves, 

AVhere  the  torrent  speeds  in  empty  foam. 

With  Cormac  went  down  to  battle 

Du-Carlion  the  brave  from  Selma. 

Nor  alone  did  the  chief  go  down  ; 
390  Connal,  under  the  wavy  hair  of  youth, 

Lifted  the  spear  by  his  side  : 

At  thy  word  they  ^vent  to  war, 

With  aid  to  the  king  of  Erin. 

"  Like  migh ty  strength  whichburstsfrom  thegreat 
395  Gathered  Bolga  to  stern  strife —  [sea, 

Colc-ulla  (was)  foremost  leader  of  their  hosts, 

Lord  of  Atha  of  blue  waves. 

Each  on  other  poured  the  fight  upon  the  field  ; 

Cormac  flamed  on  the  skirt  of  battle 
400  Bright  as  the  forms  of  his  fathers. 

But,  above  all,  the  champion  of  the  king, 

Carhon  of  woods,  hewed  down  the  foe. 

Tlie  arm  of  Connal  slept  not  by  the  side 

Of  his  great  father  on  the  sloping  hiU. 
405  But  Colc-uUa  gained  the  fiekl. 

Like  rolHng  mist  which  flees  away, 

His  warriors  fled  from  Cormac,  the  chief. 


DUAN  III. 

to  battle 
beside  his 
father  Du- 
Carhon,  in 
the  cause  of 
Corniac,  kiug 
of  Erin. 


Cole-ulla, 
leader  of  the 
Bolgi,  the 
eiieraies  of 
Curraac, 
fuught  with 
great  fierce- 
ness. 


Du-Carhon 
was  the  ablest 
warrior  on  the 
side  of 
Cormac  ; 


but  his  men 
fled. 


to  war.  Colc-ulla  was  before  theni,  tlie  chief  of  Tihie-streaniing 
Atha.  The  battie  was  mixed  on  the  plain.  Corniac  shone  in  his 
own  strife  bright  as  tlie  l'onus  of  his  fathers.  But,  far  before  the 
rest,  Duthcaron  heAvcil  down  the  foe.  Nor  slept  the  arm  of  Connal 
hy  his  father's  side.  Colc-uUa  prevailed  on  the  plain  :  like  scat- 
tered  mist  fled  the  people  of  Cormac. 
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TIGHMORA. 


Las  claidheamli  Dliuljh-Chartlmimi  fo  bhuaidli 

Las  Conall  fo  chruaidh  'us  sgeith  uiliòir, 
410  Chuireadh  fasgadh  air  càirdibh  fo  'u  ruaig, 

Mar  charraig  air  cruaich  nan  scòrr, 

'S  an  ceanna  fo  ghiuthas  a'  fuaim. 

Thuit  oidhch'  air  Dutliìda  nau  sìan  ; 

Ghluais  sàmhach  na  triaith  air  an  raon, 
415  Garl)h  shruth  o  na  cruachan  'dol  sìos ; 

Cha  robh  Carthonn  gu  'thrian  ri  'leum. 

'  C'uim  a  sheas  thu,  m'  athair  fèin  1 

Tha  mi  'cluinntinn  nan  treun  air  chìd.' 

"  '  Teich,  a  Chonaill,  teich  o'n  raon  ; 
420  Tha  mo  neartsa  gu  faoin  'us  faun  ; 

Fo  lotan  tlaèig  mi  am  Ijlàr ; 

Leig  sith-thàimh  do  sliàr  'an  oidhche.' 

'  Cha  bhi  thu  a'd'  aonar,'  tliuirt  CVuiall, 

'Measg  dòghruinn  'us  dorrain  a  chlèibh ; 
425  '  Mar  sgeith  na  h-ioLiir'  tha  mo  sgiath 

Eadar  cunnart  an  triaith  's  a  naimhdean.' 

Clirom  e  thar  'athar  'an  dìibhra  ; 

Dubh-Cliarthonn  nan  cliu  fo  shuain. 

"  Mhosgail  \li,  'us  thuit  an  oidlich'  ; 
4.30  Cha  robh  bàrd  ann  aii  soillse  air  sHabh, 


"  Then  lose  tlie  sworcl  of  Duthcaron,  and  the  steel  of  broad- 
shiekled  Connal.  Tliey  shaded  tlieir  flying  friends  like  two  rocks 
■witli  their  hcads  of  pine.  Night  came  down  on  Duth-ula  :  silent 
strode  the  chiefs  over  the  field.  A  mountain-stream  roared  acros.'i 
tlie  patli ;  nur  coukl  Dutlicaron  bound  over  its  course.  '  "Wliy  stands 
niv  fatlior? '  said  Connal  ;  '  I  hear  the  rushing  foe.' 
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(Then)  flashed  Du-Carhon's  conquering  sword 

Fhished  Connal's  steel  and  his  great  shield : 
410  Thej  sheltered  their  friends  in  flight, 

As  clifis  on  rocky  peaks, 

Wliose  pine-clad  heads  resound. 

Fell  night  on  Du-hula  of  storms  ; 

The  chiefs  in  silence  trod  the  plain. 
•115  A  rugged  river  from  the  heights  came  do-n-n, 

Which  Carhon  could  not  overleap. 

'  Wherefore,  my  father,  hast  thou  stopped  ? 

I  hear  the  warriors  behind.' 

"  '  Flee,  0  Connal  I — flee  the  phiin  ; 

420  ]\Iy  strength  is  feeble  and  vain ; 
Sore  wounded  I  have  left  the  field  : 
Let  the  warrior  rest  iu  peace  at  night  !' 
'  Thou  shalt  not  be  akne,'  said  Connal, 
In  the  pain  and  anguish  of  his  breast ; 

42.5  '  Like  the  wing  of  the  eagle  is  my  shield  ' 
Betwixt  the  foe  and  dauger  to  the  prince.' 
Over  his  father  he  bent  in  the  dark  : 
Eenowned  Du-Carhon  slept. 

"  Arose  the  day  aud  fell  the  night ; 
430  No  bard  was  seen  on  the  hiU 


DUAN  III. 

Du-Carhon 
aiid  Coiinal 
cliecked  tlie 
imrsuit  of  the 
eneniy  until 
dark  night 
came  on. 


They  thcn  set 
off  to  join 
their  fricnds  ; 
but  Du- 
Carhon,  weak- 
ened  by 
wounds,  was 
unable  to  leap 
a  river  whicli 
crossed  their 
path. 

He  tells  Con- 
nal  to  flee, 
and  to  leave 
him  there  to 
die  in  peace. 


Connal,  bend- 
ing  over  hini, 
fiiids  that  he 
had  died. 


No  bard  was 
nigh  to  sing 
his  dirge. 


'•  '  Fly,  ('onnal,'  he  saiJ  ;  '  ihy  father's  strength  liegins  to  fail. 
I  come  woundeJ  from  battle.  Here  let  me  rest  in  night.'  '  But 
thou  shalt  not  reniain  alone,'  said  Connal's  bursting  sigh.  'My 
shield  is  an  eagle's  wiug  to  cover  the  king  of  Dun-lora.'  He  bends 
dark  above  his  father.     The  mighty  Duthcaron  dies. 

"  Day  rose,  anJ  night  returned.     Xo  Innely  bard  appeared  deep- 
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TIUHMOKA. 


DUAX  ni. 

"  Whose  steps 
were  waniler- 
ing  witli  his 
thoughts  ;  lit. 
hh  steps 
uiider  thc 
nùiiditig  ofhis 
thouijhts. 


!■  L.  443 

wouhl  be 
much  clearer 
if  written 
"'Us  dlieal- 
raich  air 
gaoith  a 
thuar. " 


c  Tùr  seems 
here  to  be  thc 
same  with 
tùrsa,  or 
tuireadh. 


A  clienman  fo  iadhadh  a  smuainteau." 
Cia  mar  thrèigeadh  Conall  an  uaigh, 
Gun  a  chliu  'bhi  fo  luaidli  nam  bàrd  ? 
Chrom  c  'm  bogha  air  àros  nan  ruadh, 

4.35  Fleagh  dìomhair  mu  chruachan  nan  càrn. 
Seachd  oidhche  leig  e  'cheann  air  uaigh  ; 
'N  a  aisling  fhuair  bha  'athair  treuu 
'An  cearb  nan  dubh  osag  gun  tuar, 
Mar  chcò  a'  dol  suas  o  Lego. 

440  Ghluais  ceuman  Cholgair  a  uull, 
Bàrd  Thighmòra  nan  h.rd  fhuaim. 
Fhuair  Dubh-Charthonn  nan  lann  a  chliu, 
'S  a'  deah'adh  air  gaoitli  a  thuar." '' 

"  Is  taitneach,"  thviirt  an  rìgh,  "  dhomli  fèin 
44.5  Ard  chliu  nan  treun  air  cheaun  nau  triath, 

Do  'm  bi  bogha  gu  làidir  'am  feum, 

'N  uair  a  thaisicheas  bròn  iad  guu  fhiamh. 

Mar  so  fèin  biodh  m'  ainm  fo  chliu. 

'N  àm  gluasad  o  thìir  uam  Ijìird,'' 
450  Dealradli  glan  air  m'  anam  's  e  'g  èirigh. 

A  Charuill,  'chinn-fheadhna  nan  laun, 

Gabhsa  bàrd,  'us  tog  an  uaigh. 

An  nochd  bi'  dh  Conall  fo  phràmh 

'N  a  thigh  caol  guu  leus  'au  suain  : 


musing  on  the  heath  :  and  couid  Connal  leave  the  tomb  of  his 
father  tUl  lie  should  roceive  liis  fanie  1  He  bent  the  bow  against 
tlio  roes  of  ])uth-ula:  he  spread  tho  lonely  feast.  Seven  nights 
he  hiid  his  heud  on  the  tomb,  and  saw  liis  father  in  his  dieams. 
He  saw  liim  rolled  dark  in  a  blast  likc  thc  vapour  of  reedy  Lego. 
At  lengtli  the  steps  of  Colgan  came,  the  bard  of  liigh  Temora,     Duth- 
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Wliose  steps  were  wandering  witli  his  thougUts." 
How  could  Counal  forsake  the  grave 
While  his  (father's)  fame  was  unsung  by  bards  ì 
He  bent  his  bow  iu  the  haunt  of  deer ; 

435  Secret  his  feast  amid  thc  craggy  peaks. 

Seven  nights  he  kid  his  head  on  the  grave ; 
In  his  cold  dreams  was  his  brave  father, 
Wan  on  the  skirt  of  the  dark  blasts, 
Like  mist  rising  upward  from  Lego. 

440  The  steps  of  Colgar  drew  nigh — • 
The  bard  of  resounding  Temora. 
Du-Carhon  of  spears  received  his  praise  ; 
His  form  frrew  briirht  on  the  wind." '' 


DUAN  III. 

In  tliese  cir- 
cumstances 
Connal  re- 
solved  not 
to  leave  his 
fatlier's  tomb. 

For  seven 
(lays  he 
watehed  over 
it,  until  at 
length  Colgar, 
one  of  the 
bards  of 
Temora,  hap- 
pened  to  come 
near.     He 
sang  the 
dirge,  and 
released  the 
soul  of  Du- 
Carhon. 


"  Pleasing  to  me,"  said  the  king, 

44.5  "  The  high  praise  of  heroes,  leaders  of  the  brave, 
Whose  bow  is  strong  in  time  of  need, 
"Whom  sorrow  softens,  but  without  dismay. 
So  let  my  name  be  renowned," 
When  sung  in  the  dirge  of  bards," 

450  (Shedding)  clear  light  on  my  rising  soul. 
Carul,  thou  leader  of  spears, 
Take  thou  a  bard,  and  raise  the  tomb  : 
Connal  to-niglit  will  be  dreary, 
Asleep  in  his  narrow  rayless  house  ; 


Fingal,  after 
e.\pressing  the 
Joy  whieh  he 
draws  from 
listening  to 
praises  of  the 
brave,  ordere 
Canil  to  build 
the  tomb  of 
Connal,  and 
sing  his  praise. 


Caron  received  his  fame,  and  brightened  as  he  rose  on  the  wind." 

"  Pleasant  to  the  ear,"  said  Fingal,  "is  the  praise  of  the  kings  of 
men,  when  their  bows  ave  strong  in  battle,  'when  they  soften  at  the 
sight  of  the  sad.  Thus  let  my  name  be  renowned  when  bards  shall 
lighten  my  rising  soul.  C'arril,  son  of  Kinfena,  take  the  bards  and 
raise  a  tomb  !     To-night  let  Connal  dwell  within  his  narrow  house. 
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a  Trein  shouU 
be  triith,  to 
correspond 
with  the  pre- 
cediiis  line. 


455  Na  bioclli  auam  a'  gliarljli  tliriaitli 
Air  seacliaran  'an  ciar  nan  gaoth. 
A'  priobadh  gu  gann  air  Moilèna, 
Chitliear  solus  o'n  rè  'measg  chraobh, 
'Tha  'g  aomadh  o  thaobh  nan  gleann  ; 

460  Tog  cLachan  fo  bhoillsgc  'tha  fann, 
Dhoiljhs'  uile  'thuit  thall  's  a'  blilàr. 
Cha  bu  trèith  iad  fein  ;  ach  bha  'n  hàmh 
Co  làidir  ri  trein  anns  a'  chath." 
B'  e  mo  neart  iad  'an  cunnart  nan  lann  ; 

465  Mo  charraig  'an  àm  nan  gath, 
Am  monadh  air  an  d'  eirich  suas, 
Sgiath  fhuaimear  iokiir  mo  chliu, 
'S  iadsan  'thog  deah'adh  do  bhuaidli  : 
Na  di-chìiimhnicli,  a  Cliaruill,  aii  ìiir.'' 


470       Labhar,  o  làn  cheud  de  bhàrdaibh, 
Dh'èirich  àrd  marbh-fhonn  na  h-uaigh'. 
Ghluais  Carull  rompa  air  a'  chàrn  ; 
Mar  thoirm  o  shruth  aouaich  tha  'm  fuaim, 
A'  taomadh  m'a  cheum  's  e  'trialh 

475  Bha  sàmlichair  "an  glcannail)h  Mlidilena, 
Gach  aon  dhiubli  fo  iadhadh  nan  alld 
'Siubhal  eadar  na  h-àrdan  ciara. 
Bha  m'  aomadh-sa  thall  thar  mo  sgèith', 
Guthan  tairis  o  thriall  nam  bàrd ; 


Let  not  the  sduI  of  tlie  valiaiit  wander  on  tho  winds.  Faint  glira- 
mers  the  nioou  on  Moi-lena  through  tlie  broaJ-lieaded  groves  of  the 
hill  !  Raise  stones  beneath  its  beam  to  all  the  fallen  in  war. 
Thougli  .no  chiefs  wcre  they,  yet  their  hands  were  strong  in  fight. 
Thoy  were  my  rock  in  danger ;  the  niountain  from  wliidi  I  spread 
niy  eagle-winga.     Thence  am  I  renowned.     Carril,  forget  not  the 
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455  Let  not  the  soul  of  tlie  miglity  ehief 
Wander  on  the  dusk  of  winds. 
Faintly  shimmering  on  Iloi-Lena, 
The  mooulight  is  seen  through  trees 
Wliich  lean  from  the  side  of  glens  ; 

4G0  Raise  stones  beneath  its  feeble  beams-^ 
To  all  who  have  fallen  in  the  war. 
Leaders  they  were  not,  but  their  arms 
AVere  strong  as  heroes'  in  the  fight." 
My  strength  they  were  in  danger  of  the  speai': 

4G5  My  rock  in  the  time  of  arrows — - 

The  mouutain  from  which  rose  on  high 
The  sounding  eagle-wing  of  my  reuowu  ; 
They  gave  to  the  victory  its  light  ; 
Carul,  forget  uot  thou  tlieir  dust. ' 

470        Loud-souudiug  from  full  hundred  bards 
Rose  on  high  the  death-song  of  the  grave. 
Moved  Carul  ou  the  hill  before  them  ; 
Like  the  roar  of  mountain-torrent  is  their  sound, 
Pouring  rouud  his  steps  as  he  onward  moves. 

475  Sileuce  was  in  the  glens  of  Moi-Lena, 
Each  glen  with  wiuding  streams 
Travelling  between  the  dusky  heights. 
Far  ofì'  I  leaued  upon  my  shiehl ; 
(I  heard)  sweet  voices  from  the  march  of  bards. 


He  tells  him 
also  to  pre- 
.serve  tlie 
memory  of 
the  coiumon 
men  who  hail 
fallen  in  the 
iKittle,  saying 
that  tlieywere 
his"streugth" 
and  his 
"rock"  in 
daneer. 


A  hTiiidn^ti 
hards,  lieaded 
hy  Carul,  sing 
the  deatli- 
soas. 


low : " 

Loiid,  at  once,  from  the  hundred  bards,  rose  the  song  of  the 
tomb.  Carril  strode  liefore  them ;  they  are  the  nmrinur  of  streams 
behind  his  steps.  Silenee  dwells  in  the  vales  of  ^loi-lena,  where 
each,  with  its  own  dark  rill,  is  wiiiding  between  the  hills.  I  lieard 
the  voice  of  the  bards  lessening  as  tliey  moved  along.     I  leaaed  for- 
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480  Fonn  a'  «\oladli  o'n  ceuman  gu  'thrian, 
Bha  m'  anam  a'  lasadh  gu  h-àrd, 
Leth-dheanta  na  focala  trom 
A'  briseadh  nam  fonn  air  a'  ghaoith. 
Mar  sin  fèin  a  chluinneas  a'  chraobh 

485  'An  gleannan  cumhann  nam  faoin  bheaun 
Guth  an  earraich  ag  iadhadh  m'  a  taobh, 
A  duille  a'  taomadh  m'  a  ceann, 
'S  a'  fosgladh  fo  ghathan  na  greine  ; 
Crathaidh  a  geugan  's  i  'n  a  h-aonar  ; 

490  Toirm  seillein  an  aouaich  mu  'n  cuairt : 
Chi  scalgair  le  sòlas  a  h-aomadh, 
U  sheargadh  's  o  mhaoile  uan  cruaeh. 


Sheas  FiUean  òg  's  e  fada  tliall, 
A  cheann-bheairt  air  làr  a'  boillsgeadh, 
495  A  dhuljji  clùalth  gun  trusadh  m'  a  clieann, 
Gath  soluis,  mac  Chlatho,  a'  soiUseadh. 
Chual'  e  guth  an  rìgh  le  sòlas ; 
Bha  aomadh  a  chòrr  threin  air  sleagh. 

"  A  shàr  mhic,"  thuirt  Fionnghal  uan  carbad, 
500  "  Chunna'  mi  do  gharbh  ghnìomh  'an  còmhrag ; 
Bha  sòlas  air  m'anam  gun  mhhig. 
Tlia  cliu  ar  sinns're,  thuirt  mi  fhein, 
A'  bi'iseadh  o  speuraibh  nan  nial. 
A  mhic  Chlatho,  tlia  tluisa  treun, 


■warJ  from  niy  shiclil,  and  iclt  the  kindling  of  my  -soiil.  Half 
fornied,  the  word.s  of  my  .soiiij  Imr.st  forth  tipon  tlie  wind.  So  hi'ar.s  a 
tree  on  the  vale  tlie  voice  of  spring  arouiid.  It  poiirs  its  green  leavos 
to  the  sun  ;  it  shakes  its  lonely  head.  Tlie  luim  of  the  mountain-lieo 
is  near  it ;  tho  huntcr  sees  it  with  joy  from  the  blasted  lieath. 
Young  Fillan  at  a  distance  stood.     His  helmet  lay  glittering  on 
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480  Tho  strain  decaying  with  their  .steps  : 

My  soul  was  kiudling  high ; 

Half  uttered  were  my  mournful  words, 

In  broken  snatches  on  the  wind  ; — 

Even  so  heareth  a  tree, 
485  In  the  narrow  gorge  of  desert  Bens, 

The  voice  of  spring  approach  its  side  ; 

Its  foliage  springs  around  its  head 

And  opens  to  the  shining  of  the  suu  ; 

It  shakes  its  brauches  aU  alone — 
490  The  hum  of  the  mountain-bee  is  nigh  ; 

The  hunter  with  jo}"  beholds  it  wave 

Amid  the  blight  aud  baldness  of  the  crairs. 


DUAN  III. 

Ossian  (le- 
scribes  his 
o\vn  glatlness 
in  listening  to 
their  strains, 
eomparing  it 
to  the  glad- 
ness  of  a  tree 
as  it  hears  the 
Toice  of 
spring. 


Stood  youug  Filhm  far  away, 
His  gleaming  helmet  on  the  grouud  ; 
49.3  Loose  were  his  dark  locks  round  his  head  : 
A  shiniug  beam  of  light  was  Clatho's  son. 
The  voice  of  the  kiug  he  heard  with  joy  ; 
The  matchless  warrior  leaned  upon  his  spear. 

"  Trae  son,"  said  Fiugal  of  chariots, 
500  "  I  saw  thy  mighty  deeds  in  battle  ; 
Unclouded  joy  came  to  my  souL 
The  renown  of  our  fathers,  I  said, 
Breaks  through  the  sky  of  clouds. 
Son  of  Chitho,  thou  art  bi  ave, 


the  ground ;  liis  dark  liaii  is  loose  to  the  blast.  A  heam  of  light 
is  Clatho's  son  !  He  heard  the  words  of  tlie  king  with  joy.  He 
leaned  forward  on  liis  spear. 

"  iry  son,"  said  car-horne  Fingal,  "  I  saw  thy  deed.s,  and  uiy  soul 
was  gLad.  The  fame  of  our  fathers,  I  said,  bursts  from  its  gathering 
cloml.     Thou  art  brave,  sijn  of  Chitho !  but  headlong  in  the  strife. 


Fingal  ad- 
dresscs 

Fillan,  giving 
liiin  tlie  high- 
est  ooinmen- 
dation  for  hi.s 
bravery ; 
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505  Acli  ro  tlieiueil  'an  strì  nan  sliabh. 

Biodh  (lo  ghaisgich  nir  do  chùhxobh  ; 

'S  iad  do  neart  air  urhir  nan  gleann. 

Mar  sin  cha  d'imieh  mise  riamh, 

Ged  nach  rol)h  ini  fti  fhiamh  naimhdeau  : 
510  Bi'dh  tusa  fada  fo  do  chliu, 

'Us  chi  thu  ùir  'us  uaigh  uan  sean. 

Tha  cuimhne  ua  thuit  a'  tigli'n  suas — ■ 

Gnìomh  bliadhna  nam  buadh  a  bh'anu, 

'N  uair  theiriun  mi  'an  tìls  o  chuau 
515  Air  iuuis  a's  uaine  gleanu." 

Bha  èisdeachd  gach  chuiis  ri  a  ghuth  ; 

Sheall  au  rè  o  dhulth  uau  uial ; 

Bha  liath  cheò  ag  eirigh  o  shruth, 
519  Ghas  chòmhuuidh  uan  crutli  a  bha  'trialL 


"  AIl  ears 
wcre  listeii- 
ing,  &c. ;  lit. 
tìie  hearkeninfi 
o/  all  ears  wtn 
to  his  voice. 


So  diil  not  Fingiil  advance,  tlioiigh  be  never  feared  a  foe.  Let  tliy 
people  be  a  ridge  beliind.  They  are  thy  strengtli  in  the  field.  Then 
slialt  thou  be  long  reuowned,  and  Viehold  the  tonibs  of  tlie  old. 
The  niemory  of  the  past  return.s,  my  deeds  in  other  years,  when  first 


505  But  over-fiery  in  the  war  of  hills. 

Be  tliy  warriors  at  thy  back ; 

They  are  thy  strength  ou  the  floor  of  glens. 

Never  ditl  I  so  advance, 

Though  never  in  fear  of  a  foe. 
510  Thou  mayest  long  be  in  reuown, 

And  see  the  dust  and  grave  of  the  old. 

The  memory  of  those  who  fell  returns — 

Deeds  of  the  glorious  years  which  were, 

When  first  I  came  down  from  ocean 
515  On  the  ishmd  of  greenest  glen.s." 

All  ears  were  listening  to  his  voice ; " 

The  moou  looked  forth  froni  the  dark  of  ch)uds ; 

From  the  stream  arose  a  hoary  mist, 
519  The  grey  abode  of  wanderiug  ghosts. 


DUAX  III. 

l.ut  tfUiiiK 
liini  tliiit  he 
\va.s  too  im- 
pctuous  ;  that 
lie  ought 
i  uever  t«  ad- 
vance  bcyond 
thc  supiiort  of 
his  v\'.irriors  ; 
that  Fingal 
himsell'  never 
did  otherwise ; 
and  that  by 
foUowing  this 
advioe  he 
(FiUan)  may 
be  loug  in 
renovvn. 


I  descended  from  ocean  on  tlie  green-Talleyed  isle." 

We  bend  towards  the  voice  of  thc  kiug.  The  moon  looks  ahroad 
from  her  cluud.  The  grcy-skirttd  mist  is  ncar,  the  dwelILug  ol'  the 
ghosts ! 


D    U   A  N     lY. 


AEGUMEXT. 

'  The  seconJ  nijjht  continues.  Fingal  relates  at  the  feast  his  own  first  expe- 
ilition  into  Ireland,  anJ  his  marriage  with  Ros-cràna,  the  daughter  oi' 
Cormac,  king  of  that  i.sland.  The  Irish  chiefs  convene  in  the  presence 
of  Cathnjor.  The  situation  of  the  king  described.  The  story  of  Sul- 
nialla,  the  daughter  of  Conmor,  king  of  Inis-huna,  who,  in  the  disguise 
of  a  young  warrior,  had  followed  Cathmor  to  the  war.  The  sullen  be- 
haviour  of  Foldath,  who  had  commanded  in  the  battle  of  tlie  preceding 
day,  renews  the  difference  between  liim  aiid  Malthos  ;  but  Cathmor, 
interposing,  ends  it.  The  chiefs  feast,  and  hear  the  song  of  Fonar  the 
bard.  Cathmor  returns  to  rest  at  a  distance  from  the  arniy.  The  ghost 
of  his  brother  Cairbar  appears  to  him  in  a  dream,  aud  obscurely  foretells 
the  issue  of  the  war.  The  soliloquy  of  the  king.  He  discovers  Sul-malla. 
Morning  conies.     Her  soliloquy  closes  the  book." — M. 
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n  "  On  the 
hiU  which  was 
brown  aiid 
greetì."    A 
description 
niost  charan- 
tcristic  of  tlie 
face  of  niany 
hills  in  snni- 
nier,  when 
stretches  of 
brown  heather 
are  varie^ated 
.witli  jiatches 
of  fjrcencst 
grass. 

''  Waitins 
tlip  ntter- 
ance,  &c.  ;  lit. 
vuiidng  for 
slrokcs  of  Ihe 
moidh  by 
voice. 


"  Fo  dliaraig,"  .so  'laLliair  aii  rìgli, 
"  Sliuidh  mi  sìos  ri  carraig  nan  sruth, 
'N  uair  dh'eirich  Conall  thall  o  chuan 
Le  sleagh  Charthuinn  nan  ciabhan  dubh. 
.5  Fada  uainn  sheas  au  triath 

A'  tionndadh  air  sliabh  a  shùilean. 
Elia  'chuinihn'  air  'athair  'us  a  thriall 
Air  monadh  fo  chiar  'us  uaine." 
Dhorchaieh  mi  's  an  àite  ft'in, 

10  Mo  sniuaintean  fo  smìiir  a"  dol  suas 
Air  m'  anam  mar  cheò  air  beinn. 
Ghhiais  romham  rìghrean  Eirinn  thall ; 
'Us  tharruing  mi  mo  hiim  gu  'leth, 
'N  uair  thàinig  na  gaisgich  a  nall 

15  'Togail  shìd  gu  sàniliaeh  ma  seach. 
]\Iar  niahiibh  dubli  speuran  iad  fein 
'Feitheaudi  ri  beumail>h  beoil  o  gliuth  ; '' 
Mo  ghuth  mar  ghaoith  'tha  thàth  'us  treun, 
'Chuireas  o  speur  gach  ceò  'us  dubh. 


"  Beneatu  an  oak,"  said  tlie  king,  "  I  sat  on  Selnia's  streani}' 
rock,  when  Connal  rose  from  the  sea  with  tlie  brokcn  spear  of 
lìuthcaron.  Far  distant  stood  the  youlh.  llc  tiinicd  away  his 
eyes.  He  remenibered  the  steps  of  his  falluT  nn  liis  (iwii  green 
hills.      I    darkfiKMl    iii   iny   placc.      lìusky   thoughts   iliw  over  iiiy 


D  U  A  N      IV 


"  Bexeath  au  oak,"  thiis  spake  tlie  king, 
"  I  sat  me  dowu  by  the  rock  of  streams, 
Wbeu  Couual  came  from  ocean 
AVith  the  spear  of  black-haired  Carhou. 

5  Far  away  the  hero  stood, 

Turuing  his  eyes  toward  the  hill. 
He  remembered  his  father  and  his  stejis 
Ou  the  hill  which  was  browu  aud  greeu." 
Darkness  seized  me  where  I  sat, 

10  My  thoughts  in  sorrow  upwards  trailiug 
Over  my  soul  like  mist  ou  the  hilL 
Tlie  kings  of  Eriu  moved  before  me  ; 
I  half  unsheathod  my  bhide, 
When  the  Avarriors  drew  near, 

15  In  silence  raisiug,  each,  his  eye.s. 

They  were  like  sable  clouds  of  the  sky 
"Waiting  the  utterance  of  my  mouth  in  words  :  *■ 
My  voiee  was  like  a  stroug,  warm  wiud, 
Which  drives  from  the  sky  its  mist  aud  gloom. 


Fingal  (le- 
scribes  him- 
selt'  as  in  his 
youth  he  sat 
iiiuli'r  a  tiee 
whcii  Conual 
canie  to  ask 
hiin  to  go  to 
the  assistauce 
ot'  Corniac!, 
kiii';  of  F.rin, 
against  lolc- 
ulla,  wlio  had 
defeated  hiiii. 


soul.  The  kings  of  Eriii  rose  before  me.  I  half  imsheathed  tlie 
sword.  Slowly  approached  the  ehiefs.  They  lifted  up  their  silent 
eyes.  Like  a  ridge  of  clouds  they  wait  for  the  bursting  forth  of  nij- 
voice  ;  mj'  voice  wa.s  to  them  a  Avind  fiom  heavtu  to  lull  the  iiiist 
awar. 
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a  "lul-Erin," 

gu.ide  to  Eriii 
— a  star 
ktiowii  by 
that  iiame. 


20       "  Sgaoil  siuil  gheal'  fu  fhocal  suas 
Ri  gaoith  a  bha  'fuaira  o  Chòna  : 
Bha  tri  cheud  òig-fhear  a'  chuain 
A'  coirahead  cruaidh  chopan  a'  chòmhraii. 
Air  a'  chrann  'an  àirde  bha  'n  sgiath 

25  'Dealradh  sios  air  domhan  uam  beuc. 
'N  uair  thuit  an  oidhche  gu  dubh  o  liath, 
Bhuail  mi  cop  caismcachd  nam  beum  ; 
Bhuail  mi  'us  choimhid  mi  suas 
Mu  ruadh-chiabli  'us  teiue  lìil-Eii-iun." 

30  Cha  b'fhaihi  uainn  reul  ìir  nan  stuadh, 
A  dearg  shiubhal  'giuasad  'measg  nial. 
Lean  mi  lìd  tliaitueach  a'  chuaiu 
Fo  bhoillsgibh  fanu.  fuai',  'us  i  'triall. 
Le  madainn  dhruid  Eirinn  'au  ceò  ; 

35  Bhuail  siun  cahidh  mòr  Mhoilèna, 
Gorm  shiubhal  uau  uisge  fo  thòrr, 
'Am  raeadhon  fuaim  coille  ag  èirigh. 
Cormac  'n  a  thalla  diomhair  feiu 
0  neart  Cholc-ulhiimh,  triath  uam  faol»h. 

40  Cha-n  es'  a  mluiin  a  theich  o'ii  treuu  ; 
Bha  Eoscrauua  nam  beus  ri  'thaoldi ; 
Roscianna  uau  gorm-shid  guu  blieud, 
Niaheau  oheal-Làmhach  àillidh  au  riuli. 


"  I  bade  niv  whito  .sail.s  to  rise  lìefore  tlie  roar  of  Cona's  wind. 
Three  hundred  youth.s  lookod  froni  thcir  waves  on  Fingal's  bossy 
shield.  High  ou  tlic  uiast  it  liung,  and  niarkcd  the  dark-blue  sea. 
But  wlien  night  came  down  I  struck  at  tinies  the  warning  boss  : 
I  struck,  and  looked  on  high  for  fu'ry-haircd  T'l-crin.  Nor  absent 
was  thc  star  of  hcavcii.      It  triivcllcd   rcd  bi'lwccu  Ihc  clducls.      I 
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20       "  White  sails  spread  high  at  my  coinmand 

Bef(jre  a  soundiug  wind  from  Cona  ; 

Three  hnndred  youths  of  or-ean 

Behokl  the  steelly  boss  of  war  : 

High  on  the  mast  was  the  shiehl 
25  Gleaming  down  on  the  roariug  deep. 

When  fell  the  night  from  grey  to  black, 

I  struck  the  boss,  the  warning  uote  of  blows; 

I  struck,  and  looked  on  high 

For  the  red  hair  ancl  fire  of  lul-Erin." 
30  Nor  missed  we  long  the  clear  star  of  the  waves  : 

His  red  path  moved  aniong  the  clouds. 

I  followed  the  pleasant  guide  of  ocean, 

As  it  travelled  in  cold  and  feeble  gleam. 

With  morning  Erin  drew  near  iu  mist ; 
.35  We  struck  the  great  port  of  Moi-Leua, 

The  blue  course  of  its  waters  by  a  hill, 

Which  rose  iu  the  niidst  of  lesouudiug  woud. 

Cormac  (hid)  in  his  secret  hall 

From  streugth  of  Colc-ulla,  chief  of  spoils. 
40  Nor  alone  did  he  flee  from  the  strong ; 

By  his  side  was  the  modest  Roscranna — 

Roscranna  of  faultless  blue  eyes, 

The  bright  white-hauded  daushter  of  the  kiug. 


DUAN  IV. 

He  set  sail, 
aecompanied 
by  tliiee  hua- 
dred  of  liis 
warriors,  aiid, 
guided  by  tlie 
star  of  Inl- 
Erin, 


rcached  the 
liarbour  of 
JIoi-Lena  on 
the  following 
morning. 


puTsued  the  lovely  beam  on  the  faint-gleaming  deep.  Wiih  morn- 
ing  Erin  rose  in  niist.  We  came  in  the  bay  of  Jloi-lena,  'where  its 
blue  waters  tumbled  in  the  bosom  of  echoing  woods.  Here  Corniac, 
in  his  secret  hall,  avoids  the  strength  of  Colc-ulla.  ISor  he  alone 
avoids  the  foe.  The  blue  eye  of  Eos-crana  is  there  :  Eos-cràna, 
■white-handed  maid,  tlie  daughter  of  tho  king  ! 
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"  AVitli  speai' ; 
lit.  witli  a  trce 
01-  irood. 
Cniiin — used 
to  sigiiit'y 
almost  any 
iiniilement 
maile  of 
wood — here 
tlie  sliaft  of 
the  spear. 


"  Glas,  liatli,  'us  air  crann  'bha  gun  chruaidli ' 
45  Ghluais  suas  do  m'  cheumaibh  Cormac ; 

Fìamh  gàire  air  gaisgeach  nam  buadli, 

Bha  dorrau  air  'auam  'us  dhghruiun. 

'  Chi  mi  airm  ghailbheach  Thrèiumhòir  ; 

An  so  feiu  tha  ceuman  an  righ ; 
50  Tha  Fionnghal  mar  dhearrsa  ag  eirigh 

Air  anara  'bha  'ciaradh  fo  stri. 

Is  huith  thu  fein  fo  chliu,  a  thriath  ; 

Ach  '.s  Làidir  treun  tha  naimhdean  Firinn, 

Mar  fharum  uam  mòr  shruth  o  sliliabh, 
55  'Mhic  Chumhail  nan  srian  's  uan  carbad.' 


'  The  hero's 
hand— i.c. 
Fiugal's  hand. 


"  '  Gc  mòr  iad,  theid  an  taomadh  sios  ' 

O  m'  anam,  'us  e  'g  èirigh  suas ; 

'  Cha  sìol  nan  lag  ar  triatlian. 

A  rigli  d(i  'm  bu  gliorm-sgiathacli  sluaigli. 
60  C'uim'  a  bhiodh  au  t-eagal  mall 

Ag  iadhadh  dall  nuir  thaibhs'  fo  chiar  ? 

Fàsaidh  anam  nan  treun  air  ;im 

A  chinneas  naimhdean  nacli  gann  air  sliabh. 

Na  taomsa  gruaim,  a  rìgh  Eirinn, 
65  Air  òg  a  tha  'g  èirigh  gu  còmhrag.' 

"  Thuit  dcoir  an  rìgh  gu  làr ; 
Ghlac  e  làmh  an  t-sàir  'an  sàmhchair.'' 


"  Grey,  on  his  poiiitless  spear,  came  forth  the  aged  steps  of  Cormac. 
He  smiled  from  his  waving  locks ;  but  grief  was  in  his  souk  He 
saw  us  few  before  him,  and  liis  sigli  arose.  '  1  see  tlie  arms  of 
Trenmor,'  he  said  ;  '  and  tliese  are  the  steps  of  the  king  !  Fingal ! 
thou  art  a  heam  of  light  to  Cormac's  darkened  soul.  Early  is  thy 
fame,  my  son,  but  strong  are  the  foes  of  Erin.  Thcy  are  like  the 
roar  of  streams  in  the  land,  son  of  car-borne  Comhal ! '     '  Yet  they 
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"  Hoary  grey,  with  spear  whicli  hacl  no  steel,'' 
45  Cormac  drew  towards  my  steps  ;  ^ 

A  smile  was  on  the  face  of  the  great  warrior ; 

Wrath  and  grief  were  in  his  soul. 

'  I  behold  the  dread  arms  of  Treiuimor  ; 

And  here  are  indeed  the  steps  of  a  kiug  : 
50  Fiugal  is  as  light  arising 

Ou  a  soul  growiug  dark  in  war. 

Early  art  thou  in  reuown,  thou  chief ; 

But  strong  and  l»rave  are  the  foes  of  Eriu — 

Like  the  noise  of  great  streams  from  the  mouutaiu, 
55  Cu-hal's  son  of  bridles  and  of  chariots.' 

"  '  Though  great,  they  shall  be  rolled  away," 

(I  said)  from  out  my  kindling  soul ; 

'  Our  chiefs  are  not  the  seed  of  the  feeble, 

Tliou  king  of  blue-shielded  hosts. 
60  AYherefore  should  falteriug  fear 

Stalk  blindly  like  a  ghost  in  dusk  ì 

The  souls  of  the  brave  grow  stroug 

As  foes  iucrease  on  the  hill. 

Cast  not  gloom,  thou  king  of  Erin, 
65  Ou  a  youth  rising  up  for  warfare.' 

"  The  tears  of  the  kiug  fell  to  the  ground  : 
In  silence  he  grasped  the  hero's  hand.'' 


may  be  rolled  away,'  I  said  in  m}'  rising  soul.  '  \Ve  are  not  of  the 
race  of  tlie  feeble,  kiiig  of  blue-shielded  bosts  !  Wby  sliould  fear 
come  amongst  us,  like  a  ghost  of  night  ?  The  soul  of  the  valiant 
grows  when  foes  increase  in  the  field.  Eoll  no  darkness,  king  of 
Erin,  on  the  young  in  war  ! ' 

"  The  buisting  tears  of  the  king  came  down.     He  seized  my 
hand  in   silence.      '  Race   of  tlie   daring  Trenmor,'   at   length    he 
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Corinac,  aged 
ainl  feeble, 
welconied 
him  ou  his 
landing ; 


b>it  warns 
him  of  the 
number  and 
strength  of 
the  eueniy. 


Fingal  ex- 
jiresses  his 
full  eonfidence 
of  defeating 
theni,  and 
tclls  Coniiac 
not  to  di.s- 
courage  hiui. 
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TIGHMOEA. 


"  Fcir  war ; 
lit.  for  ìise  or 
adion — here 
cvidently 
meaning  war. 


6  "  Birches," 

■ìiii  bcfhc — a 
torm  quite 

0|,|,HS,.,1   to 

ni,„lern  usaffo. 


'  'Sliìol  Tlirèinmhoir  nan  garbh  glmìomh  fo  lanu, 

Cliu  teid  nial  uam  air  dealra  do  clilèibb, 
70  'Tha  'lasadb  'an  teine  do  sliìnns're  ; 

Cbi  mi,  a  rìgh,  do  mbòr  cliliu  ; 

Tba  combara  do  tbi-iall  gu  còmbrag 

Alar  gbatb  soluis  air  ciaradb  speur. 

Acli  feitb-sa  ri  Cairbre,  a  tbrèin, 
75  Mo  mhac  feiu  le  beum  nan  lanu  ; 

Tlia  e  'gluasad  sìol  Eirinn  gu  feum " 

0  shruth  nau  gleanu  'tha  fada  thall." 

"  Tliàiuig  .siun  gu  talla  au  rigb. 
'Bha  'g  èirigb  'an  sìtli  nan  càrn ; 

80  Air  an  taobb  bha  ciar  sbrutli  nam  frìtli, 
Seana  cbombara  siubbail  uau  alld, 
Daragan  leatbann  fo  ohòinnich  mu  'n  cuairt 
'Us  na  bethe  a'  gluasad  fo  ghaoitb.'' 
Leth-cbeilte  'an  coiUe  nan  cruarh 

85   Roscranna  'tbog  huiidli  nan  biocb. 
Bba  'geal-hàmli  air  clàrsaicb  tball ; 
Cbunnaic  rai  a  gorm-shùil  mball 
Mar  gbhin  tbai])]is'  'an  iomairt  a'  tiia]], 
Let]i-chei]te  'an  ccar])  nau  duljh  uia]. 


90       "  Tri  lài  blia  fleagh  air  Moilèna  ; 
Bha  aiunir  nam  beus  orm  a'  snàmh. 


.saiil,  '  I  riill  no  clmiil  liofore  tlioo.  Tlum  luirncst  in  llii'  liiv  of  tliy 
l'utli(.'rs.  I  bebold  tliy  faine  :  it  inark.s  tiiy  i-ourse  iii  liattlc  like  a 
stiram  of  lii;lit.  But  wait  tlie  comiiig  of  Cairliar  ;  tny  son  niust 
join  thy  sword.  He  calls  tlie  sons  of  Erin  froiu  all  tlieir  ilistant 
streams.' 

"  We  camo  to  Ihe  liall  of  the  king,  where  it  rosc  in  Ihe  miilst 
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'  Son  of  Treuuraor,  of  great  warrior  deeds, 

No  cloud  shall  I  cast  on  the  light  of  thy  breast, 

70  Which  kindles  in  the  fire  of  thy  fathei'S. 
I  behold,  0  king  !  thy  great  reuown, 
The  mark  of  thy  jjath  to  battle, 
As  a  beam  of  light  iu  the  darkening  skies. 
But  wait,  thou  hero,  for  Cairbar, 

75  My  son  with  the  cleaving  blade  ; 
He  summons  Eriu's  race  for  war" 
From  the  streams  of  far-distaut  oieus.' 


Cormac  says 
he  will  cast  no 
cloiid  011  his 
liglit ;  but 
advises  hini 
to  del'er  an  at- 
tack  until  liis 
son  (,'airbar, 
who  had  gone 
to  coUect 
his  distant 
friends,  should 
arrive. 


\ 


"  We  came  to  the  hall  of  the  kiug, 

Which  rose  amid  the  sdence  of  the  hiUs ; 
80  Ou  their  sides  were  daik  streams  of  the  desert, 

Ancient  marks  of  the  course  of  burns ; 

Around  are  broad  moss-covered  oaks, 

And  birches  waving  in  the  wind.* 

Half  hidden  iu  the  wood  on  high 
8.5   (Wa.s)  Roscranna,  who  kindled  the  love  of  heroes. 

Her  white  hand  was  ou  the  harp ; 

I  saw  her  mild  blue  eye 

Move  like  a  pure  and  playful  spirit, 

Half  hidden  iu  friuoe  of  dark  eluuds. 


They  ap- 
proach  the 
king's  retircd 
dnclling. 
Roscranna, 
his  daugliter, 
is  described. 


90       "  Three  days  was  feast  on  Moi-Lena ; 
The  goodly  maid  ever  floated  around  me. 


Fingal loves 
her,  and  Cor- 
mac  willingly 


of  rock.s,  011  ^vhose  dark  sidos  were  the  marks  of  stream,s  of  old. 
Broad  oaks  beiid  arouiid  with  their  moss  ;  the  thick  liirch  is  wav- 
ing  near.  Half  hid  in  her  shady  grove,  Ros-cràua  raises  the  song. 
Her  white  hands  move  on  the  harp.  I  beheld  her  blue-rolling  eyes. 
She  was  like  a  spirit  of  heaven  half  folded  in  tlie  skirt  of  a  cloud  ! 
'■  Three  days  we  feast  at  Moi-lena.     She  rise.s  hright  in  my  trouls- 


336 


o  "  Scarce  on 
the  |)ieseiit 
leaii  his 
dee.ls."    This 
is  aii  ohsoiire 
line.      The 
liieaiiiiii; 
seeins  to  l>e 
tliiit  the  deeils 
of  liim  who 
figlits  alotie 
sniireely  tinii 
siiiiport, 
scarcejy  staiiil. 
even  iii  his 
own  ihiy,  aml 
will  soon  fall 
to  the  i;ioninl. 
or  lie  for- 
gntten. 


Cliimnaic  C'ormac  mi  'durcliadh  'au  Èiriiui ; 
Tliuo-  e  broilleach  cruu  Ijlieud  do  mo  làimli. 

o  o 

Tliàinig  i  le  'sùilibh  caoiu 

95  'Measg  chiabh  a  bha  'taomadh  trom. 

Thàiuig  i — ghrad-ghluais  's  au  raou 

ColeuHaiuh  uach  faoin.     Thojj  mi  sleaeh. 
o  o 

Blia  deah'adh  mo  laiuue  "measg  mo  shluaigh. 
Tlieich  Alnecma ;  thuit  uàmhaid  gun  bhuaidh  : 

100  Thill  Fionnghal  fo  luaidli  naui  bàrd. 
Ls  cliìithar,  'Fhillein,  esau  fèin, 
A  bhuaik^as  beum  'an  neart  a  shluaigh  ; 
Tha  na  bàrdan  le  dàn  'u  a  dheigh 
'An  tìr  fhada  nan  treun  naimhdeau. 

105  Ach  es'  a  bhuaik^as  cath  'n  a  aouar 

'S  gaun  do  "n  àui  tha  aonuidh  a  ghuìomh  : 
Tha  e  'deah'adh  an  diugh  mar  sliohis, 
Am  màireach  'am  broilleach  a'  bhàis ; 
Tha  'chliu  'an  aon  fhonn  gu  baoth. 

110  Tha  'ainm  'an  aou  raon,  guu  cliuiudine 
Ach  sgaoileadh  aou  uaighe  fo  flieur." 

Mar  sin  bha  focail  àrd  au  rìgh 
Air  Mòra  nam  frìth,  's  nan  ruadh. 
Tri  bàrdau  o  Chormul  'an  sith 
115  Gu  taitneach  'cur  sios  au  luaidh. 

Thuit  cadal  caoin  'us  faoiu  fo  "n  fhuaini. 


led  soul.  Cormac  belield  mo  dark.  Ho  gave  the  whito-bosomed 
maid.  She  comes  with  beuding  eye  aiiiid  the  wandering  of  her 
heavy  loeks.  iShe  came  :  straight  thu  battli!  roarcd.  Colc-ulla 
appearod  :  I  took  my  .spear.  j\Iy  sword  rosc  with  my  peo)ile  against 
the  ridgy  foe.  Ahiocma  flcd  :  (.'ioht-iilla  fell.  yiiigal  rotiirned  with 
fanu'. 

"Ikcnuwiicd  is   lio,  0   Killan  !   whii  iights  iii  tho  strcngth  of  his 
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Cormac  saw  me  darkeuing  in  Erin ; 

He  gave  the  faultless  bosom  to  my  hancl. 

She  came  with  tranquil  eyes 
95  And  heav}'  flowing  locks. 

She  came  :  straightvvay  started  on  the  fiekl 

Colc-ulla  fierce.     I  raised  the  spear : 

The  sheeu  of  my  sword  was  amid  my  host : 

Alnecma  fell ;  worsted,  fled  the  foe — 
100  Fiugal  returued  with  songs  of  bards. 

Eenowned  he  ever  is,  0  FiUan ! 

Who  strikes  in  the  strength  of  his  host ; 

The  bards  wiU  foUow  his  steps  with  song 

Through  the  far-ofl'  land  of  the  foe. 
lO.j  But  he  who  strikes  alone  in  fight, 

Scarce  on  the  present  lean  his  deeds  ; " 

To-day  he  shines  as  a  light, 

To-morrow  (he  lies)  iu  tlie  hip  of  death  ; 

lu  oue  song  dwells  his  doubtful  fame — 
110  On  one  fiekl  is  his  uame  without  record, 

Except  the  waviug  of  one  grassy  grave." 

Such  were  the  weighty  words  of  the  kiug 
On  Mora  of  forests  and  deer. 
Three  bards  from  Cormul,  in  peace, 
1 15  Gave  forth  their  pleasing  hxys. 

Beneath  the  sound  lell  sweet  and  dreamless  sleep, 


gives  her  to 
Him. 


Imtnedi- 
ately  there- 
upon  Colc-ulla 
attaeks  him, 
but  is  defeate J 
with  great 
loss. 

Fiiigal  entls 
liis  narrative 
by  impressing 
ou  his  iìery 
sou  Fillan, 
the  import- 
ance  of  a 
leader  in  war 
being  wcU 
backed  by  his 
foUowers ; 
and  shows 
how  tertain 
tlie  failure  is 
of  liim  "  who 
strikes  alone." 


Ossian,  now 
speaking  in 
his  own  per- 
son,  saj's  that 
as  the  host  lay 
down  to  sleep 
on  Mora, 
C'arul,  tlie 
bard, returued 


host.  The  bard  pursues  liis  steps  tlirougli  the  land  of  the  foe. 
But  he  who  fights  aloue,  few  are  his  dceds  to  other  times  !  He 
shines  to-day  a  mighty  light ;  to-niorro\v  lie  i.s  low.  Oue  soiig 
contains  his  fame.  His  name  is  on  one  dark  field.  He  is  forgot; 
hut  where  his  tomh  sends  forth  tlie  tufted  grass." 

Sueh  are  the  -n-ord.s  of  Fingal  on  !Mora  of  tho  roes.     Three  bards 
from  the  rock   of  Cormul   pour  dowii  the  pleasing  song.       Sleep 
VOL.  II.  V 
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TKMIMOUA. 


Air  garbli  cliearb  nan  slnagh  fo  oidhclie. 
ThiU  Carull  le  'bhàrdaibh  feiu 
0  uaigh  an  àrd  thrcjin  o  Dhun  Lòra. 
120  Cha  ruig  sanas  na  maidne  an  treun 
Air  leabaidh  gun  leus  a'  rahòr  f  hir  : 
'Mhic  Charthuinn  nan  ciabha  ciar, 
Cha  chluinn  thusa  saltairt  nan  ruadh 
Ri  caol  thaUa  uaish  air  chòmhnard. 


a  Tunefiil 
liai'p  ;  lìt. 
harp  ìwt  barc 
— not  destitiitt: 
of  souìtd,  or  o/ 
melody. 


125       Mar  thaomas  garbh  bhruaillean  nan  iiial 

Mu  sholus  roimh  chiaradh  ua  h-oidhche, 

'N  uair  a  shoillsicheas  iadsan  gu'n  trian 

Air  fairge  nan  sìan  a'  boillsgeadh  ; 

Mar  sin  a  bha  coi-thional  Eirinn 
130  Mu  Chathmor  ag  èirigh  'an  soillse. 

Esan  's  àird'  am  measg  nan  triath 

A'  togail  gun  cliiall  a  shleagh, 

Mar  tha  dirigli,  no  tuiteam  nam  fonn 

0  Flionnar,  do  nach  h)m  clàrsach." 
135  Teann  air,  ag  aomatUi  air  carraig 

Tha  Sùilmhall'  bhanail  nan  gorm-shìd, 

Nighean  Chonmhoir  au  ùrla  's  ghxine, 

Nighean  righ  Innis  uaine  nan  tìir. 

Gu  'chobliair  thàinig  fo  gliorm-sgiath 
140  Mòr  Chathnior  nan  triath,  a  chaisgcndh  naindidean. 

Chunna'  Sùilmhair  a  thriall 


descends  iii  the  sound  mi  tlir  1  iroad-skirted  hnst.  Can'il  returned 
witli  the  bards  from  thi;  toinb  ol'  Dun-lora's  chicf.  The  voice  of 
niorning  shall  not  come  to  the  dusky  lied  of  Duthcaron.  No  more 
shalt  thou  hear  tlie  tread  of  roes  around  thy  narrow  house  ! 

As  roU  thc  troubled  clouds  round  a  nicteor  of  niglit  when  they 
brighten  their  sides  with  its  light  along  the  heaving  sea,  so  gathers 
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On  the  widespread  host  at  night. 
Carul  returned  with  his  bards 
From  the  grave  of  Dim-Lora's  high  hero. 
120  The  voice  of  morniug  will  not  reach  the  chief — 
In  bed  of  darkness  is  the  great  one. 
Carhon's  son  of  dusky  locks, 
Thou  wilt  not  hear  the  tread  of  deer 
By  the  narrow  house  of  the  grave  on  the  pLiin. 

125       As  streams  the  wild  tumult  of  the  clouds 

Around  a  meteor  through  the  darkuess  of  the  night 

When  they  gleam  in  all  thcir  light, 

Shining  on  a  sea  of  storms ; 

So  was  the  gathering  of  Erin 
130  Round  Ca-mor,  standing  iu  light. 

He,  the  tallest  of  the  chiefs, 

Heedlessly  sways  his  spear, 

As  rise  or  fall  the  songs 

From  Fonnar  of  tuneful  harp." 
135  Nigh  him,  leaning  ou  a  rock, 

Is  mild  Sulvalla  of  blue  eyes, 

Conmor's  daughter  of  fairest  bosom — 

Daughter  of  towering  Innis-uaine's  king. 

To  aid  him,  uuder  his  blue  shield,  went 
140  Great  Ca-mor  of  chiefs,  who  quelled  the  foe. 

Sulvalla  beheld  his  bearing 


DUAN  IV. 

froiii  singing 
tlie  ileath-sorg 
at  tlie  grave 
of  C'onnal, 
cliief  of  Dun- 
Lora. 


Description  of 
the  host  of 
Erin  arouiid 
Ca-mor  tlieir 
khig,  who 
listens  to  the 
song  of 
Fonnar. 


Near  hira  is 
Sulvalla,  dis- 
guised  in  tlie 
dress  of  a  war- 
rior.     The 
story  of  her 
love  to  Ca-mcr 
told. 

He  had  gone 
to  aid  her 
father,  Con- 
nior,  king  of 


Erin  arouiid  the  gleamiiig  form  of  C'athmor.  He,  tall  iii  the  midst, 
careless  lifts  at  times  his  spear,  as  swells  or  falls  the  soimd  of 
Fonar's  distant  harp.  Near  liim  leaned  against  a  rock  Sul-malla  of 
blue  eyes,  the  •\vhite-hosomed  daugliter  of  Conmor,  king  of  Inis- 
huna.  To  his  aid  came  hlue-shielded  Cathmor,  and  rolled  his 
foes  away.     Sul-malla  beheld  him  stately  in  the  hall  of  fea.sts  ;  nor 
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o  The  wìnds 
were  froni  the 
back  of  otlier 
lands — i.e. 
against  hini, 
blowing  on 
the  shore 
wliich  lie 
wished  to 
leave. 


'An  talla  farsuing  naiii  fial  chlàra, 

Clia-n  ann  gun  fliios  a  dli'  iadli  a  sliùilean 

Air  ainnir  nan  ìir  cliiabh  àillidh. 

145       An  treas  là  a'  briscadh  o  chuan, 

Thàinig  Fili  nan  luaidh  le  dàn 

0  shrutlian  'us  chruachan  Eirinn. 

Labhair  e  mu  thogail  na  sgèithe 

'An  Sehna  nan  triath  ;  hibhair  e 
150  Mu  chunnart  Chairbre,  ceann  nam  Bolg. 

Thog  Cathmor  a  shiuil  'an  Clùl>a ; 

Bha  ua  gaothan  'an  cìd  nan  fìr  thall." 

Tri  lài  bha  'chòmhnuidh  air  tràigh, 

A  shuilcan 'g  iadhadh  mu  àrd  thalla  Chonmhoir; 
155  Nighean  coigrich  'n  a  chuimhne  a  ghuàth, 

Bha  'osna  àrd  'an  còmhnuidh. 

Fo  ùraehadh  gaoith  air  a'  chuau 

'An  armaibh  o  chruaich  thàiuig  òg 

'Tliogail  laiun'  fo  Chathmor  nan  sluagh 
160  Air  raouaibh  fo  fhuaim  a'  chòmhraig — 

Sùilmhalla  nan  ruighc  geal-làmh 

'S  i  dìomhair  fo  cheann-bhcairt  de  chruaidh, 

A  ceuman  'an  aisre  au  t-sàir  ; 

A  gorm-shìiil  ag  iadhadh  le  sòlas 
165  Mu  mhòr  thriath,  's  a  chòmhuuidh  m'a  shrutli. 

Bu  bharail  le  Cathmor  au  treun 


careless  rolled  tlie  eyes  of  Ciithmor  oii  the  long-haired  iiiaid ! 

The  tliii'd  day  arose  wheii  Fithil  came  from  Eriii  of  the  streams. 
He  lohl  of  the  lifting  iip  of  the  shield  in  Selma :  he  told  of  the 
danger  of  Cairbar.  Cathmor  raised  tlie  sail  at  Cluba ;  but  the 
wiiuls  were  in  other  hinds.  Tliree  days  he  reraained  on  Ihe  coast, 
and  turned  his  eycs  on  Coninor'.s  lialls.     Ile  remembered  tlie  daugh- 
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In  tlie  spacious  liall  of  festive  boards  ; 

Nor  lieedless  tnrned  liis  eyes 

To  tlie  maid  of  fresli  (and)  lovely  loclcs. 

145       Wlien  tlie  tliird  day  broke  from  ocean, 

Came  Fili  of  lays  with  a  song 

From  tlie  rivers  and  moiintains  of  Erin. 

He  spoke  of  the  lifting  of  tlie  sliield 

In  Selma  of  lieroes  ;  lie  spoke 
1.50  Of  danger  to  Cairbar,  cbief  of  tbe  Bolgi. 

Ca-mor  boisted  bis  sails  in  Cluba  ; 

Tbe  winds  were  from  tbe  back  of  otber  lands." 

Tbree  days  bis  bome  was  on  tbe  sbore  : 

His  eye  turns  back  to  Connior's  lofty  ball, 
1.55  Tlie  daugbter  of  tbe  stranger  ever  in  bis  mind 

And  ever  beavy  was  bis  sigb. 

As  fresbened  tbe  wind  of  ocean 

A  3'outb  in  armour  came  from  tbc  bill 

To  raise  a  spear  witb  Ca-mor  of  bosts, 
ICO  Ou  fields  wbere  sounded  tbe  combat — 

Sulvalla  of  wbite  arms  and  bands, 

Concealed  uuder  belmet  of  steel ; 

Her  steps  on  tlie  track  of  tbe  bero  : 

Her  blue  eye  rested  witb  joy 
1G5  On  tbe  migbty  cbief  wbo  dwelt  by  tbe  stream. 

Tbe  valiant  Ca-mor  deemed 
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Inni."i-uame, 
iind  a  miitual 
love  siiraug 
up  between 
them. 

Meantime  he 
was  recalled 
to  Eria  to 
.support  his 
lirotlier  C'air- 
bar  against 
the  attack  of 
Fingal. 


He  was  dc- 
taiued  on  tlie 
sliore  for  three 
days  by  con- 
trary  wimls. 


Whon  at 
length  able 
to  set  sail,  he 
was  joined  by 
Sulvalla  clad 
in  coniplete 
armour  ;  and 
tlius,  unrccog- 
nised  liy  liim, 
.she  followcd 
him  to  Erin, 
and  was  now 
uear  liim. 


ter  of  strangers,  and  his  sigh  arosc.  Now  when  tlie  winds  awaked 
the  wave,  from  the  hill  came  a  youth  in  amis,  to  lift  the  sword  with 
Cathmor  in  his  echoing  fields.  It  was  tlie  white-armed  Sul-malla ; 
secret  she  dwelt  bcneatli  her  helmet.  Her  steps  were  in  the  path 
of  the  king  :  on  him  her  blue  eyes  rolled  with  joy  when  he  lay  by 
his  roaring  streams  !     Eut   Cathmor  thought  that  on  Lumon  shc 
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Gu-n  ro1)li  ceuman  nam  beus  air  Lùmon, 

'S  i  '(nìithadh  aìr  àros  uan  ruadh  ; 

Bu  Lharail  gu-u  robh  làmh-gheal  thall 
170  A'  togail  niall  a  ruighe  do  ghaoith 

A'  taomadh  caoiu  o  Eirinn  àird, 

Talamh  uain'  a  h-annsa  fèin. 

Glieall  e  gu-n  tilleadh  e  le  ràimh, 

Le  siuil  bhàn  gu  'ghràdh  fo  ghruaim. 
175  Tha  'n  òigh  gu  teann  ort  fht^in,  a  Chathmhoir, 

Aig  carraig  nan  clach,  's  i  fo  chruaidh. 


'<  The  tall 
fornis  of  tlie 
i'liiefs,  &c. ; 
Ut.  the  heiijht 
or  tallncss  of 
the  chiefs,  &c. 

h  Tangled 
liy  tlie  rush- 
ing  wind  ; 
lit.  tangled  in 
ihe  palh,  or 
pass  of  thc 
ìcind. 

c  Ord  frc- 
quently 
si^nifies  '*a 
steep  liill." 
Macfarlan 
gives  both 
"  niontrm  " 
and  "  truncum 
arboris  ;  " 
M  acpherson, 
"  beam  of  tlie 

Oilk." 


Sheas  àirde  uan  triath  mu  'n  cuairt," 
Ach  Foldath  nau  dubh-ruadh  fàbhraid. 
Es'  ag  aomadh  air  craoibh  fada  thall 

180  Filleadh  'anama  's  an  àm  'am  mòrchuis, 
A  chial)h  'n  a  gagan  'an  aisre  na  gaoith','' 
Fonn  òraiu  'g  a  mhùchadh  'n  a  bheul, 
Bhuail  e  'chraobh  an  sin  le  feirg, 
Grad  ghluais  e  fo  uiheirg  gus  au  rìgli. 

185  Sàmhaeh  'us  mòr  aig  an  òrd  " 
Sheas  Hidala,  an  t-òg  thriath  ; 
Bha  'chiabhau  a'  sgaoileadh  m'a  ghruaidh 
'An  imeachd  nan  dual  fo  dhearrsa. 
Bu  chaoin  a  ghuth  'au  Claonratli  fuiu, 

190  Gleannan  còmhnuiclh  a  threun  shìnus're. 


still  pur.siR'il  lliD  rin'.s.  II i'  thoiit,'lit  tliat  i'air  uii  a  ruck  slic  .stretclietl 
her  wliite  haiid  to  the  ■\vind,  to  l't'cl  its  cotirse  from  Erin,  the  gi-een 
dwcUing  of  her  love.  He  had  ])rouiised  to  return  witli  hi.s  white- 
Losomed  .sails.  Tlie  iiiaid  is  neur  thee,  O  ('atlmior  !  leaiiing  uii  her 
rock. 

The  tall  furiiis  uf  the  ehiefs  .stnnd  aruund— ail  liut  dark-ln'uwed 
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That  lier  graceful  step  was  on  Lumon, 

Nearing  the  haunts  of  the  deer ; 

He  thought  the  White-hand  was  far  away, 
170  Slowly  raising  her  arms  to  the  wind, 

Which  softly  flowed  from  lofty  Erin, 

The  green  land  of  her  beloved. 

He  promised  to  return  Avith  oars 

And  white  sails  to  his  sorrowing  h)ve. 
175  The  maiden  is  close  to  thee,  Ca-mor, 

By  the  rugged  rock,  aud  (clad)  in  steel. 


The  tall  forms  of  the  chiefs  stood  nigh," 

Save  Folda  of  dark-red  eyebrows. 

He  leaned  far  off  against  a  tree  ; 
180  Meanwhile  he  wraps  his  soul  iu  pride  ; 

His  locks  are  tangied  by  the  rusliing  wmd  ; ' 

A  song-tuue  muttered  in  his  moutli ; 

Then  in  wrath  he  struck  the  tree, 

And  straight  came,  sullen,  to  the  king. 
185  Silent  and  stately  on  the  hill' 

Stood  Hidalla,  youthful  prince. 

His  locks  fell  around  his  cheeks 

In  long  and  shining  waves  : 

Sweet  was  his  voice  in  Clonra, 
190  The  glen  where  his  dauntless  fathers  dwelt. 


Ossi.'in  retnnis 
to  tlie  desoiiii- 
tion  of  the 
army  of  Erin. 
The  chicfs 
stooj  aroiind 
Ca-inor,  ex- 
cept  Folila, 
who  for  a  tiiiie 
stood  apart  in 
sullen  wrath, 
but  at  lengtU 
joined  the 
others. 


FolJatli.  He  leaned  against  a  distant  tree,  rolled  into  his  haughty 
soul.  His  bushy  hair  -n-histles  in  wind.  At  times  hui'sts  the  hum 
of  a  song.  He  struck  the  tree  at  length  in  wrath,  and  rushed 
before  the  king  !  Calm  and  stately  to  the  beam  of  the  oak  arose 
the  forni  of  young  Hidalla.  His  hair  falls  round  his  blushing  cheek 
in  ■wreaths  of  waving  light.     Soft  was  his  Toice  in  Clonra,  in  the 
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a  Let  Ca-mor 
sound  the 
liarps ;  lit. 
from  Ca-mor 
let  tìie  ìmrps 
arùc — i.e.  let 
liiin  order  tlie 
harps  to  be 
struck. 

i'  The  feeble 
and  dastaril 
wero  behiiid 
nie — i.c.  I 
was  ill  sup- 
ported. 

c  Fled  in 
peace — i.e. 
fled  without 
venturing  to 
strike  a  blcw. 


Bu  cliaoin  a  giuitli  'n  iiair  blmail  e  clàrsach 
'An  talla  àixl  a's  gàiricli'  sriitli. 

"  A  rìgh  Eirinn,"  thnirt  trciin  k'  .seimh, 
"  So  ùiue  'chur  nam  fleagh  nni  "n  cuairt ; 

195  Tog  guthan  nam  bàrdau  air  magh, 
'Chur  siubhal  na  h-oidhche  so  uaiun  ; 
Tillidh  anam  na  's  gèire  o  'n  dàn 
Gu  còmh  -stri  nam  blàra  tuatlial. 
Shuidhich  dùbhra  o  'cìd  mu  Eirinn  : 

200  0  bheinn  gu  beinu  tha  aomadh  nial 
Le  cearbaibh  ciara  ag  eirigh. 
Fada  thall  air  thaobh  nan  sliabh 
Garbh  cheuman  nan  liath  thaibhse, 
Taibhsean  na  thuit  anns  a'  bhlìlr 

205  Ag  aomadh  gu  dàn  o  'n  sìanaibli. 
Eireadh  o  Chathmor  na  clàrsaich " 
'Cliuireas  dearrsa  air  sàir  's  a'  gliaoith." 

"  Fo  dlù-ehuimhn'  gach  duine  'tha  marbh,'' 
Thuirt  Fokhith  "an  garbh  fheirg, 
210  "  Nach  do  ghuiU  mi  gu  h-io.sal  's  a'  blilàr  ? 
f*'uim'  an  chiinneadh  leam  dàn  air  an  k'irg? 
Clia  rolili  mo  sliiul)hal  faoin  's  aii  stri  ; 
Ijha  lagaich  guu  bhrigh  ri  mo  chìdaobh  ;  ^' 
Theich  naimhdean  o  mo  lann  'an  sìth." 


valk-y  of  his  fatliers.     Soft  was  his  voice  when  ho  toucla'd  tho  harp 
iu  tlie  hall  noar  lii.s  roaring  streanis  ! 

"  King  of  Erin,"  saiJ  Hidalla,  "  now  is  tlu:  tinic  to  i'casl.  Eid 
tlio  voice  of  hards  arise  ;  bid  thein  roll  the  niglit  away.  'J'he  soul 
returns  from  song  niore  terrible  to  war.  Darkiicss  settles  on  Erin. 
Froni  hill  to  hill  bond  the  skirted  clouds.  Far  and  grey  on  the 
hcath  the  dreadful  strides  of  ghosts  are   seen  ;  tlie  ghosts  of  those 
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Sweet  ■was  his  voice  ■wheu  he  smote  the  harp 
lu  the  \ohj  hall  by  the  souudiug  streani. 

"  King  of  Eriu,"  saicl  the  hero  luiklly, 
"  This  is  the  time  to  spread  the  feast ; 

195  Eaise  the  voice  of  bards  ou  the  plaiu, 
To  speed  the  passing  of  the  uiglit : 
From  soug  the  soul  returus  more  keeu 
For  combat  iu  direful  battlo. 
Darkuess  has  settkd  all  rouud  Erin  ; 

200  Drift  the  clouds  from  hiU  to  hill, 

Eisiiig  on  high  with  their  sable  skirts. 
Far  away  on  mouutain-sides 
Are  the  gi-eat  strides  of  hoary  ghosts — 
Ghosts  of  those  who  fell  in  battle, 

205  From  their  clouds  bending  dowu  for  the  song. 
Let  Ca-mor  souud  the  harps  " 
Sheddiug  light  on  the  brave  iu  the  wiud.' 

"  Forgotten  be  all  the  dead," 
Said  Fokla  iu  toweriug  wrath ; 
210  "  Have  I  not  weakly  yielded  iu  battle  ? 
Why  shoidd  I  listen  to  sougs  ou  the  plain  ? 
Not  harmless  was  my  path  in  the  strife  ; 
The  feeble  and  dastard  were  behiud  me ;  ** 
The  foe  fled  from  my  spear  iu  peace." 


j  Hidalla,  the 

young  and  ac- 

complished 
I  chiefof 

Clunra,  asks 

Ca-mor  to 

order  the 
I  bards  to  strike 

their  harps  to 
I  cheer  living 
I  warriors,  and 

to  soothe  tbe 
[  gbosts  of 
I  those  wbo 

had  fallen. 


Folda,  en- 
raged  at  the 

emory  of  his 
defeat,  speaks 
with  contenipt 
of  the  harp, 
and  bids 
Hidalla  retire 
to  Clonra, 
where  gentle 
niaidenswould 
gaze  on  him 
witb  admiring 


Tvlio  feU  bend  forward  to  their  song.     Eid,  O  Cathnior !  tLe  liarps 
to  rise,  to  brigliten  the  dead  on  their  wandering  blasts." 

"  Le  all  the  dead  forgot,"  said  Foldath's  bursting  Tvrath.  "  Did 
not  I  fail  in  the  field  ì  Shall  I  then  hear  the  song  ?  Yet  was  not 
my  course  harmless  in  war.  Blood  was  a  stream  around  my  steps. 
But  the  feeble  ■\vere  behind  me.  The  foe  has  escaped  from  my 
sword.     In  Clon-ra's  vale  touch  thou  the  harp.     Let  Dura  answer 
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1  Heard 
tliee  in  self- 
piaise?  Ut. 
heard  thy  voke 
under  praisc  ì 


215  'An  Claonrath  nam  frìth  fo  Dliùbhra 

Togadh  HidaLa  guth  cLàrsaich, 

(Jigh  bhanail  o  choill'  'an  tòrr 

A'  coimhead  air  òr  do  chiabhan. 

Fàg  Lubar  a's  fiiaimeara  raoin  ; 
220  So  tuiueas  uan  daoiue  fo  cldiu." 

"  'Eigh  Eirinn,"  thuirt  Malthos,  au  triath, 
"  Leat  fdin-sa  tha  riagldadh  nam  blàr  ; 
'S  tu  tein'  ar  sùl  air  sliabh, 
Air  monadh  'tha  ciar  gu  h-àrd. 

225  Mar  osaig  do  shiubhal  thar  sluagh ; 

Chuir  thu  miltean  fo  thruaigh  'am  fuil : 
Ach  'n  ad  thilleadh,  a  threiu,  le  buaidh, 
Co  'cliuaLa  fo  luaidh  do  ghuth  ? " 
Tha  sòLis  uam  feai'gach  'am  bàs ; 

230  Tha  'n  cuimhne  a'  tàmh  air  gach  beum, 
'Bhuail  an  Laun  gu  feum  'an  cath ; 
Tha  stri  'g  a  fiHeadli  fein  'n  an  cliabh, 
'LTs  cluinnear  an  cian  am  mòrchuis. 
'Thriath  Mhòma,  bha  do  shiubhal  fèin 

235  Mar  chiar  shruth  a'  leum  o  ghleann ; 

Bha  'm  l:)às  ag  aomadh  suas  mu  d'  cheum. 
Thog  sinn  uile  gu  beud  ar  Liinn  ; 
Cha  robli  sinne  gu  Lxg  air  ào  chìdaobh ; 
Bha  naimhdean  dlùtha  'us  làidir." 


to  tlie  voice  of  Hidalla.  Let  soine  maid  look  froni  tbe  wood  on  thy 
long  ycllow  locks.  Fly  froin  Lubar's  eclioing  jilain.  This  is  the 
field  of  heroe.s  !  " 

"  King  of  Erin,"  Malthos  said,  "  it  is  think  to  lead  iu  'war. 
Tiiou  art  a  fìro  to  our  eyes  on  tlie  dark-Lrown  fiehl.  Like  a  blast 
Tuou  hast  passed  over  hosts.     Tuou  liast  hiid  tliem  low  in  blood. 
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215  In  Clonra  of  forests,  at  Dura, 

Hidalla  may  raise  tlie  voice  of  the  liarp, 
While  a  gentle  maid  from  the  wooded  hills 
Gazes  on  thy  locks  of  gold. 
Qiiit  Lubar  of  sounding  field  ; 

220  This  is  a  place  for  men  renowned." 

"  King  of  Erin,"  said  Malhos  the  chief, 
"  It  is  thine  to  rule  in  the  battle ; 
Thou  art  a  light  to  our  eyes  on  the  hiU, 
Ou  the  mountain  whose  summit  is  dark. 

22.5  Thou  hast  passed  over  hosts  as  a  blast — 
Seut  thousands  to  misery  in  blood  : 
But  after  returning  with  conquest, 
Who  has  heard  thee  in  self-praise  ?  " 
The  joy  of  the  wrathful  is  in  death  ; 

230  Their  memory  dweUs  on  every  blow 
Well  dealt  by  their  swords  in  war  : 
Strife  enfokls  itself  in  their  breasts, 
And  their  vaunting  is  heard  afar. 
Lord  of  Moma,  thy  course  has  been 

235  Like  a  dark  torrent  leaping  from  the  glen. 
Death  bent  over  thy  path  ; 
(But)  we  all  raised  our  spears  to  smite  : 
Not  feeble  were  we  at  thy  back  ; 
The  foes  were  numerous  and  strong." 


DUAN  IV. 

eyes,  and  tells 
him  to  quit 
tlie  battte- 
fielil  as  tm- 
suited  to  hÌDi. 


Malhos  re- 
[irovcs  Folda 
for  being 
bloodtliirsty 
and  boastful, 
contrasting 
his  conduct 
with  that  of 
Ca-mor,  who 
coniiuered, 
but  never 
spoke  of  his 
own  great 
deeds. 


But  who  hast  heanl  tht  words  retiirning  from  the  field  ?  The  ivrath- 
ful  delight  in  death  ;  tlieir  remembrance  rests  on  the  wounds  of 
their  spear.  Strife  is  folded  in  their  thoughts  :  their  -n'ords  are 
ever  heard.  Thy  course,  chief  of  Moma,  was  like  a  troubled  stream. 
The  dead  were  rolled  ou  thy  path  ;  but  others  also  lift  the  spear. 
We  were  not  feeble  behind  thee ;  but  the  foe  was  strong." 
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240       Chunnaic  Cathmor  am  fearg  ag  èirigh, 
'Us  aomadh  nan  treun  r'a  thaobh, 
Leth-tharruingt'  an  lanna  gu  heumaJh, 
Sìiilean  sàmhach  a'  teumadh  fo  phhiosg." 
A  nis  a  bhitheadh  còmhrag  garbh, 

245  Mur  lasadh  dubh-fhearg  an  rìgli. 
Rìiisg  e  'lann  mar  dheahau  oidhche 
Ri  solus  'us  soiUse  nan  crann. 
"  A  chhinn  na  mòrchui.s,"  tliuirt  an  tnun, 
"  Cuiribh  anam  fo  blieus  'us  .smachd, 

250  Fo  dhorchadh  na  h-oidhche  leibli  feiu.'' 

C'uim  a  glduaiseadh  gu  beudaibh  m'  fhearg  ? 
Ani  bi  còmh  -stri  mo  làimh'  ruil)h  maraon  ? 
Cha-n  àm  so,  a  dhaoine,  gu  strì. 
0  'u  chuirm  sibh  mar  niahdbh  o  m'  thaobh  ; 

255  Na  mosalaibhse  anam  an  rìoh." 


«  Their  eyes 
lialf  closed, 
and  iixed  in 
hate  ;  lit. 
■unmoved  eyes, 
hiting  (or 
slinging) 
under  a  husk 
— i.e.  eyelid. 


*  Though 
alone,  &c. — 
i.  e.  though 
alone  and  in 
darkness,  you 
must  suhiuit 
to  what  is 
right 


Thuit  iad  sios  o  tluiobh  an  trein 
]\Iar  dhà  mheall  dubh  de  cheò  's  an  iar, 
An  uair  'tlia  madainn  chiuin  's  a'  bheiuu  ; 
'S  a  sheallas  eatorra  ièìn  a'  ghrian 
260  'Glan-bhoiUsgeadh  air  chreig  nan  càrn. 
Dorcha  tlia  'n  aomadh  'dubhadli  tludl 
Gu  lòn  nan  cuilc  mall  fo  'n  tòrr. 

Shuidh  tiiathau  'an  sàmlicliair  ri  cuirni 


Cathmor  belit'lil  the  risinf;  rage  aml  bpnding  forward  of  eitlier 
chief;  for,  half  luisheathed,  tlicy  lii-hl  their  s\vord.«,  and  rolk'd  their 
sLlent  eyes.  Now  would  tliey  have  uùxed  in  horrid  fray  had  iiot 
the  wrath  of  Catlimor  Inirned.  lle  drew  liis  sword  ;  it  ghnuned 
through  night  to  tlie  high-Haniing  oak  !  "  Sons  of  pride,"  .said  the 
king,  "allay  your'  swelling  .souls.  Eetire  in  niglit.  AVhy  should 
MY  rage  arise  t     Should  I  contend  with  botli  in  arnis  ì     It  is  no 
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240        Ca-mor  saw  tlieir  ririiiig  wratli, 

Aud  tlie  beiidiiig  of  tlie  warriors  by  his  side  ; 
Their  swords  lialf  drawu  for  smitiug, 
Their  eyes  half  closed,  aud  fixed  iu  hate." 
Now  would  have  been  a  combat  fierce, 

245  If  the  king's  deep  wrath  had  not  burned. 

He  bared  his  blade  like  the  lightning  of  night, 

"Which  gleams  and  flashes  amid  trees. 

"  Ye  sous  of  pride,"  said  the  hero, 

"  Subject  (your)  souls  to  duty  and  control, 

250  (Though)  alone  in  the  darkness  of  night.'' 
AVhy  should  my  Avrath  arise  to  harm  ? 
Shall  my  arm  contend  with  you  both  ? 
This  is  no  time,  you  men,  for  brawl. 
Away  from  the  feast  and  from  nie  like  clouds; 

255  Rouse  uot  the  soul  of  the  king." 

They  fell  away  from  the  hero's  side, 
liike  two  black  masses  of  mist  in  the  west, 
Wheu  the  morning  is  calm  on  the  Ben, 
And  the  sun  looks  forth  betweeu  them, 
2G0  Shining  bright  on  the  craggy  cairns. 
Dark  and  blackening  they  sink  down. 
To  the  staguant,  reedy  marsh  beneath  the  hilh 

Chiefs  sat  sileut  at  the  feast; 

time  for  strife  !     Eetire,  ye  clouds,   at  ruy  feast ;  awake  iiiy  soul 
no  niore  !  " 

They  sank  from   the  king  on  either  side,  like  two  cohimns  of     1 
morning  mist  when  the  sun  rises  between  them  on  his  glittering 
rocks.     Dark  is  their  rolluig  on  either  side,  each  towarJ  its  reedy     | 
pool.  I 

Sileut  sat  tlie  chiefs  at  tlie  fea.st.     They  louk  at  times  ou  Atha's 
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Folda  re- 
sented  liis 
woids,  and 
the  two  were 
abont  to  en- 
f»age  in  coni- 
bat,  when  C'a- 
mor  steruly 
rebukes  them. 


They  with- 
drew  from 
each  other, 
abashed  by 
his  eommand- 
ing  words, 
like  two 
masses  of  mist 
broken  up  by 
the  sun. 
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"  Sleep  slid 
ilown,  &c. ; 
lit.  fell  ob- 
liqucoiaslaiit. 


Bha  'n  sealladh  air  uairibh  niu  'n  rìgh, 
265  'Gharbh  cheuman  air  eudann  a'  chìiiru 

'Measg  .sitheachadh  'auama  o  stri. 

Shìn  an  sluagh  mu  thaobh  an  raoin ; 

Thuit  cadal  cLxon  air  faoin  ]\Ihoilena  ; " 

Ghluais  guth  o  Fhonnar  caoin  araon 
270  0  chraoibh  "bha  fada  thall  ag  èirigli. 

Ghluais  a  ghuth  mu  mhohidh  an  righ, 

Ard  sliiol  Larthoinn  o  f  hrìth  Lùmoin. 

Cha  chualas  le  Cathmor  a  luaidh, 

'S  e  sìnte  fo  fhuaim  gharbh  shruth  : 
275  Bha  farum  na  h-oidhche  'n  a  chluais, 

'LTs  caol-fheadadh  nan  dual-chiabhan. 


6  A  nial,  tl)e 
nom.  for  tlie 
geii.,  as  in 
score.s  of  other 
instances. 

cHalf 

mingling,  &c. 
— tliis  and 
the  foUowing 
line  are  in 
Gaelic  very 
incnmplete  in 
nieaning  ;  lit. 
to  mic-ìialf 
among  tlie 
streaitijs  of 
smmd  poUTcd 
lie  coldly  and 
fecbly,  kc. 


Thàinig  gu  'ai.s]ing  a  bhràthair, 
Leth-fhaicte  troimh  fluis-thaoibh  a  nial.'' 
Bha  sòlas  'measg  dorchadh  a  ghàire ; 

280  0  CharuU  ghluais  dàna  gu  triath  ; 
Bha  gaoth  fo  nial  'bu  duirche  cearb, 
'Ghlac  esan  o  gharbh  uchd  oidhclic, 
'S  e  'g  èirigh  o  mhohidli  nau  carbad 
Gu  talhi  nam  marbh  'an  soilLse. 

285  Gu  leth  am  measg  aUda  nam  fuaim," 
Thaom  esan  gu  fuar  'us  fann. 

"  Tachradh  sòhis  do  danam  feiu  ; 


king,  whcre  lie  strode,  on  his  rock,  amid  lii.s  settliiig  soul.  The 
ho.st  lie  aloiig  the  ficld.  Sleep  (k'scends  on  Moi-lena.  Tlie  voice 
of  Fonar  asoeiid.s  alone  beneath  liis  distant  tre(^ :  it  ascends  in  tlie 
praise  of  Cathmor,  son  of  Lartlinn  of  Lumon.  But  Cathmor  did 
not  hear  liis  iiraise.  Ho  lay  at  tlie  roar  of  a  str(_Miii.  The  rustling 
breeze  of  night  Hew  over  his  whistling  h)cks. 
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From  time  to  time  tliey  looked  to  tlie  kiua, 
205   (At)  liis  stalwart  stride  ou  tlie  face  of  tlie  liill, 

As  his  soul  calmed  dowu  from  ^vTatli. 

The  host  lay  stretched  by  the  side  of  the  plain  ; 

Sleep  slid  down  ou  still  Moi-Lena ;" 

While  the  voice  of  tuneful  Fonnar  rose 
270  From  beueath  a  tree  which  stood  afar. 

He  stirred  his  voice  iu  praise  of  the  kiug, 

High  oflspriug  of  Larhon  from  Lumon's  wood. 

His  straiu  was  unheard  by  Ca-mor, 

As  he  lay  in  the  uoise  of  rugged  streams  ; 
275  The  souud  of  night  was  iu  his  ear, 

Aud  the  shrill  whistlino-  of  his  waviug  locks. 


DUAN  IV. 

The  chiefs  sit 
down  to  tlie 
feast,  aiiil  Ca- 
mor  retires  to 
the  hiU. 


Fonnar  sings 
his  praise, 
whieh,  how- 
ever,  was  un- 
heard  by  him, 
as  he  hail  laiii 
down  beside  a 
noisy  stream. 


His  brother  oame  iu  his  dream, 
Half  seeu  tlirough  the  hoUow  side  of  his  cloud.'' 
There  was  joy  amid  the  darkness  of  his  smde  ; 

2S0  The  sougs  of  Carul  reached  the  chief ; 

The  wind  was  uuder  cloud  of  chirkest  skirt,- 
Which  he  had  snatched  ofi'the  rough  breast  of  night, 
As  he  rose  from  the  praise  of  the  chariots, 
lu  Hght  to  the  home  of  the  dead. 

285  Half  mingling  with  the  sounding  stream,'' 

He  poured  (a  voice  which  was)  cold  and  faint : 

"  ]May  happiuess  betide  thy  soul ; 


Here  the 
spirit  of  his 
brother  C'air- 
bar,  enabli'd  at 
length  to  as- 
cend  on  high 
throngh  the 
song  of  the 
bard,  appears 
tii  him  iii  his 
dream  ; 


and  addresses 
him, 


His  brother  came  to  his  dreams,  half  seen  from  his  low-hung 
clouJ.  Joy  rose  darkly  in  his  faee.  He  had  heard  the  song  of 
CarriL  A  blast  sustained  }iis  dark-skirted  cloud,  which  he  seized  in 
the  bosom  of  night,  as  he  rose  with  his  fame  towards  his  airy  hall. 
Half  mi.N:ed  with  the  noise  of  the  stream,  he  poured  his  feeble  words. 

"  Joy  meet  the  soul  of  Cathmor.     His  voice  was  heard  on  iloi- 
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o  The  bard 
gave  foi'th  the 
song  with 
power— i.e. 
the  b.arii  sent 
by  Ossian, 
whose  song 
released  him 
from  earth. — 
Vtde  close  of 
Duan  II. 


^  "  Early  hast 
tlioH  fallen. 
l'a-nior."  The 
Gaelic  ha.s 
faoin  in  this 
line,  which  I 
coiisidcr  a 
inisprint  for 
feitt.     The 
wliole  liistory 
of  C'a-mor 
.sliows  that  hc 
liad  not  lived 
in  vain.     If 
fanin  bc  re- 
taincd,  the 
translation 
mnst  lic, 
"  Early  and 
in  vaiii  hast 
thou  falleu," 


Cliualas  caismeaclid  o  tlirciin  air  magh  ; 

Tiiug  am  bàrd  aii  dàn  le  feum." 
290  Tha  astar  mo  ciieumau  's  a'  ghaoitii ; 

Tlia  mo  chrutli  'an  talla  ciar 

J\Iar  diiealan  nan  sìan  fo  fhuath, 

'N  uair  a  Ijliriseas  e  claon  air  slialih, 

Stoirm  oidliche  a'  triail  o  Thuath. 
29.3  Cha  bhi  am  bàrd  air  chall  o  d'uaigli, 

'N  uair  a  thaisgear  tliu  suas  's  an  iiir. 

Tha  sìol  nan  dàn  mu  threin  a'  luaidli ; 

Tha  d'ainm  mar  fhuaim  o  gliaoitli  'tha  ciuin. 

'J'ha  toirme  trom  a'  bhròin  's  a'  ghleann ; 
300  Tha  guth  fada  thall  air  Lìil)ar. 

Na  '.s  laljlira,  'fliaoiu  tliaiblise  nan  càrn! 

Blux  'm  marljh,  nach  roljli  fann,  clivitliar. 

Dli'at  am  farum  fada,  mall ; 

Cluinnear  osag  nan  cranu  araon. 
305  Is  luath  a  thuislich  thu  fèin,  a  Cliathmhoir  ! ' 

FiUte  suas  'n  a  bhaoth  chruth  fein 

Air  garbh  uchd  uan  speur  fo  ghaoith, 

Chritli  an  darag  fo  'ghluasad  's  a'  bheinn, 

Fead  ag  iadhadli  gun  leus  m'a  ceann. 
310  Chlisg  Cathmor  o  aisling  nan  ciar ; 

Glilac  e  bàs-shleagli  nan  triath  'n  a  làimh ; 

Plilaoisg  a  shìiil  air  faoiu  shlios  nan  .'^liabli ; 

Cha-n  fhac  ach  dubh-chearb  na  sìan-oidhche. 


Irna.  Tlie  Isard  gave  his  song  to  Cairbar.  He  travels  on  the  winJ. 
My  form  is  in  my  father's  hall,  like  the  gliJing  of  a  terrible  light 
which  darts  across  the  desert  in  a  stonny  night.  No  bard  shall  be 
wanting  at  tliy  tomb  whcn  thou  art  lowly  laid.  Tlie  sons  of  song 
love  thc  valiant.  Cathmor,  tliy  name  is  a  pleasant  gale.  The 
mouruful  sounds  arise.     Ou  Lubar's  field  there  is  a  voice.    Loudcr 


353 


I  heard  the  voice  of  the  brave  on  the  field ; 

The  bard  gave  forth  the  song  with  power." 
290  The  path  of  my  steps  is  ou  tlie  wiud  ; 

ily  form  is  in  the  dusky  hall,'^ 

Like  dreaded  lightniug  of  the  storms, 

Whcn  it  bursts  and  scatters  on  the  hiU, 

Aud  the  uight-tempest  travels  from  tlie  uorth. 
295  A  hard  shall  not  be  wantiug  at  thy  grave, 

AVhen  thou  shalt  be  laid  in  dust. 

Thc  sous  of  song  siug  of  the  brave  ; 

Thy  name  is  as  the  sound  of  gentle  wind. 

The  heavy  moan  of  grief  is  in  the  gien  ; 
300  A  voice  is  far  away  ou  Lubar. 

Louder  (siug),  ye  empty  sj^irits  of  the  cairns — 

Eenowned  was  the  mighty  dead. 

Swelled  the  sound  afar,  and  slowly, 

Blending  with  the  breezes  of  the  trees. 
305  Early  hast  thou  falleu,  C'a-mor.'''' 

(He)  rolled  (himsclf)  iu  his  owu  wild  form, 

Uu  the  rough  breast  of  the  skies  in  wiud  ; 

Tremliled  the  oak  when  he  passed  ou  thc  Bcu, 

Whistliug  in  darkness  round  its  head. 
310  Startcd  Ca-mor  from  thc  darksome  dream  ; 

Graspcd  iu  his  haud  the  dcath-spear  of  heroes ; 

His  eye  gazed  ou  the  empty  slope  of  hills ; 

He  saw  but  the  sable  skirt  of  a  storray  night. 


telliiif;  him  of 
his  own 
release. 


and  predirting 
a  >;loiiiiu.s  liut 
an  early  deatU 
to  Ca-mor. 


Ca-mor  start- 
ed  from  his 
sleeji ;  saw  no 
form  near 
hini ;  Init  re- 
eognised  his 
brother's 


.stiU,  ye  shadowy  glio.^ts  !  The  dead  were  full  of  faine  !  Shrilly 
swells  the  feeble  sr.iiiid.  The  rougher  blast  alone  is  heard.  Aìi ! 
soon  is  Cathnior  Lw  !  "  Eolled  into  himself,  he  ilew  wide  on  the 
bosom  of  winds.  Tlie  old  oak  felt  his  departure,  and  shook  its 
whistling  head.  Catlimor  starts  from  rest :  he  takes  his  deatliful 
spear.  He  lifts  liis  eye.s  around  ;  he  sees  but  dark-skirted  niglit. 
VOT..    It.  Z 
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a  Dazed,  half- 
opciied  eycs. 
£aoths\«ini\es 
"stu]iid," 
"  miiidlcss," 
01-  "  tnad" — 
a  leinarkable 
e|iithet  to  be 
a|i|ilicd  to  the 
iiiorniiii;,  ol 
whieh  I  think 
"dazed"  is 
hcre  the  best 
renderiug. 


"  'S  c  gutli  mo  bliràtliar  fein  a  bli'  anu ; 

315  A  nis  cluv-n  f  haicear  ganu  a  clirutli : 
Guii  lorg  tha  'ur  n-astar  's  a'  glileann, 
'Shìol  imeachd  na  h-oidhche  fo  dhubh. 
Is  minic,  mar  shoillse  ghath  speur, 
Cliithear  leum  air  beinn  a  tha  fàs, 

320  Sibhse  'teicheadh  air  osaig  leibh  fiiein 
Roimh  ghluasad  ar  ceumanna  nuill. 
Gluaisibh,  a  lagaich,  o  threin  ; 
Cha-n'eil  gliocas  no  feum  n'ur  dàil, 
Bhur  sòlas  cho  dona  ribh  fhèin, 

325  Mar  aisling  gun  leus  'am  pràmh, 
No  smuaintean  fo  sgiathan  'tha  lom, 
Ag  aiseag  a  null  thar  a'  chliabli. 
An  tuislich  Cathmor  fein  gu  hiath 
Dubh-thaisgte  gun  tuar  'an  tigli  caol, 

330  Anns  nach  èirich  a'  mluadainn  o  stuadh, 
A  sùileau  leth-f  hosgailt  's  i  baotli  ? " 
As  m'fhianuis,  a  thannais  gun  blirìf;h  ! 
Buiuidh  cònihrag  nan  righ  dliomli  fein  : 
As  m'fhianuis  gacli  smuaint'  acli  strì. 

335  Mar  ioUiir  na  frìthe  o  blieinn 
Siùbhhmis'  a  macli  air  an  raon 
'Ghkicadh  dealra  nach  faoiu  de  chliu. 
'An  gleannan  dìomhair  nan  sruth  mall 
Fanaidh  anam  nach  sàr  fo  mhùig  ; 

34(1  Tliig  bliadlman  'us  aimsirean  'nall ; 


"  It  was  tlio  voice  of  tlio  king,"  he  said ;  "  but  now  his  fonii  is 
gone.  Unniarketl  is  your  path  in  tlie  air,  yo  childreu  of  the  niyht. 
Ofton,  like  a  refli;cted  bcain,  are  ye  seen  in  tlie  desert  wild ;  bul  yo 
retire  in  your  blasts  before  our  steps  approach.  Go,  then,  ye  feeble 
racc  !  Knowleilgc  with  you  there  is  none  !  Your  joys  are  weak, 
aud   liki'  thc  dreiuiis  nf  our  rest,  (H'  thc  li,i,'lit^uin,i;cd  tlioiiL;lit  lliat 
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"  Tliat  was  iu  trutli  my  brother's  voice  ; 

315  (But)  his  form  is  uow  uuseeu  : 
Trackless  yom-  path  is  iu  the  gleu, 
Ye  race  who  darkly  roam  the  night. 
(Jfttimes,  like  brightuess  of  heaven's  beam, 
Ai'e  ye  seen  bouuding  on  a  desert  Ben ; 

320  Ye  flee  on  the  blast  away, 

At  the  approach  of  om'  slow  steps. 
Away,  yc  feeble,  from  the  brave; 
Xor  wisdom  uor  streugth  is  youi's  ; 
Your  joys  are  worthless  as  yourselvcs, 

325  Like  the  dark  di-eani  of  troubled  sleep, 
Or  thoughts  which,  ou  uufcttered  wiug, 
Flit  to  and  fro  across  the  breast. 
Is  Ca-mor  indeed  to  fall  so  soon, 
Wan,  dark-laid,  iu  the  narrow  house, 

330  Where  morn  wiU  not  rise  from  the  wave, 
"With  dazcd,  half-opened  eyes  ? " 
Begoue,  tliou  phantom  vain ! 
To  war  with  kings  belougs  to  me  : 
Away  with  every  thought  but  war. 

335  Like  forest-cagie  from  the  Beu, 
I  march  forward  ou  the  field 
To  grasp  reuown  of  uufading  light. 
Li  hiddeu  gleus  of  sluggish  streams 
Abides  the  craven  soul  iu  gloom  ; 

340  Timcs  and  seasons  pass  away. 


He  aildresses 
the  spirits  of 
the  night ; 


speiilcs  lìghtly 
iif  their  know- 
l«J''e  : 


declares  his 
determiiiation 
to  rush  to 
battle  lilce  the 
Dionutain- 
eagle,  aud  to 
secure  endur- 
ing  renown. 

He  speaks  of 
I  the  obscurity 
of  the  timid, 
and  the  state 
of  their  spirits 


flies  across  the  soul.  Shall  Cathmor  soon  be  low  'ì — darkly  laid  in 
his  narrow  house,  where  no  morning  comes,  witli  her  half-opened 
eyes  ?  Away,  thoii  shade  !  to  fìght  is  mine  !  All  further  thought 
away !  I  rush  forth  on  eagle's  wings  to  seize  my  beam  of  fame. 
In  the  louelj'  vale  of  streams  abides  the  narrow  soul.  Years  roll 
011,   seasons  retiirn,   but   ho   is  stOl  uiiknowii.     Iii  a  Ijlast  comes 


356 


"  In  fields 
of  skughter; 
lit.  Ì7i^fklds 
o/ghosts  or 
xpectres — 
meaning,  as  I 
understaud  it, 
tlie  fields 
wliere  niany 
fell.  and,  con- 
sc(|uently, 
glmsts  were 
nuuierons. 
^  Aluecma — 
i,c.  Ca-mor, 
king  of 
Alnecma. 


Bitliidli  esan  a  glniàtli  fo  smùù' ; 
'An  osaig  fo  nialailjh  thig  bàs, 
Cuiridli  liath-cheann  air  làr  gun  chliu  : 
Tha  'thannas  'an  dùbhra  nan  càrn 

345  Ag  iadhadh  "s  a'  snàmh  mu  'n  h^n ; 
Cha  bhi  'astar  air  monadh  nan  speur, 
No  'n  gleannaibh  's  an  treun  a'  ghaoth. 
Mar  sin  cha  tt5id  thu,  'Chathmhoir,  sìos ; 
Cha  bhahxchan  gun  fhiach  thu  air  raon, 

350  'Tha  'comh  'racliadh  luabaidli  nan  ruadh 
Air  cruachaibh  fuara  nam  fuaim  àrd. 
Bhuail  mi  mach  ani  measg  nan  rìgh, 
Mo  shòhis  'am  frìth  nam  fuath," 
Anns  am  brisear  an  shiagh  le  strì 

355  Mar  gliaoith  a  tha  'dìreadh  a'  chuain." 

So  thuirt  Ahiecma  an  treuu,'' 
'Auam  'deahadh  gu  beud  do  'n  triatli. 
Bha  treunas  mar  theine  fo  leus 
A'  gLanadh  gu  feum  'n  a  chhabh. 

360  AiUidh  'us  àrd  a  clieum  air  an  raon, 
Gath  soluis  na  maidue  o  ear  ; 
Liath  choi-thional  fhear  air  an  leirg 
Ag  aomadh  's  a'  taomadh  'an  soiUse. 
Bha  'shòhis  mar  tliannas  nan  speur, 

365  'N  uair  a  shlueas  e  'cheuman  air  cuau 


cloudy  death,  aml  lays  his  grey  head  lnw.  His  Hhost  is  foKh  il  in 
the  vapour  of  tlio  feiiny  fìeld ;  its  courso  is  never  on  hill.s  nor 
niossy  valcs  of  wind.  So  shall  not  Cathmor  depart.  ì^o  boy  in 
the  field  was  he  who  only  niarks  tlie  bed  of  roos  upon  the  echoing 
liills.  My  is.suing  fortli  wa.s  with  kings ;  my  joy  in  dreadful  plains, 
where  hroken  hosts  aro  rolled  away  like  .seas  beforo  the  wind." 


35/ 


But  obsciire  lie  ever  remains  ; 

lu  a  blast  from  the  clouds  comes  tleatli, 

Laying  the  grey  inglorious  head  iii  dust  : 

His  spirit  in  the  shadow  of  the  cairus, 
345  Windiug  aud  floating  round  the  marsh  ; 

His  path  shall  neA-er  be  ou  mouutains  of  the  sky, 

Nor  in  glens  where  the  wind  is  strong. 

Ca-mor,  not  so  shalt  thou  go  down ; 

Thou  art  no  weakling  boy  on  the  fiekl, 
350  To  mark  the  haunt  of  the  deer 

On  cold  and  echoing  mountaiu-tops. 

I  have  gone  forth  in  midst  of  kiugs  ; 

My  joy  is  iu  fields  of  slaughter," 

Where  hosts  are  broken  iu  fight, 
355  Like  a  wiud  which  ascends  the  ocean." 


doomed  to 
dwell  aroiind 
the  marsh, 


and  says  that 
his  deliglit  is 
in  fields  of  ut- 
most  dan^er. 


Thus  spake  Aluecma  tlie  stroug'' — 

The  soul  of  the  prince  was  kiudliug  to  war. 

Valour,  like  a  flaming  fire, 

Brightened  his  breast  for  dariug  deeds  ; 
360  Stately  and  high  his  step  on  the  fiekl. 

The  beam  of  morning-bght  (shoue)  from  the  east ; 

A  gi'ey  gathering  of  men  (was)  on  the  slope, 

^loving  and  spreading  in  the  bght. 

He  rejoiced  as  a  spirit  of  the  skies, 
365  AVhen  he  stretches  his  steps  on  ocean, 


As  moming 
dawns,  view- 
iiig  his  sleep- 
ing  warrioi-s, 

he  greatly  re- 
joices  at  the 
ni-ar  ])ros)iect 
of  leading 
thein  to 
battle. 


So  spoke  tlie  king  of  Alnecma,  brigbtening  iu  liis  rising  soul. 
Valour,  like  a  pleasant  flanie,  is  gleaniiug  within  lùs  bieast.  Stately 
is  his  stritle  on  tbe  heatli !  The  beani  of  east  is  poured  around. 
He  saw  his  grey  host  on  the  field,  wide-spreading  their  ridges  in 
light.  He  rejoiced  like  a  spu'it  of  heaven,  wliose  steps  conie  forth 
on  the  seas,  -wlien  he  beholds  them  peacefid  round,  aud  all  the 
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'Us  e  'faicinn  nan  tounan  fo  blicus," 

»  TIr. 

Gun  a'  gliaoth  a  bhi  treun  o  tliuatb. 

wavis  are  in 
lieac'e  ;  lit. 

Ach  togaidh  e  na  stuaidh  gun  dàil 

under  virtue  or 
coìitrot.    Bcus 

'G  an  iomain  gu  tràigh  na  fuaime. 

o                 o 

luis  numy 
meauings, 
prinuiry  anil 
secoudary. 

370 

Air  bruachan  nan  luachar  thar  alld 
Cbaidil  uigliean  au  t-sàir  o  Lìmion  ; 
Tluiit  a  ceann-bheairt  o  'ceann  air  làr ; 
Bba  'li-aisling  thall  'n  a  tir  fein. 
An  sin  a  bha  madainn  air  raon ; 

375 

An  Hath-shruth  a'  taomadli  o  cliruaicli, 
Na  h-osagan  ciara,  'us  faoin 
'Dubb-aomadh  air  faobbar  nan  stuadb. 
Au  sin  a  bha  farum  gu  seilg, 
'N  sin  ghiasad  nan  triath  o  'n  talla ; 

380 

Na  b'  àirde  na  càch  air  an  leirg 
Treun  Atha  nau  allda  cama  ; 
Bha  'sliidl  ag  aomadb  air  a  huddli, 
Sìiilmhalla  nan  cuacba  glaua  ; 
0  'cbeumaibh,  'us  e  mòr  air  sHaljb, 

385 

Lc  mòrchuis  thionndaidh  is'  a  gruaidh 
A'  cur  a  bogha  fo  thaifeid  theann. 

Mar  sin  l)ba  aisling  fliaoin  na  b-òigh, 
'N  uair  a  thàiuig  r'a  còir  Atha  : 

winds  aro   laid.      lUit  .'^ikiii   Ik^  awakcs  tlic  waves,  anJ  roll.s  tlieiu 

large 

t(i  .siinie  eelioing  slmre. 

Oi 

tlie  nisliy  hank  of  a  stream  slejit  llie  (lini,L;liter  ol'  Iiiis-huna. 

The 

hehnet  liad  l'allen  from  lier  head.     Her  dreams   werc  in  the 

lands 

of  her  fatliers.     Tiieue  morning  is  on  the  lield.     Gi.ey  streams 

leap 

liiwn  from  the  rouks.    Thc  breezes,  in  shadowy  wavcs,  ily  over 

And  sees  tliat  the  waves  are  in  peace," 
As  the  wind  from  the  north  is  faint. 
But  straightway  he  raises  billows, 
And  drives  them  to  the  soundiug  shore. 

370       Ou  the  bauk  of  a  rush-friuged  stream 

Slept  the  daughter  of  the  chief  of  Lumon  : 

Her  helmet  fell  to  the  ground  from  her  hcad 

Her  di'eam  was  away  iu  her  native  hmd. 

There  morning  shone  upon  tlie  fiekl ; 
375  The  hoaiy  streams  poured  from  the  height ; 

The  breezes,  dusky  and  Hght,^ 

Darkly  leaned  on  the  edge  of  the  waves. 

Tliere  was  the  stirring  sound  of  the  chase  ; 

There  chiefs  were  hastening  from  the  hall ; 
380  Taller  than  any  on  the  plain 

Was  (the  chief  of )  Atha  of  winding  streams. 

His  eye  was  bent  on  his  beloved — 

Sulvalla  of  shining  hair. 

From  his  stately  steps  upon  the  hill 
385  Proudly  she  turned  her  face  away 

And  tightened  the  string  of  her  bow. 

Such  was  the  maiden's  lightsome  dream, 
"When  Atha's  (lord)  drew  uigh 


the  rusli}'  fieltls.  There  is  tlie  sound  tlwt  prepares  for  tlie  cliase. 
There  the  moving  of  warriors  from  the  liall.  But  tall  above  tho 
rest  is  scen  the  hero  of  streamy  Atha.  He  hends  his  eye  of  love  on 
Sul-malla  from  his  stately  steps.  She  turns  with  pride  her  face 
awaj',  and  careless  heuds  the  how. 

Su.ch  were  tlie  dreams  of  the  maid  when  Cathmor  of  Atha  came. 


Sulvalla 
(ireains  of  her 
father's  hiiiiie, 
wheie  she  first 
l.eln4(l 
Ca-iQor. 


Her  helniet 
had  dropped 
otf  her  head, 
and  Caiiior, 
accidentally 
coming  near, 
recognised 
her. 


Deeply 
grieved  at 
seeing  her 
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Cliuiinaic  e  ^Tuaidli  a  b'  ìiillidli  siuingh, 
390  'Aleasg  siubbail  a  cuach-cbiabban. 
Dh'aitluiicb  c  òigb  o  Lìimon  thall. 
Ciod  'tlia  'u  conias  do  shàr  a  dheanamb  1 
Dh'èinch  osna  ;  tbuit  na  deoir, 
Ghrad-tbionndaidh  e  mòr  a  clicuman. 
395  Cba-u  àm  so  dbuit-sa  fein,  a  rigb, 

D'  auam  'mbosgladb  fo  strì  dhìombair ; 
Tha  còmbrag  a'  taomadli  o  'n  fbritb 
Mar  shrutbau  ciava  o  mbouadh  sianar. 


a  The  honie 
of  tlie  sulleu 
voice  of 
battles ;  lit. 
the  dmlcy 

6'(ar,  "dusky," 
"dark- 
bronn,"  is 
often  uscd  to 
denote  a 
glooiny,  surly, 
or  sad  inind — 
applied  to  the 
hue  of  the 
mind  as  well 
as  to  tli.it  of 
matcrial 
objeets. 
'  Brown 
eagle — Gael. 
riubhachf 
generally 
meaus  "brin- 
dlcd,"  but 
soraetimes 
"  brown." 


Bhuail  e  copan-caismeacbd  a  sgiatb', 
400  Aite  còmlinuidb  gutb  ciar  nam  bbàr." 

Ghluais  Èirinn  mu  'u  cuairt  do  'n  ùrd  tbriatb 
Fuaim  sgeitb'  ioLiir  riabbaicb  nau  càrn.'' 
Cblisg  òigli  0  'caoin  chadal  's  an  uair, 
'Ciabh  àillidh  m'a  gi'uaidh  a'  dol  mall ; 
405  Thog  i  'ceann-bbeairt  o  eudann  ua  cruaieb  ; 
Chrith  ise  fo  thruaigb  anus  a'  bhalL 
C'uim'  bhiodb  fios  doilili  'au  Eiriuu  nui  'n  òigb, 
Nighiu  Innis  nan  còrr  gheug  luiiue  ? 
Blia  'cuimbue  mu  shinus're  nan  rìgli, 
410  'S  bba  'h-anam  a'  strì  fo  mbòrcbuis. 
Bha  'ccumau  gbin  air  clud  uan  càrn 
Aig  gorm  sbrutban  nam  liL'ir  air  cbòuibnard  ; 
Aite  faicinn  nan  ruadb  's  a'  ghleann. 


He  saw  her  fair  face  beforc  hiiu  in  the  miJst  of  her  wamlering  locks. 
He  knew  the  niaid  of  Lunion.  "What  shoukl  Cathiuor  do  ?  His 
sighs  arise,  his  tears  cojne  ihiwu  ;  liut  straight  he  turns  away. 
"  This  is  no  tinie,  king  of  Atlui,  to  awake  thy  secret  soul.  The 
battle  is  rolled  hefore  thee  like  a  trouliled   streaui." 

He  struck   that  warning  boss  wherein  dwelt  the   voice  of  war. 
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He  saw  a  clieek  of  loveliest  tint 
390  Amicl  tlie  waudering  of  lier  waviug  locks. 

He  knew  tbc  maid  of  far-off  Lumon. 

What  is  in  tlie  warrior's  power  to  do  ' 

Eose  a  sigb,  aud  fell  tbe  tears ; 

Generous,  be  quickly  turns  away. 
395  Tbis  is  uo  time  for  tbee,  0  king ! 

To  kiudle  secret  struggle  iu  tby  soul ; 

Battle  is  pouring  from  tbe  wood,-' 

Like  brown  torrents  from  a  stormy  biU. 

He  .struek  tbe  waruiug  boss  oi  bis  sliiekl, 
400  Tlie  bome  of  tbe  sullen  voicc  of  battles." 

Erin  gatbered  rouud  tbe  noble  cbief  [eagie.'' 

Witb  souud  like  tbe  wiug  of  tbe  browu  mouutain- 
Started  tbe  maiden  from  ber  sootbiug  sleep, 
Her  lovely  locks  slow-waving  rouud  ber  cbeeks  ; 
405  Sbe  lifted  ber  belm  from  tbe  face  of  tbe  bill, 
And  trembled  in  misery  as  sbe  stood 
"Wby  sbould  tbey  know,  in  Erin,  of  tbe  maid, 
Daugbter  of  tbe  isle  of  fair  gTceu  trees  ? 
Her  memory  was  on  ber  ancestry  of  kings, 
410  And  ber  soul  was  struggliug  iu  pride. 
Her  modest  patb  is  bebiud  tbe  cairus, 
By  tbe  bhie  streams  of  gi'een  and  level  sward — 
Tbe  place  wbere  deer  were  seen  in  tbe  gleu, 


DUAX  IV. 

tliere,  wlien 
he  tlioui;lit 
slie  was  iu  lier 
father's  hall, 
he  geutly 
drew  bai'k 
without  dis- 
turbiiig  her 
skep. 


He  soon  after 
struck  his 
shield  to  ronse 
his  warriiii-s. 
She  awoke, 
auil  fiuding 
that  her 
lielniet  had 
roUed  oH',  feels 
verv  miserable 
in  the  cer- 
tainty  of  her 
haviug  been 
recognised  by 
Ca-mor. 


She  withdraws 
to  a  secluded 
valley  behind 
the  mouutaiu. 


Erin  rose  aroiind  bim  like  tlie  souuil  of  eagle-^ving.  Sul-malla 
starteJ  from  sleep  in  her  disorderfd  locks.  She  seized  the  lielmet 
from  earth  ;  she  tremhled  in  her  place.  "  ^^Tiy  sliould  they  know 
in  Erin  of  the  daughter  of  Inis-huna  ? "  She  rememhereil  the  race 
of  kings  ;  the  pride  of  her  soul  arose.  Her  steps  are  hehind  a 
rock  by  the  'blue-w'inding  stream  of  a  vale,  where  dwelt  the  dark- 
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Seal  mu  'n  d'thàinig  a  nall  an  còmlu-ag. 
4:15  An  sin  air  uairibh  ghluaiseas  suas 

Guth  Cliathnihoir  gu  chiais  Shuhnhalla  ; 
Bha  'h-anam  fo  chiaradli  gun  tuar ; " 
Thaom  i  'focala  fuar  air  saoith. 


o  Tuar,  genc 
i'iilly  lU-notiug 
"  colour," 
sometimes 
mcans  "  sliel- 
ter, "  or  "  habi- 
tatiou,"  and 
appears  to  do 
so  liere.    Gun 
tiijh,  ijun  tuar, 
"  witliout 
house  or  sliel- 
ter,"is  still  a 
common  ex- 
pression. 


"  Ghluais  aisHngean  caoinc  uaui  fcin ; 
420  Thruig  iad  m'  anam  fo  bheutl  'us  chjgln-uiun  : 

Cha  chkiinn  mi  guth  seilg  anns  a'  bhcinn; 

Tha  mi  ccilte  'an  cearl)  a'  cliòmhraig. 

Tha  mi  'sealltuinn  sìos  o  mo  nial ; 

Cha-n'eil  clearrsa  gu  'tlnian  air  mo  cheuman. 
42.5  Tha  mi  'faicinn  a'  ghaisgich  'dol  sios  ; 

Tlia  rìgli  na  mòr  sgeith'  ag  èirigh ; 

Esan  'clioisneas  buaidh  'an  cunnart — 

Triath  Sliehua  nan  slcaglian  's  nam  bcuman. 

'Thaibhs'  Chonmhoir,  a  threig  sinn  fo  nial, 
430  'Bheil  do  cheumau  'triall  na  gaoithe  ì 

An  tig  tliu  air  \uuril)h  oirnn  sios 

Gu  talanih  nan  sìau  a  tlia  baoth  ? 

'Athair  neartmhoir  Sliìdmhalla  fo  bhr^iu  ; 

Is  ceart  gu-n  tig  thu  fein,  a  thriatli' ; 
435  Chualam  d'fhocal  fo  shìan  na  h-oidhche, 

'N  àm  m'  dirigh  gu  Eiriun  nan  sgiath, 

Innis  àilHdh  nan  ceud  shruth  a'  boillsgeadh. 

Thiff  taibhsean  ar  sìnns're  'an  guth 


lirow'ii  liiiiil  ero  yi't  tlic  w:ir  arosiì.  Tliitluìr  canu'  tlii-  voicc  of  Cath- 
iiior  iit  times  to  Sul-iiuilhi's  ear.  Ik'r  soul  is  darkly  Siid.  iSlic  [ìours 
hcr  \vord.4  ou  wiiid. 

"  The  dreaiiis  of  Inis-liuna  departed  ;  they  are  dLspersed  from 
iuy  souh  I  hear  not  the  chase  in  my  land  ;  I  am  coiicealed  in  the 
sliirt  of  war.     I  look  forth  frum  my  cloud  ;  uo  Leam  appears  to  liglit 
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Brief  time  before  tlie  war  began. 
415  Hitlier  at  times  will  ascencl  on  liigli 
The  voice  of  Ca-mor  to  Sulvalla's  ear  : 
Her  soul  is  dark  and  desolate  ;  " 
Slie  poured  lier  cold  words  ou  tlie  wind. 

"  Gone  from  me  are  tlie  pleasing  di'eams  ; 
420  Wounded  aud  paiued  they  have  left  my  soul 

No  voice  of  chase  shall  I  hear  on  the  Ben ; 

I  am  hidden  in  the  skirt  of  war. 

I  h:)ok  dowuwards  from  my  clouds; 

No  ray  of  light  is  on  my  steps. 
425  I  behokl  the  hero  falling  ; 

The  kiug  of  the  great  shiekl  rises ; 

He  who  wius  victory  iu  dauger — 

Selma's  lord  of  spears  aud  cleaving  blows. 

Spirit  of  Cou-mor,  Avhich  left  us  iu  gloom, 
430  Do  thy  footsteps  travel  the  wind  ? 

Wilt  thou  at  times  to  us  come  down 

To  the  stormy  aud  troubled  earth  ? 

jMighty  father  of  mouruful  SulvaUa, 

Surely  thou  wilt  come,  thou  princc ; 
435  I  have  heard  thy  word  iu  the  storm  of  uight 

Wheu  I  started  for  Erùi  of  shiekls — 

Fair  isle  of  huuch'ed  shiniug  streams. 

Our  fathers'  spirits  come  in  voice 


liiy  path.  I  beliolil  iiiY  wanior  low,  for  the  broad-shiekletl  king  is 
near — he  that  overoomes  iu  danger — Fingal  from  Selma  of  spears  ! 
Spirit  of  departed  Conmor  !  are  thy  steps  on  the  bosom  of  'winds  ? 
Comest  thou  at  times  to  other  lands,  father  of  sad  Siil-malla  ì  Thou 
dost  come  !  I  have  heard  thy  voice  at  uiglit,  while  yet  I  rose  on 
the  wave  to  Erin  of  the  streams.    The  ghosts  of  fathers,  they  say. 


DUAN  IV. 


Her  soliloquy 
on  consiJering 
her  situatiou. 
She  fovesee.s 
the  fall  of 
C'a-mor  uuJer 
Fingal's 
sworJ ; 


and  she 

entreats  the 
spii'it  of  lier 
fatlier  to  eoni 
anj  take  her 
to  liis  ovvu 
abode. 
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DUAN  IV.  Gu  anam  'tlia  dubhadh  fo  bhròn, 

440  'N  uair  a  chi  iad  'n  an  aonar  fo  dhubh 
Sìo]  teaghhiieh  mu  'n  dùnadh  au  ceò. 
Gairm  mi,  'athair  threin,  dhuit  fein, 
'N  uair  bhios  Cathmor  fo  bheud  air  làr, 
An  sin  bithidh  Suilmhalla  gun  fheum 
445  Mease  dòghruinn  leatha  fdiu  m'  a  sàr." 


call  away  the  souls  of  their  race  ■n'hile  they  behold  them  lonely 
in  the  midst  of  ■woe.     Call  me,  my  father,  away  !     When  Cathmor 


SGo 


To  a  soul  which  darkens  iu  sorrow, 
440  When  they  see  in  loneliness  and  woe 

The  race  of  those  whoiu  mist  enshrouds. 

Brave  father,  call  me  to  thyself ; 

When  Ca-mor  lies  wounded  on  the  ground, 

SulvaUa  wiU  then  be  helpless, 
445  Lonely  in  anguish  for  her  lord." 


is  low  on   earth,   then   shall   Sul-malla  he  lonely  in  the  midst  of 
woe  !  " 


ì 


D   U   A   N     \ 


AR(;UMENT. 

"  The  poet,  after  a  short  address  to  the  harp  of  Cona,  describes  the  arrange- 
meut  of  buth  armies  on  either  side  of  tlie  river  Lubar.  Fingal  gives  the 
comraand  to  Fillan  ;  but  at  tlie  same  tinie  orders  Gaul,  the  son  of  Morni, 
who  had  been  wounded  in  the  hand  in  tlie  preceding  batlle,  to  assist  hira 
■HÌth  his  counsel.  The  army  of  tlie  Fir-bolg  is  coramanded  by  Foldath. 
Tlie  general  onset  is  described.  The  great  actions  of  Fillan.  He  kiUs 
Eothmar  and  Cidmin.  But  when  FiIIan  conquers  in  one  wing,  Folduth 
presses  hard  on  the  other ;  he  wounds  Uerraid,  the  son  of  Duthno,  and 
puts  the  whole  wing  to  flight.  Dermid  deliberates  with  hiniself,  and  at 
last  resolves  to  put  a  stop  to  the  progress  of  Foldath  by  engaging  him 
in  single  combat.  When  the  two  chiefs  were  approaching  towards  one 
anolher,  FiIIan  came  suddenly  to  the  relief  of  Dermid,  engaged  Foldath, 
and  killed  him.  The  behavìour  of  Malthos  towards  the  fallen  Foldath. 
FiIIan  put.s  the  whole  army  of  the  Fir-bolg  to  fiight.  The  book  closes 
with  an  addross  to  C'Iatho,  the  mother  of  that  hero." — M. 
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n  "TUp  form- 
less  vision," 
or,  it  may  be, 
tlie  "  spon- 
taneous 
vìsion" — i.K. 
what  I  have 
not  made  or 
pictured. 


^  Sable  mist ; 
lit.  blind  mist. 


Thus',  'tlia  'cliòralmiiidli  am  mcasg  nan  sgiatli, 

'Tlia  clio  àrda  's  a'  cliiar  thalla 

A  chlàrsacli,  o  d'aite  thig  s\os, 

'Us  cluinneam  gu  min  do  ghuth. 
5  '^lhic  Alpuinu,  buail-sa  an  teud  ; 

Mosgail  'anam  do  'n  treun  bhàrd  : 

Ghluais  torman  shruth  Lòra  uam  luin 

Coi-thional  nan  sgeul  a  bha  ann. 

Mi  'seasadh  'an  neulaibh  nam  bliadhna, 
10  'S  gann  am  fosgladli  's  is  ciar  na  dh'fhalbh  ; 

'N  uair  a  thig  dhomh  an  sealladh  gun  deanamh,'' 

Tha  e  doiUeir  ag  iadhadh  mu  an  àm. 

f 'hiiniieani  tbus',  a  chlàrsach  o  Shelma ; 

TiUidh  m'anam  gu  dàna  dhomh  fuin, 
15  Mar  aiteal  na  gaoitlie  "tha  mall, 

'Thogas  grian  o  shàmhcliair  nan  gleann, 

Aite  còmhnuidh  do'n  dal!  cheò.'' 

Tha  Lùbar  a'  deah'adli  'am  fhianuis 
'Us  i  'taomadh  gu  fiar  tro'  ghleann  ; 
20  Air  gach  taobh  air  cruachan  nach  losal 


Thou  dwellor  TDetween  the  sliielils  tliat  liaiig  on  liigh  in  Ossiiin's 
liall  !  descend  from  thy  place,  O  harp  !  and  let  ine  hear  thy  voicct. 
Son  of  Alpin,  .striko  the  string  ;  thou  niust  awake  the  soul  of  tli(> 
hard.  The  murmur  of  Lora's  stroam  has  rollod  tho  tiilo  away.  I 
stand  in  tlie  oloud  of  yoars.     Few  aro  its  oponings  toward  the  pa.st ; 
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Thou  tbat  clwellest  among  the  shields 
Which  hang  so  high  in  the  darksome  hall — 
Thou  harp,  come  down  from  thy  place, 
And  let  me  hear  thy  soothing  voice. 
5  Son  of  Alpin,  strike  the  string  ^ — 
Waken  the  soul  of  the  hero-bard  ; 
The  murmur  of  Lora's  stream  has  banished 
The  crowding  tales  of  olden  time. 
1  stand  amidst  the  clouds  of  years  : 

10  Narrow  their  opening ;  dark  the  past ; 
(And)  wheu  the  formless  vision  comes," 
It  shrouds  the  time  in  dimness. 
Let  me  hear  thee,  0  harp  from  Selma  ! 
My  soul  will  return  to  me  in  strength, 

15  Like  a  breeze  of  gentle  wind 

Stirred  by  the  sun  iu  silent  glens — 
The  dwelliug-phxce  of  sable  mist.* 

Lubar  is  shining  before  me 
In  its  slow  wiudiug  throiigh  the  glen  : 
20  On  either  side,  on  rising  heights, 


Ossian  invokes 
the  harp  of 
Selma. 


He  describes 
the  sltuation 
of  the  two 
armies,  one 
on  each  side 


aiid  wlien  tbe  vision  comes,  it  is  but  dim  and  dark.  I  bear  thee, 
liarp  of  Selma  !  my  soul  returns  like  a  breeze  wbicb  tbe  sun  brings 
baek  to  tbe  vale,  wliere  dwelt  tlie  lazy  mist ! 

Lubar  is  brigbt  before  nie  in  tbe  -windings  of  its  vale.  On  eitlier 
siile,  on  tbeir  bills,  rise  tbe  tall  forms  of  tbe  kings.     Their  jieople  are 
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"  From  rloinls. 
S/>(,i(!/ì, 
gc'iii'nilly 
"  WilVl', "  is, 
botli  hnve  aiid 
1.  410,  pro- 
perly  trans- 
lati-il  "niilir-s" 
by  JI:u:f:irI,ui. 


Àrd  choslas  nan  rìglire  gu  h-àrd  ; 
An  shiagh  a'  taomadh  dlùth  mu  'n  cuairt, 
Ag  aomadli  suas  gu  guth  nan  triath, 
Mar  gu-n  hibhradh  au  sìuus're  o  stuaidh  " 

25  A'  teurnadh  o  fhuar  ghaoith  nan  sliabh. 
ladsan  mar  charraigil;)]i  shuas, 
An  ciar  cheann  fo  bhuaireadh  nau  craobh, 
An  stoirm  'us  ceò  a'  suàmh  mu  'u  cuairt  : 
Ard  air  an  aomadh  tha  sruth 

30  A'  taomadli  a  chobhair  air  eaoith. 


b  The  gleam- 
ing  luivoc  ; 
lit.  the  gleam- 
in(j  ofinjunis 
or  lossas — i.c. 
liis  spear. 


Fo  fhocalailjli  àrda  rìgli  Atha 
Tliaom  Eiriun  guu  tàmh  air  an  raon 
Mar  fhuaira,  nach  'cil  faoin,  o  dhcahm  ; 
Garbh-chearbach  an  teurnadh  gu  Lùbar, 

35  Rompa  Foldath  as-ùr  le  'cheuman. 
Threig  an  rìgh  an  raon  ch:i  bheiuu  ; 
Shuidh  e  sios  fo  gheugan  daraich  : 
Tha  siubhal  nan  sruthan  ris  fòin  ; 
Thog  e  deah'adli  uam  l)eudan  thairis,'' 

40  Sleagh  alluidh  nan  righ  'bha  'u  a  làiuih  ; 
Bu  dhealradh  ise  fèin  do  shluagh 
'An  garbh  mhcadhon  a'  chruaidh  cliòmhraig. 
Teanu  air  sheas  aiuuir  nan  triatli, 
Nighean  Chonmhoir  nan  sgiath  goima, 

45  'Glan-aomadh  ri  carraig  's  i  fann  : 


poureil  iirnuml  tln'iii,  ln'nilini,'  l'orwiii'il  to  llirir  wiiril.-;,  as  if  lln.'ir 
fathers  siiuko  (lesuciuliiig  frdiii  tlic  winils.  IJut  they  theinselves 
are  like  two  rock.s  iti  the  iniilst,  eaeh  with  its  dark  head  of 
pines,  when  thoy  are  scen  in  tlic  ih'sert  iiliovc  low-sailing  niist. 
High  on  their  face  are  .streaiiis  which  spn^ad  their  foaiu  on  lilasts 
iif  winil  ! 
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The  tall  form  of  a  king  is  seen. 
Tlieir  hosts  are  crowding  close  around, 
Gathering  to  the  voices  of  the  chiefs, 
As  though  their  fathers  spoke  from  clonds  " 

25  Descendiug  from  the  cold  wind  of  the  hills. 
Like  they  are  to  lofty  crags — 
Dark-lieaded  crags  'mid  tossing  trees, 
Wlicn  storni  and  nùst  are  floating  round  : 
High  on  their  slope  is  a  torrent 

30  Which  flings  its  foam  ujjon  the  wind. 

At  the  high  command  of  Atha's  king 
Poured  Erin  straightway  o'er  the  field 
Lilvc  the  dreadful  noise  of  lightning  : 
Widespread  was  their  descent  to  Lubar. 

35  Folda  strides  again  before  them. 
The  king  left  the  field  for  the  hill ; 
He  sat  beneath  the  branches  of  an  oak  : 
The  flow  of  rivers  is  beside  him. 
He  raised  on  high  the  gleaming  havoc '' — 

40  The  devouring  spear  of  kings  was  iu  his  hand 
In  itself  it  was  light  to  the  host, 
In  the  stormy  meeting  of  stern  strife. 
Near  him  stood  the  maideu  of  chiefs — 
Daughter  of  Conmor  of  blue  shields  ; 

45  Lovely,  but  faint,  she  leaned  against  a  rock — ■ 
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of  the  river 
Lubar,  await- 
iiig  the  com- 
maiids  of  their 
respective 
kings. 


Ca-mor  orilcrs 
the  host  of 
Eriii,  to  ad- 
vance,  having, 
as  fornii'rly 
.statcd,  givcn 
the  conimand 
to  Folda. 


Sulvalla 
stands  near 
liim  in  a 
secluded  glen. 


Bencatli  tlie  voice  of  Cathinor  pours  Erin  like  the  sotind  of  flame. 
Wide  they  conie  down  to  Lubar.  Before  them  is  the  stride  of  Fol- 
dath.  But  Cathmor  retires  to  his  hill  beneath  his  bending  oak. 
The  tumbling  of  a  stream  is  near  the  king.  He  lifts  at  times  his 
gleaming  spear.  It  is  a  flame  to  liis  people  iu  the  midst  of  war. 
Near  him  stauds  the  dau'diter  of  Con-nior  leaniug  on  a  rock.     Slie 
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DITAN  V. 

Cha  bu  shòla.s  dhise  an  strì ; 

Cha  robli  anam  na  mìne  mu  f  huil. 

»  A  glenlet 
glTeu.  &e. — 
deseribedniore 
fully  in  Duau 
VII.,  and 
called  the 
Glen  of  Lona. 

50 

Tha  olcannan  uaine  sfjaoilte  thall " 
Aig  iomall  meall  o'n  glaine  srutli  ; 
'An  sàmhchair  tlia  'iihrian  air  an  alld, 
'S  a'  teurnadli  o'n  àird  na  ruaidh  : 

'  The  maiden- 
ly  eyes  ;  lit. 
tlie  eycs  of  eT 
ceUeiìces,  or  o/ 
gooU  qualilies. 

Orrasan  bha  sùik'an  nam  beus  ^" 

'Measg  smuaintcan  'bha  'jj  òirio-h  'n  a  cliabh. 

O                                                             O               o 

Cliunnaic  Fionnghal  air  au  àird 

c  Borhar 

5.5 

Treun  mhac  Bhorbair,  an  t-sàir  Dliìibh'uil  : " 

Du-hul's  son 
— i.e.  Ca-nior. 

Chunnaic  Èirinn  gu  dòmhail  a  nall 
Fo  sgiathan  nan  càrn  'an  dùbhra. 
Bhuail  e  copan,  comhara  'chòmhraig, 
Caismeachd  do  mliòr  shkiagli  gu  gèilk'adh, 

60 

'N  uair  chuireadh  e  romp'  a  sheòdan 
Gu  kirg  o-m  bi  mòrchuis  ag  èirioli. 

O                                                                      O                O 

'S  lìonmhor  'ghhiais  na  sleaghan  fo  ghrt^in, 
Fuaim  nan  so-iath  a'  freatvradh  mu  'n  cuairt, 
Cha  robh  eamxl  as:  iadliadh  mar  nial 

O              O 

65 

'Measg  coi-thional  gailbheach  nan  sluagh  ; 
Bha  esan  fèin  an  rìgh  ri  'n  taobh, 
A  neart  nach  faoin  o  Shehna  thall. 
Bha  sòlas  a'  deahadli  mu  'n  hioch  ; 
Chualas  gu  caoin  a  ghuth  niall. 

ilid  1 

ot  njoice  at  tho  strife  ;  lier  soul  ihdij,dited  not  in  hlood.     A 

valley  siiread.s  green  liehind  tlie  liill,  with  its  three  hhie  stream.s. 

The 

sun  is  there  in  silence.     Thc  dun  mountain-roes  conic  down. 

On  these  are  tnnied  the  eyes  of  Sul-nialla  in  lier  tlinnijlitful  niood. 

Fingal  heholds  Cathnior  on  higli,  tlie  son  of  Burliar-diithul ;  he 

heho 

ds  the  d('i'])-nilling  of  I'>in  on  the  darkcned  pl.iin.     He  strikiw 
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No  joy  to  her  was  tlie  battle  ; 
The  soul  of  the  gentle  one  was  not  ou  blood. 
A  glenlet  greeu  exteuds  before  her  " 
Beucath  a  hill  of  clearest  stream  ; 
50  The  sun  is  ou  tlie  stream  iu  silence, 
The  deer  come  down  from  the  heights  : 
Ou  tliese  were  the  maideuly  eyes,' 
Amid  thoug-hts  which  stirred  iu  her  breast. 


Fiugal  behekl  ou  the  height 
55  Great  Borbar  Du-hul's  valiaut  son  : ' 
He  saw  (the  host  of)  Erin  pressing  on, 
In  shadow  of  the  wings  of  cairns. 
He  struck  the  boss,  the  sign  of  battle, 
A  warning  to  great  hosts  to  yiekl, 
GO  When  he  sends  before  them  his  heroes 
To  a  fìekl  wheuce  renowu  wiU  spring. 
Many  tlie  spears  whicli  rose  in  the  suu  ; 
Tlie  sound  of  shiekls  re-echoed  round — 
Fear  did  uot,  like  a  cloud,  eufold 
65  The  dreadful  gathering  of  the  host. 
He  himself,  the  king,  was  by  their  side 
In  his  matchless  strength  from  far-olf  Selma. 
Gladness  shoue  around  the  hero; 
His  measured  voice  was  heard  with  joy. 


Fingal,  seeing 
Erin's  ail- 
vanr.e,  orclers 
his  liost  to 
advance. 


th;it  warning  boss,  wliich  hids  the  people  to  ohey,  when  lie  sends 
his  chiefs  hefore  them  to  the  field  of  renown.  Wide  rise  their 
spears  to  the  sun  :  their  echoing  shields  reply  around.  Fear,  hke 
a  vapour,  winds  not  among  the  liost,  for  he,  the  kino,  is  near,  the 
strength  of  streamy  Sehna.  Gladness  brighteus  the  hero.  We  hear 
his  words  witli  joy. 
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o  Frora  these ; 
Gael.  "hence" 
—  apparently 
refcrring  to 
tlie  mountain- 
streanis  to 
wlii.'li  thc 
IK.0,,1,-  are 
conipared. 


*  Beneath  my 
cye  they  did 
not  come — i.e. 
he  took  no 
notice  of 
them. 


70       "  Mar  imcachd  na  gaoitli'  air  an  stuaidli 

Sìol  Sliclma  iiam  fuaim  -a  <1o1  sìos  ; 

Tha  iadsan  mar  uisgc  o  chruaich, 

Nach  caisgear  'am  buaireadh  a  strì. 

A  so  fèiu  a  ghluaiseas  rao  chliu  " 
75  'C'liur  ainm  dhomh  as-ùr  o'n  tir ; 

Cha  roljji  mi  'n  ani  dhcarrsa  air  chid, 

Bhur  ceuiiian-se  'dlùthadh  'am  dlieigh. 

Cha  robh  mi  fèin  mar  chruth  'bha  faoin, 

A'  dubhadh  baoth  'n  'ur  fianuis  thall. 
80  Cha  bu  thorrunn  mo  ghuth  do  laoich ; 

0  mo  shùilean  cha  taomadh  am  bàs. 

N  uair  a  thigeadh  sliochd  mòrchuis  gun  fheum, 

Cha  tuiteadh  iad  fein  fo  mo  rosg ; '' 

Fo  dliì-cliuindni'  'an  talla  nan  teud, 
85  Mar  dhubh-chcò  o  blieinn  a'  sìoladh. 

Tha  dealan  ìir  'dol  suas  g'ur  còir  : 

Cha  lionmhor  'an  còndu'ag  a  cheuman  ; 

Cha  ruìundior ;  ach  tha  e  gu  còrr. 

Cumaibh  an  dubli-chialìh  òg  o  eiginn  ; 
90  Thugaibii  air  ais  Fillean  le  sòlas. 

'N  a  dhcigh  so  l.ù'dli  'chòmhrag  'n  a  aonar. 

Tha  'dhealbhsan  mar  shìnns're  nan  còrr  gliniomh  ; 

Tha  'anam  mar  dliealan  'an  cliu. 

'Mliòr  ndiic  Mhorni  a'  nihòr  cliarbaid, 
95  Jjiodh  do  chcuman  a'  falbh  mu  'n  òg  ; 


"  Liko  i\w  coming  fortli  of  vinds  is  thu  sound  of  Selnia's  sons. 
They  are  niounlain-waters  ileterinined  in  tlieir  course.  Ilence  is 
Fingal  renowned  ;  hence  is  liis  nnmo  in  otljer  l;niil.s.  Ile  was  not  a 
lonely  hcani  in  danger,  for  your  steps  were  alway.s  near.  But  never 
was  Fingal  a  ilrcaiiful  form  in  yuur  presonco  darkenoil  into  wratli. 
My  voicc  was  no  thunder  to  your  ears ;  uiine  eyes  seut  forth  no  dcath. 
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70       "  Like  tlie  course  of  the  wind  on  waves 

Advauces  tlie  race  of  sounding  Selma — 

Like  water  from  the  mountaiu  steep, 

Whose  roaring  rush  cannot  be  staj'ed. 

From  these  arises  my  reuown  ;  " 
75  They  ever  seud  my  name  beyoud  my  hìud  : 

I  was  not  as  a  louely  light ; 

Your  steps  were  close  behind  me. 

Nor  was  I  as  an  empty  form, 

Loomiug  aimlessly  before  you  ; 
80  ]My  voice  was  not  as  thunder  to  (ray)  heroes, 

Nor  poured  I  death  from  my  eyes. 

When  the  j^ithless  race  of  pride  drew  near, 

Beneath  my  eye  they  did  uot  come  : '' 

(They  are)  forgotten  iu  the  hall  of  liarps, 
85  Like  sable  mists  wliich  vauish  from  the  Beu. 

A  new  bright  light  now  shiues  among  you  :  '^ 

His  steps  in  battle  are  not  many — 

They  are  few  ;  but  he  is  brave. 

Guard  his  youug  dark  locks  from  harm ; 
90  Bring  FiUan  back  M'ith  joy  : 

Hereafter  he  will  fight  alone. 

His  form  is  like  his  sires  of  doughty  deeds  ; 

His  soul  is  burning  for  renown. 

Great  son  of  Morni  of  great  chariots, 
95  Let  thy  steps  be  nigh  the  youth  ; 
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After  speaking 
of  tlii'  ifnuwii 
they  liail 
secured  to 
him  in  former 
days, 


lie  ai)]inints 
liis  ynun^ 
'FilIan 
noiv  ti)  lead 
theni,  anil 
comineiids 
hini  to  tlieir 

aro  ;  irmre 

spe.ially 
charf,'es  Gaul 
to  direut  bim. 


Wlien  the  liauglity  appeared,  Ibelield  tlieni  not.  Tliey  were  forgot 
at  my  feusts  ;  like  mist  they  melted  away.  A  young  Ijeam  is  liefore 
you.  Few  are  his  paths  to  war  ;  they  are  few,  but  lie  is  valiant. 
Defend  niy  dark-haired  son.  Bruig  Fillan  back  ivith  joy  ;  liereafter 
he  may  stand  alone.  His  form  is  like  his  fatliers  ;  his  soul  is  a 
flame  of  their  fire.    Son  of  car-borne  Morni,  move  behind  the  youth. 
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«  The  lines 
98,  99  are 
veiy  obscurely 
expresseJ  iii 
Gaelic.     I  un- 
dcrstand  them 
as  mi-aning 
Ihat  stivngth 
nr  Iicroisin 
witliunt  skill 
will  not  avail 
in  battle.     Git 
brvscadh  in 
the  beginning 
of  the  secoud 
line  would 
make  it  inuch 
clearer. 


Biodli  do  ghlaodli  'n  a  ehluais  k-  garbli  gliuth 
0  cheai'b  'u.s  o  fhalbhan  a'  c-hòmhraig. 
Cha-u  ann  gun  fhios  tha  feum  do  thriath  " 
Ai'd  bhriseadh  nau  sgiath  'an  còmh  -strì." 

100       Shìu  au  rìgh  a  cheum  gun  dàil 
Gu  àrd  charraig  chàthair  Chormuil ; 
0  àm  gu  àm  bhuail  dearrsa  thall 
A  ghorm-sgiath  nam  l)all  's  na  mòrchuis. 
'N  uair  ghluai.seas  mall  àrd  rìgli  nan  triath, 

105  Tha  'shùil  a'  sealltuinn  borb  o  'thaobh 
Mu  shiubhal  nan  daoin'  a'  dùnadh. 
Leth-liath  a  bha  'chiabhan  's  a'  ghaoith 
M'  a  ghnìiis  nach  robh  faoin  fo  dhhbhra, 
A  thuar  a'  lasadh  le  sòlas  fiar, 

110  ISIise  'dorchadh  's  a'  triall  'n  a  dheigli. 
A  nis  a  thàinig  Gall,  an  triath, 
A  sgiath  bhallach  air  iall  ri  laoch  ; 
Labhair  e,  's  e  grad  a'  dol  sìos  ; 
"  Mhic  Fionnghai],  tog  sgiath  ri  m'  thaobh, 

115  Tog  àrd  ri  mo  thaobli  i,  'threiu  ; 

Saoilidli  uaiiuhdeau  gur  feum  mo  shleagh, 
'S  iad  'g  a  faieiun  a'  soills'  auu  am  làimh. 
Ma  thuiteas  mi,  'thrèin,  air  chruaich, 
Ceil,  'Oiseiu,  an  uaigh  air  an  raon, 

120  Cha-n  imrich  an  làmh  so  a'  chruaidh. 


Let  thy  voice  reacli  liis  ear  from  tlic  skirts  of  wiir.    Kot  uiioliserved 
rolls  battle  beforc  tliee,  breaker  of  tlic  shiclds  1  " 

Thc  kmg  strode  at  once  away  to  Cornmrs  lofty  roek.  Intermit- 
ting  (Uirts  tlie  liglit  from  his  shicld  as  slow  thc  king  of  horoes  moves. 
Sidclong  rolls  liis  eyc  o'er  the  hcutli  as  ibrming  advancc  the  lines. 
Graeeful  fly  his  half-grey  locks  round  his  kingly  features,  now  light- 


Let  tliy  sliout  come  loudly  to  liis  ear 
From  the  edge  and  tlie  current  of  liattle. 
A  liero  witliout  skill  will  not  avail " 
To  brcalc  ou  liiaii  tlic  slnckl  iu  war.'' 
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100       Straigiitway  stretched  the  kiug  his  step 
To  the  high  rock  of  the  moor  of  Cormul; 
From  timc  to  time  light  giauced  across 
Ou  his  blue,  bossy,  giorious  shield. 
As  slowly  moves  the  high  kiug  of  chicfs, 

105  His  eye  looks  stenily  arouud 

Ou  the  march  of  the  meu  as  they  close. 
His  grizzled  locks  were,  ou  the  wiud, 
About  his  face,  dreadful  in  frown  ; 
His  colour  brighteued  in  steru  joy  : 

110  I  walked  iu  gloom  behind  him. 
Now  came  Gaul,  the  priuce  ; 
The  hero's  spotted  shiekl  liuug  by  a  thong  ; 
He  spoke  as  lie  quickly  advaneed  : 
"  Sou  of  Fingal,  raise  the  shiekl  to  my  side- 

115  High  raise  it  on  my  side,  thou  strong  one  ; 
The  foe  wiU  deem  my  spear  of  use 
As  they  see  it  shining  iu  my  hand. 
Thou  brave  one,  if  1  fall  upon  tlie  hill, 
Hide,  Ossian,  my  grave  on  tlie  fiekl. 

120  This  hand  is  powerk^ss  to  wiekl  the  steel; 


Fingal  with- 
draws,  aucom- 
panit'tl  by 


Gaul,  whose 
liaud  hajlieeu 
wouuiUmI  iu 
Uie  jii'evious 
battle,  eoniea 
foiward  and 
asks  Ossian  to 
bind  the 
shield  to  his 
side,  and 
charges  him, 
it'  he  should 
f'all,  to  couceal 
his  tomb. 


eiied  witli  drcadful  joy.  "Whullj'  miglity  is  tlie  cliief !  Beliind  liim 
dark  aiul  slow  I  iiioved.  Straight  came  forward  the  strength  of 
Gaul :  his  shield  hung  loose  on  its  tliong.  He  spoke  in  haste  to 
Ossiau  :  "  Bind,  son  of  Fingal,  tliis  shield  :  bind  it  liigh  to  the 
side  of  Gaul !  The  foe  may  behold  it,  and  think  I  lift  the  spear. 
If  I  should  fiill,  let  my  tomb  be  hid  in  the  field,  for  fall  I  must 
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1  AVliy  shouUl 
warriois,  &c. 
The  meaning 
of  these  two 
lines  seems  to 
be,  that  Gaul 
antl  Filhm 
shouhi  so 
aequit  them- 
sclves  as  to 
render  any 
reinforcement 
unnecessary. 


Na  cluiiinear  orm  luaidli  "tlia  faoiu  ; 

Na  cluiuneadli  ainnir  chaomli  mi  fuin, 

'S  i  'deargadh  fo  bheus  a  ciabhan. 

'FhiUein,  fo  shùilean  an  rìgh 
12.5  Na  dì  -chuimhn'  dhuinn  strì  nam  bcum  ; 

C'  uim'  a  thigeadh  na  gaisgich  o  'u  f hrìth  " 

'Tlioirt  cobhair  do  raon  a  tha  'm  feum  ?  " 

Leum  an  soun  'an  trom  an  t-sluaigh, 

Sgiath  bludluch  a'  fuaim  ri  'thaobh. 
130  Lean  mo  ghuth  treun  garbh-ghniomh  uam  buadh 

Troi'  astar  gu  buahidh  nau  Laoch. 

"  C'  uini'  a  thuitcadli  mac  Mhorni  "s  an  ìiir 

Gun  aitliris  a  chliu  'an  Eirinn  ? 

Tha  gnìomhan  uan  gaisgcach  air  chìd, 
1.3.5  Gun  chuimhne,  gun  diìi  ri  eirigii ; 

Tlia  'u  astar  gun  stoirm  air  an  raon ; 

Cha  cluiunear  gu  faoiu  au  gutli." 

Mo  shòhis  mu  chcumail)h  au  triath, 

Mo  tlu'iall  gu  carraig  an  rìgh, 
140  E  'suidhc  'au  seachrau  a  chiabli 

'Measg  gaoitli  uan  càru  liath  's  nam  frith. 

Mar  bhruachau  dubh  an  sluagii  ag  aomadli 
Gu  'cheile  aig  taonuidli  na  Lìd,)air, 
So  Foldath  mar  chaol  nial  air  beinn, 


\vitho\it  iuuii'.  Miiic  iuiu  raiinot  lift  tlie  stcel.  Let  iiot  Evir- 
clioiua  lii/ar  it,  to  lilii.sli  lictweeli  her  loelcs.  Fillaii,  the  mighty 
behold  iis  !  Lct  u.s  iiot  fovgct  tho  strife.  Wliy  .slmuhl  they  coino 
from  their  hills  to  iiiJ  our  flying  liclil  T' 

He  strode  oiiward  with  the  somul  of  his  sliicld.     My  voice  pur- 
sued  him  as  he  went.     "  Can  the  sou  of  Morni  fall  without  liis 
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Let  no  vain  praise  of  me  be  hearcl ; 

Let  (niy)  gentle  wife  liear  nonglit  of  me 

To  make  lier  blnsli  amid  lier  lovely  locks. 

Fillan,  beueath  the  eyes  of  the  king, 
125  Forget  we  not  the  cleaviug  fray : 

Why  shonld  warriors  come  from  tlie  wood" 

To  succonr  the  field  iu  straits?" 

The  hero  sprang  ìnid  the  tliick  of  the  host, 

His  bossy  shield  resounding  on  his  side. 
131)  Followed  my  voice  the  brave  of  great  and  noble 

On  his  path  to  the  conflict  of  warriors  :         [decds 

"  Why  should  the  son  of  i\Iorni  fall  iu  dnst 

And  his  fame  be  uusuug  iu  Eriu  ? 

Forgotteu  are  the  deeds  of  heroes, 
135  Their  memory  and  their  worth  nnknowu  :  ^ 

Their  path  is  silent  on  the  fiehl ; 

No  "whisper  of  their  voice  is  heard." 

I  joyed  iu  the  steps  of  the  prince  ; 

I  strode  to  the  rock  of  the  king  ; 
140  He  sat  amid  his  wandering  locks, 

Li  the  wind  of  hoary  cairns  and  woods. 

Like  black  ridgcs  beud  tlie  hosts 
Towards  each  otlier  at  the  tlow  of  Liibar : 
Here  Folda,  like  a  toweriug  cloud  on  the  hill ; 


fame  iii  Erin  ì  But  tlie  deeds  of  tlie  mighty  are  forgot  by  them- 
selves.  Tliey  rusli  careless  over  the  fields  of  reiiown  ;  tlieir  ■\vords 
are  never  heard."  I  rejoiced  over  the  steps  of  the  chief.  I  strode 
to  the  rock  of  the  king,  where  he  sat,  in  his  wandering  locks,  aniid 
the  mountain-wind. 

In  two  dark  ridges  bend  the  hosts  toward  each  other  at  Luhar. 


Gaul  tlien 
l''ill(in,  ^iii.l 

botll  lliLstcU 

on  to  tliB 
battle. 


Ossiaii  nioral- 
ises  on  the 
Heetiiig  fanie 
whieh  t'oUows 
the  fallcn 
warrior. 


Folda  aiid 
Fillan  stand 
opposite.    The 
charge  of  tlie 
two  hosts 
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145   Òg  Fhilloaii  ii'  dealradh  o  dhìibhra  : 

Gach  aon  fliear  lo  "shleagh  aniis  an  t-sruth 
A'  taomadh  a  ghuth  fo  gharbh  ehòmhrag. 
Bhuail  Gall  copan  Shelma  nam  fuaim  ; 
Thuit  an  sluagh  'an  cruadal  a'  bhlàir. 

150  Mar  a  thaomas  dà  alld  o  chruaich, 

(Bha  cruaidh  air  cliruaidh  a'  dealradh  thall), 
Dà  aUd  'thig  o  'n  aonach  le  fuaim; 
0  dhà  charraig  ghruamaich  uan  càrn, 
'S  iad  a'  measgadh  an  geal  chobhair  shìos. 

155  Faic  -sa  mac  a'  chliu  air  sliabh 

E  'gearrauh  sìos  àrd  neart  an  t-sluaigh  ! 
Tha  'm  bàs  air  an  osaig  mu  'n  triatli, 
Na  gaisgich  gu  'n  trian  gun  bhuaidh '' 
Mu  astar  FhiUein  'an  cruas  blàir. 


a  Steel  glit- 
ters,  &c.    This 
line  ni.iy  pos- 
sibly  i)e  in- 
tended  to 
compare  tlie 
glittering  of 
the  steel  with 
the  shining  of 
the  river.     If 
not,  it  iniist 
be  uiisplaeed. 


»  Wholly 
overthrown  ; 
lit.  entireli/ 
withiMt  vic- 
tory. 


160       Ròthmar,  sgiath  chopach  a  shluaigh, 

Aig  dà  charraig  shuas  fo  bheuman ; 

Dà  dharaig  fo  ghaoith  o  stuaidh 

An  geugan  m'a  chruaidh  a'  leumadh. 

Phlaoisg  e  'shìiilean  dorcha  thall 
165  Ag  iadhadh  mall  m'a  chàirdean  fein, 

'S  e  'feitheamh  'an  sàmhchair  ri  Fillean. 

Chunnaic  an  rìgh  an  còndirag  trcun  ; 

Bha  'auam  aa  eirio;h  gun  fhìamh. 


Herc  Foldath  rises  a  j)illar  of  darkncss ;  tliere  lirigliteiis  thc  youth 
of  l'illan.  Each,  with  his  spear'  in  tlie  streaiu,  sent  forth  the  voice 
of  war.  Ciaiil  struck  the  shielil  of  Selma.  At  once  they  ])lunge  in 
battle  !  Steel  j)ours  its  gleaiu  on  steel  :  like  the  fall  of  streams 
shone  the  field  when  thcy  niix  their  foanv  togetlier  froui  two  dark- 
browed  rocks.     Beliold  he  comes,  the  son  of  fanio  !     lle  lays  tlie 
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145   (There)  sbines  young  Fillan  amid  darkness — 

Each,  with  his  spear  in  tlie  river, 

Poured  forth  his  voice  for  conflict  stern. 

Struck  Gaul  the  sounding  boss  of  Selma  ; 

Thc  host  rushed  on  to  hardy  fight. 
150  As  rusb  two  rivers  from  on  bigh 

Steel  glitters  on  steel  afar " — 

Two  riverswbichcome  soundingfrom  the  mountain, 

From  two  frowniug  rocky  cairus, 

]\Iingling  their  white  foam  beneath. 
155   Behold  on  the  hill  tbe  son  of  renown 

Hewing  down  the  high  strengtb  of  thc  bost  I 

Death  is  on  tbe  hbist  around  the  cliief ; 

Warriors  are  wbolly  overthrown,'' 

Round  FiUau's  patb  iu  the  beat  of  battle. 


DUAN  V. 

compared  tn 
tha  nish  of 
two  rivers 
against  cach 
other. 


A  description 
of  Fillan's 
viutorious 
course. 


160       Eo-mar,  tbe  bossy  sbiebl  of  liis  jteople, 
Stood  bigb  beside  two  cloveu  rocks ; 
Two  oak-trees,  under  wind  from  ocean, 
Waved  tbeir  branches  rouud  bis  steeb 
He  widely  opened  his  dark  eyes, 

1G5  Slowly  winding  round  bis  friends, 
As  in  silence  he  waited  for  FiUan. 
Tbe  king  beheld  tbe  migbty  combat, 
And  bis  soul  arose  without  fcar. 


peoj)le  low  !     Deiitli  sits   ou  blasts  arouiid  liim  !     "Warriors  strew 
tliy  paths,  0  Fillan  ! 

Rotlimar,  the  sliield  of  waiTÌors,  stood  between  two  chinky  rocks. 
Two  oaks,  which  winds  had  bent  from  high,  spread  their  branches 
on  either  side.  He  roUs  his  darkening  eyes  on  FiUan,  and,  silent, 
shades  his  friends.     Fingal  saw  the  approaching  fight.     The  hero's 


He  kiUs 
Ro-mar. 
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^rai'  tlmiteas  claeli  Lòda  le  fuaini 
170  0  iomall  eruaielie  i)aii  (Iruim  àrd, 
■wiipna  'N  uair  thogas  tailjhs'  an  tahimli  sliiias," 

heavesThe  Tliuit  Ròthmar  uan  cruaidh  soiath  air  Làr. 

giound."    \Vc 
ìiave  here,  as 
well  as  in 
Duan  1. 1.  295, 
an  evident 
allusion  to  an 
earthquake. 


*  With  swing 
ing  strokes  ; 
lit.  K'ìl.h 
8lrrikes  from 
his  back. 


Teanu  air  bha  do  cheumau,  'Cliùihnirin 
Thàinig  hg  nan  ciabh  ùr  fo  dheoir  ; 

175  GheaiT  c  'u  osag  le  beumau  o  'chìihiol)]i,'' 
Roimh  mheasgadli  'an  deah'adh  uan  hiun 
Ri  FiUeau  do  nach  gauu  a'  bhuaidli. 
Chuir  e  bogha  fo  thaifeid  reidh, 
Le  Ròtlimar  uan  ceud  srutli  shuas ; 

180  Bha  'u  comhara  mu  ruaidh  's  a'  bheiuu, 
'S  gatli  grein'  a'  leum  thar  cruaieh. 
C'uim',  a  mhic  Chìiil-àluiuu  naiu  beus, 
C'uim',  a  Chùilmhìu  gu  treun  dhearrsa  ? 
Gath  tein'  e  'tha  'lo.sgadh  mu  'n  euairt ; 

18.5  Teich  gu  luath,  a  uihic  Chìiil-àluiun  ; 
Cha  bu  choimeas  'ur  n-aithrichean  feiu 
Ann  an  còmh  -stri  nam  beum  aii-  laou. 


Tlia  màthair  Chìiilmhiu  aiius  au  talla, 
A  sìiil  air  gorm  chlàraibh  nau  srutli  ; 
190  Tha  fiar  gliaoth  ag  èirigh  o  fhairge 
Ag  iadhadh  's  a'  tarruing  gu  dubh 


soul  arosp.  But  as  tlie  stono  of  Loila  falls,  shook  at  once  from 
rocking  Druman-ard,  wlion  spirits  lieave  the  eartli  in  tlieir  wrath, 
so  fell  bluc-shielded  Kothniar. 

Near  arc  tlic  stejis  of  Culmiii.  Tho  youth  camc,  biirsting  into 
tears.  Wnithful,  hc  cut  thc  wind  cre  yct  lic  mi.xed  liis  strokcs  with 
Fillan.     Ile  liad  first  bcnt  tho  bow  with  Rotlimar  at  thc  rock  of 


As  the  stoue  of  Loda  falls  with  noise 
170  From  the  edge  of  a  peak  of  lofty  ridge, 
When  a  spirit  upheaves  the  ground," 
Fell  Ko-mar  of  hard  shields  to  earth. 
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Xear  hini  were  thy  steps,  Culmeen  ; 

Thc  soft-haired  youth  came  on  in  tears  : 
1 75  With  swingiug  strokes  he  cleft  the  Ijhist,'' 

Ere  mixiug  in  the  flash  of  Uades 

AVitli  Fillan  of  mauy  coui|uosts. 

He  liad  stretched  the  smooth  bow-string 

With  Eo-mar  on  the  hill  of  hundred  streams; 
iso  They  marked  the  red  deer  on  the  Ben, 

AVhen  the  sunbeam  leaped  across  the  peaks. 

Wherefore,  son  of  mUd  Cul-alin  ; 

Why,  Cuhneen,  approach  a  light  so  strong? 

A  fire-beam  he,  consumiug  all  arouud. 
185  Quickly  flee,  thou  son  of  Cul-alin ; 

Far  uulike  were  your  fathers 

On  the  field  in  strife  of  cleavinti;  blows. 


He  next  kills 
Culmeen,  sou 
of  C'ul-alin, 


Tlio  mother  of  Culmeeu  is  iu  the  liouse, 
Her  eye  ou  tlie  blue  expanse  of  waters  ; 
190  A  wliirhvind  rises  from  the  sea, 
Eddyiug  aud  changing  to  black 


wliose  mother 
sees  liis  spirit. 
His  (lo;;s  he- 
gin  to  howl, 
and  the  shield 
whiih  he  lett 
at  home  is 


his  ovm  blue  .streams.  Tliere  they  liad  maiked  the  place  of  the  roe 
as  the  sunbeam  flew  over  the  fern.  Why,  son  of  Cul-allin  !  why, 
Culmin,  dost  thou  rush  on  that  heam  of  light?  It  is  a  fire  that 
consumes.  Son  of  Cul-aUin,  retire.  Your  fathers  were  not  equal 
in  the  glittering  strife  of  tlie  field.  The  mother  of  Culmin  remains 
in  the  hall ;  she  looks  forth  on  blue-roUing  Strutha.     A  whiilwind 
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i\[u  clirutli  'us  mu  thaiblis'  a  mic  ; 
Tha  donnal  'chon  'n  an  àite  fein, 
A  sgiath  gun  fheum  's  an  taUa  'm  fuil. 
195  "  'N  do  thuit  thu,  a  mhòr  thi  'l^ha  treun 
'An  còmhrasf  nam  beud  'au  Eirinn  !  " 


"  The  sinewy 
limb  now  stitf. 
Liùghfan, 
wliicli  I  can- 
not  find  in 
any  Gaelic 
dictionary,  is 
stiU  in  coni- 
nion  use  to 
dcnotr  tlie 
fcllock  of  a 
deer  or  cow, 
(if  t\\e  terni 
may  be  ap- 
plied  to  them) 
— from  lugha, 
a  "joinf'  or 
"hinge;" 
thence  "sup- 
jilcness. "     It 
nieans  the 
most  supple 
or  sinewy  part 
of  the  leg. 
"StifT;" 
literally, 


Mar  ruadhaig  fo  iuthaidh  gu  dìomliair 
Sìnte  sios  m'  a  sruthanaibh  fein  ; 
Chi  scalgair  an  luighean  gun  f  heum  " 

200  Bi  'dh  cuimhne  a  ceum  'n  a  chliabh  : 
Mar  sin  a  shìnear  mac  Chùil-ìlluinn 
Fo  shùilean  an  t-sàir  air  sliabh, 
Bàrr  a  chiabh'  'an  srutlian  caol, 
Fuil  a'  briseadh  air  aomadh  a  sgcitli'. 

205  Bha  'làmh  's  an  àm  air  hmn  gun  bheud, 
A'  chruaidh  a  tlirdig  an  treun  'an  cunuart. 
"  Thuit  thu,"  thuirt  Fillean,  's  e  brùna-i-li, 
"  Mu-n  cualas  air  chòir  do  chliu. 
Chuir  d'athair  air  feachd  thu  le  còmhrag ; 

210  Tha  'l)harail  gu-n  cluiim  e  as-ìir 

Do  ghnìomhan  a'  dlìithadh  m'a  chluais. 
Tha  e  liath  aig  a  shrutluin  fein  ; 
Tha  'shùil  air  Moilèna  nan  sìan  ; 
Ach  cha  tiU  thu  gu  sìorruidh,  a  thrciii, 

215  Le  faoibh  o  do  cheud  uaimhdean." 


rises  on  tho  strcam  clavk-eddyiiig  roiiiid  tlie  gliost  of  her  son. 
His  dogs  are  howling  in  thcir  plaee.  IIis  sliield  is  bloody  in 
the  hall.  "  Art  thoii  fallcn,  my  fair-haired  snn,  in  Erin's  disinal 
war  ì " 

As  a  roc,  inin'ccil  in  seerct,  lies  ]innting  liy  hcr  wontod  strcams, 
the  hiintcr  surveys  her  fect  of  wiiid.  Hc  i'cincnibcr.s  her  stately 
li.Jiinding  before.     So  lay  thc  .sun  of  (,'iil-allin  bencath  the  eyc  of 
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Around  the  form  and  ghost  of  her  son  ; 
His  dogs  are  howliug  iu  tlieir  place  ; 
His  idle  shiehl  is  Ijloody  in  the  hall :  ^ 
19.5  "  Hast  thou  falleu,  great  one,  and  brave, 
lu  the  direful  war  of  Eriu  ?  " 


covered  witli 
blood. 


As  au  arrow-strickeu  deer  aloue 
Stretched  by  the  stream  which  was  its  owu, 
(The  hunter  sees  the  sinewy  limb  (uow)  stifF;° 

200  The  memory  of  its  speed  is  in  his  breast) — 
So  lay  stretched  Cul-alin's  son 
Upon  the  hill  beneath  the  hero's  eye — 
His  locks  dipped  in  a  narrow  stream, 
Blood  welled  over  his  slantiug  shield. 

205  His  hand  was  still  on  his  useless  sword, 
The  stcel  which  failed  the  hero  at  his  need. 
"  Thou  hast  fallen,"  said  FiUan,  in  sorrow, 
"  Before  thy  praise  was  duly  heard. 
Thy  fatlier  sent  thee  to  the  warriug  host ; 

210  He  thiuks  that  he  will  hear  from  time  to  time 
Thy  deeds  come  crowdiug  to  his  ear. 
Grey-haired  by  the  side  of  his  streams, 
He  looks  to  Moi-Lena  of  storms  ; 
But  thou  shalt  not  return,  0  hero  ! 

21.5  AVith  spoils  from  tliy  earliest  foes." 


He  is  com- 
pared  to  a 
decr  killed  by 
the  hunter. 


Filliin  a.l- 
dre.sses  bim  in 
sorrow,  and 
picture.s  bi.'i 
aged  father 
vaiting  to 
liear  of  liis 
distinguisbed 
deeds. 


Fillan.  His  hair  i.s  roUed  in  a  little  .stream  ;  his  blood  wanders 
011  his  shield.  StiU  his  hand  holds  tlie  sword  that  failed  him  in 
the  midst  of  danger.  "Thoii  art  fallen,"  said  FiUan,  "  ere  j-et  thy 
faine  was  heard.  Thy  father  sent  thee  to  war  ;  he  expects  to  hear 
of  thy  deeds.  He  is  grey,  perhaps,  at  his  streams.  His  eyes  are 
toward  !^[oi-lena.  But  thou  shalt  not  return  with  the  spoil  of  the 
fallen  foe  !  " 


voL.  n. 


B 
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Tliaoni  Filleaii  an  riiaig  tliar  Èirinn, 
Es'  a'  leantuinu  tro'  tlireun  fhuaim  an  raoin. 
Acli  triath  air  thriath  thuit  Mòrbheinn  sìos 
Fo  dhubh  fheirg  guu  chèiU  Fholdaith, 

220  Fada  thall  air  slios  uan  sliabh 
Le  tuille  's  triau  de  ehòmhrag. 
Sheas  Diarmad  au  àigh  fo  ghruaim, 
Siol  Shelma  mu  'u  cuairt  a'  taomadh. 
Bhris  Fokhith  a  sgiath  fo  laun  ; 

225  Theich  a  shhiagh  gu  mall  air  sliabh. 

Au  siu  thuirt  au  uàmhaid  le  mòrchuis, 
"  Theich  iadsau,  'us  thòisich  mo  chliu  ; 
A  Mhalthois,  gu  Cathmor  nam  mòr  glinìomh, 
Cuireadh  faire  air  mòr  thuiuu  a'  cliuain  ; 

230  Air  tahimh  tuitielh  nàmhaid  treuu  ; 
Mu  lochau  fo  bheiuu  bi'  dh  'uaigli  ; 
Cha-n  èirich  fouu  mliarbh-rann  da  feiu  ; 
Bithidh  'tlianuas  gun  fheum  fo  ghruaim 
'An  ceò  mu  lòn  cuilceach  a'  chàthair." 

235  Chuala  Maltlios  'au  smuaiuteau  ciar, 
A  dhearg  sliìiil  'cur  sìos  'us  sàmhach  ; 
Maith  'aithne  air  mòrchuis  au  triath'  : 
Chuir  e  .'shealhidh  mu  'u  r\gh  air  àrd  bheinn  ; 
Thionudaidh  e  'au  dorchadh  a  chleil)h 

2iO  'Us  bhuail  an  treuu  a  laun  'au  còmhrac;. 


Fillau  pours  tlio  flif^'ht  of  Eriii  before  liim  over  tlie  resounding 
hcatli.  liut  iii;iii  nii  iiian  fell  ìforven  licfore  the  dark-red  rage  of 
Foldatli  ;  for,  far  nii  the  liehl,  he  poured  the  roar  of  half  his  trihes. 
Derniid  stands  before  him  in  wrath  ;  the  sons  of  Sehna  gatliered 
around.  Eut  his  shiekl  is  cleft  hy  Foldatli ;  his  peoph)  fiy  over 
the  hcatli. 

Theii  said  the  fne  iii  liis  luide,  "  They  lja\c  tled  ;  niy  fame  he- 
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Over  Erin  Fillan  poured  the  rout, 

And  pursued  tlirougli  the  loud-sounding  tìeld. 

But  chief  by  chief  fell  ^lorven  down 

Before  the  black  mad  wrath  of  Folda, 
220  Far  away  on  the  side  of  tlie  hill, 

With  luore  than  a  third  of  the  host. 

The  gracious  Derruid  stood  in  gloom ; 

The  race  of  Selma  gathered  round. 

Folda  had  broken  his  shield  with  his  spear ; 
225  His  people  slowly  fled  the  field. 

Theu  said  the  enemy  in  pride  : 

"  They  have  fled — my  fame  begins. 

Malhos,  speed  to  Ca-mor  of  mighty  deeds  ; 

Let  hini  watch  the  great  waves  of  ocean  : 
230  The  mighty  foe  shall  fall  to  earth ; 

By  a  loch  beneath  the  Ben  shall  be  his  grave  ; 

No  sound  of  death-song  shall  be  raised  for  him  ; 

His  spirit,  feeble  and  gloomy,  shall  dwell 

In  mist  by  the  reedy  marsh  of  the  moor." 
235  Malhos  heard  in  darkening  thought, 

His  red  eye  bent  dowu  aud  silent; 

Well  did  he  know  the  pride  of  the  chief : 

He  looked  to  the  king  on  the  high  hiU ; 

He  turned  amid  the  darkening  of  his  breast, 
240  And  the  strong  one  plied  his  blade  in  battle. 

gins  !  Go,  ^[althos,  go  l)i(l  Catlimor  guard  tlie  dark  rolling  of  ocean, 
tliat  Fingal  may  not  escape  from  my  sword.  He  must  lio  on  earth. 
Beside  some  fen  shall  liis  tomb  be  seen ;  it  shall  rise  without  a  song. 
His  ghost  shall  hover  in  mist  over  the  reedy  pool." 

Malthos  heard  with  darkening  doubt ;  he  rolled  his  sUent  eyes. 
Hc  knew  the  pride  of  Foklath.  He  looked  up  to  Fingal  on  his  hills; 
thcn  darkly  turning,  in  doubtful  mood,  he  plunged  his  sword  in  war. 


DCAN  V. 

On  the  other 
wing  of  battle 
Folda  is  vic- 
torious,  .slay- 
ing  chief  after 
chief  of  Kin- 
gal's  foUowers. 


Dermid,  son 
of  Duno,  is 
stripped  of 
his  shield,  and 
wounded. 
His  followers 
take  to  flight. 


I  Folda  exults 
'  iii  his  vietory, 

and  orders 

llalhos  to 
j  charge  Ca-mor 
I  to  guard  the 

sea,  lest  any 
I  of  thè  cneniy 
1  sliould  eseape. 


Malhos,know- 

ing  his  vain- 
glory,  listens, 
and  returns  to 
the  battle. 
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"  Famc'il  in 
war;  lit.  of 


b  Thy  feeble 
steps  nre 
inarki-il  with 
l.Ii.i.il;  lit. 
tìii/  co/ourlesa 
gtepH  are  under 
bloo(L      Giin 
lunv,  "with- 
oilt  colour  " 
(somi'tiiries 
"  witlnmt 
l.rnti.|.tlim") 
lii..|in.titly 
Illi.alis  tllè 
wi.akjii'ss  of 
wliii-li  pallor 
or  Winini.ss 
is  thi'  index. 


'An  caol  glileaunan  Clilòna  fo  dliubh 

Tha  aomadh  dhà  chraoibh  tliar  an  t-sruth ; 

An  sin  sheas  sàmhaeh  'am  bròn 

Siol  Dhùthno  nan  còmhrag  còrr  ; " 
245  Fuil  a'  taomadh  's  ag  iadhadh  m'a  thaobli, 

A  sgiath  sgoilt'  'us  briste  air  raou. 

Ri  carraig  sheas  a  shleagh  mhòr. 

C'uim',  a  Dhiarmaid,  cho  duljliacli  do  bhròn  ? 

"  Tha  mi  'cluinutinn  garlih  f  huaim  a'  chòmhraig 
250  Mo  chàirdean  air  chòmhuard  leò  feiu, 

Mo  cheuman  gu  mall,  air  a'  mhòr  mhagh, 

Sgiath  bhriste  'an  còndi  -stri  gun  fheum. 

Am  bi  esau  a  glmàth  fo  bhuaidh  ? 

Bithidh  Diarmad  's  an  uaigh  le  cliu. 
255  Seal  mu-n  eirieh  au  dìiblua  suas, 

Gairmidh  mi  thusa  o-u  còmlu'ao-, 

o  o' 

'Us  tachram  ri  mòrchuis  Fholdaith." 

GhLac  e  'shleagh  le  sòhxs  ciar, 
Mac  Mhorui  an  triath  g'a  tlianldi. 

2G0  "  'Mhic  Dhùtlmo,  caisg-sa  do  luath's  ; 
Tha  do  cheumau  guu  tuar  fo  f  huil ; ' 
Cha  leatsa  garbli  chopau  do  sgèith  ; 
C'uim'  a  thuiteadli  au  triath  gun  airm?" 
"  'Shìol  Mhorni,  dhomhsa  do  sgiath  ; 

265  Is  tric  a  dh'aom  i  sìos  'an  còmhras : 


In  Clono's  naiTow  vale,  wheie  bend  two  trees  above  the  strcani, 
dai'k  in  his  gfief  stood  Duthno's  silent  son.  The  lilood  pours  froni 
the  side  of  Derniid.  His  shield  is  hroken  near;  his  sjiear  leans 
iif,MÌnst  a  stone.  "VVhy,  Dermid,  why  so  sad  t  "  I  hear  the  roar  of 
lialtle.  lly  people  are  alone ;  niy  steps  are  elow  on  the  lieath, 
iinil  no  shield  is  niine.     Shall  he  then  provail!     It  is,  then,  after 
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In  the  naiTow  dark  glenlet  of  Clona 

Two  trees  lean  over  the  stream  ; 

There,  sileut  in  soi'row,  stood 

The  son  of  Duno,  famed  in  war," 
245  Blood  pouring  and  ■\vandering  o'er  his  side. 

His  shield  was  cleft  and  broken  on  the  phùu ; 

His  great  spear  leancd  against  a  rock. 

AVhv,  Dermid,  is  thy  grief  so  dark  ? 

"  I  hear  the  noisy  din  of  battle; 
2.")0  ]\Iy  friends  are  on  the  plaiu  alone  ; 

My  steps  are  slow  on  the  great  fìeld  ; 

My  shield  is  broken  in  bootless  fight. 

Shall  he  for  ever  conquer  ? 

Dermid  shall  (first)  be  in  the  grave,  renowued. 
255  Ere  yet  the  darkness  wiU  rise 

I  wiU  summon  thee  to  couflict, 

And  encouuter  the  pride  of  Folda." 

He  seized  his  spear  in  gloomy  joy ; 
Morui's  sou,  the  chief,  (was)  by  his  side  : 

260  "  Son  of  Duno,  check  thy  speed  ; 

Thy  feeble  steps  are  marked  with  blood  ; ' 
Thou  art  without  thy  great  and  bossy  shiekl ; 
Why  shoukl  the  hero  fall  uuarmed  ?  " 
"  Son  of  Morni,  give  me  thy  shiekl ; 

265  Oft  has  it  swept  on  iu  battle  : 


DUAN  V. 

Dermid,  after 
withtlrawing 
from  the  field, 
enraged  at 
seeing  Folda's 
progivss, 
resolves  to 
meet  hini  in 
siugle  combat. 


Gaul,  son  of 
Jloriii,  ap- 
Iiroac-liiiifjliim, 
rt'miiids  liim 
of  his  wounds, 
and  of  his 
being  without 
a  shield. 


He  asks  for 
the  shield  of 
Gaul, 


Derniid  is  low  !     I  will  call  tliee  f<"irth,  0  FokUitli  !  anJ  inect  tliee 
yet  iu  fight." 

He  took  his  spear  with  dreadful  joy.  The  son  of  ilorni  eame. 
"  Staj',  son  of  Duthno,  stay  thy  speed ;  thy  steps  are  marked  with 
Llood.  Xo  bossy  shield  is  thine.  "\Vhy  shouklst  tliou  fall  un- 
armed  ì  "     "  Son   of  !Morni,  give  thou  thy  shield !     It  has  often 
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C!aisgi(lli  nii  '.sliiubhal  air  slial)h. 
'Shiol  Mhorni,  faic  clach  air  chòmhnard  ; 
Clacli  a  thog  a  liath  cheann  suas 
Troi'  'n  f  hcur  a  tha  'fucàim  'au  gaoith : 
270  Tha  treun  de  mo  chinueadh  's  an  uaigh  ; 
Taisg  an  sin  mi  suas  's  an  oidhche." 

Ghluais  e  gu  mall  air  a"  chruaich  ; 
Chunnaic  e  fo  bhuaireadli  au  raon, 
Garbh  dhearrsa  a'  chòmhraig  'dol  suas 

275  Briseadh  mu  'n  cuairt  da  gu  claou. 
Mar  lasair  'an  oidhche  's  a'  ghleann 
Ag  dirigh  fada  thall  's  an  f  hraoch, 
Anis  a'  niìichadh  fo  mhùig  a  ceann,  » 

Anis  a'  togail  a  dearg  shruth  baoth 

280  'An  àm  èirigh  'us  aomaidh  nan  gaoth  : 
Mar  sin  fein  a  thachair  còmhrag 
Sùilean  Dhiarmaid  na  mòr  sgèith'. 
Koimh  shluagh  bha  ceuman  niòr  au  Fholdaith 
Mar  chiar  luing  air  faobhar  nan  stuadh, 

285  'N  uair  a  ghluaiseas  i  macli  o  dhà  Innis 
'Dol  air  'aghart  's  a'  tilleadh  air  chuan 
'Measg  buairidli  an  f  huar  gharbh  re. 

Chunnaic  Diarmad  le  feirg  a  thriall  ; 
Chuir  e  suas  gu  'thrian  a  neart ; 


rolled  back  tlie  war.  I  shall  stop  tlie  chief  in  his  course.  Son  of 
Morni,  behold  that  stone !  It  lifts  its  grey  head  through  grass.  Thero 
dwells  a  chief  of  the  race  of  Derniid.     Plaee  lue  there  in  night." 

He  slowly  rose  against  tho  hill.  He  saw  tlio  truubled  fichl :  tlie 
gleaming  ridges  of  battle  disjoined  and  brokcn  round.  As  distant 
fires  on  heath  by  night  now  seem  as  lost  in  siiuike,  iunv  rearing 
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I  will  clieck  his  course  on  the  hiU. 
Morni's  son,  behold  on  the  plain  a  stone — • 
A  stoue  which  has  raised  its  hoary  head 
Throngh  the  grass  which  shriUs  in  the  wind 
270  A  hero  of  my  kin  is  in  the  grave  ; 
There  do  thou  hiy  me  down  in  night." 


DUAN  V. 

and  points  to 
a  stone  by 
whicli  he 
wishes  to  be 
buried. 


Slowly  he  moved  ou  the  hill ; 
He  saw  the  turmoil  of  the  fìeld, 
The  strong  flashing  of  the  fight  uprisiug, 

275  Sparkliug  and  whirliug  around  him. 
Like  a  flame  at  uight  iu  the  gleu, 
Eising  afar  amid  the  heather, 
Now  stifliug  its  head  in  smoke, 
Now  raisiug  its  red  mad  stream 

280  As  rise  or  fail  the  ■vvT.nds — 
Even  thus  the  conflict  met 
The  eyes  of  Dermid  of  broad  shield. 
Before  his  host  were  the  great  strides  of  Folda, 
Like  a  dark  sliip  ou  tlie  ridgc  of  l)illows 

285  When  she  sails  betweeu  two  lands, 

Going  forward  aud  backward  on  tlie  sea 
Amid  the  tempest  of  a  cold  and  stormy  moou. 

Dermid,  wrathful,  beheld  his  course  ; 
He  rallied  his  utmost  strength  ; 


He  goes  for- 
ward  and  sees 
the  battle, 
which  is  com- 
pared  to  a  fire 
at  night,  now 
hid  in  snioke, 
now  shoatiiig 
upwards  its 
Hamcs. 


He  sees  Fohla 
rusliing  hitlicr 
and  tli'ith.-r, 
like  a  ship 
tacking 


storm  m  a 

narrow  sea. 


He  sounded 
a  horn  to 
challeuge 


tlieir  reJ  streams  on  tlie  liill,  as  Ijlow  or  cease  tlie  •\vimls,  so  met 
tlie  intermitting  war  the  eye  of  broad-sliielded  Dermid.  Tbrougli 
the  host  are  the  strides  of  Foldath,  like  some  dark  ship  on  wintry 
waves,  vlien  she  issues  from  between  two  isles  to  sport  on  resouud- 
ing  ocean. 

Dermid  with  rase  beholds  his  course.    He  strives  to  rush  along  : 
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290  Acli  thrèig  a  clieuman  air  sliabli  ; 

Thuit  deuran  o  threun  nam  feart. 

Chuir  e  stoc  'athar  fo  f  huaim  ; 

Bhuail  e  tri  ehuairt  a  mhòr  sgiath  ; 

Tri  chuairt  ghairm  e  ceanu  an  t-sluaigh  : 
295  Chuala  Fokhith  e  shuas,  an  triath, 

'Measg  gàire  'us  fuaim  a'  chòmhraig. 

Chunnaic  Foldath  le  sòlas  an  treun  ; 

Thog  e  suas  gu  feum  a  shleagh, 

'Us  i  nighte  gu  'leth  'am  fuih 
300  Mar  charraig  a's  ruadh  shruthan  chaon 

A'  taomadh  dearg  le  'taobh  'an  stoirni ; 

Mar  sin  fo  sheachran  fala  'n  hxoch, 

Ciar  cheannard  nan  daoine  fo  airm. 

Air  gach  taobh  a  dh'aom  an  sluagh" 
305  0  chòmh  -stri  gu  buaidh  an  dà  rìgli. 

Thog  inar  aon  ani  faobhair  suas — 

Ghrad  thàinig  'an  cruaidh  na  Sehna 

FiUean  o  ioniall  an  t-sluaigh. 

Tri  ceuman  air  ais  dh'aom  Fokhitli 
310  0  'n  dearrsa  'bhuail  chion  a  shùik'an, 

A  thàiuig  mar  diieahin  o  nial, 

'Chur  dìon  air  triath  'bha  fo  leòn. 

Sheas  e  's  e  'fàs  suas  'am  mòrchuis 

'Gairni  uih'  fi'u  còmlirati'  a  chruaidhe. 


o  On  either 
side,  &c. ;   lit. 
Ihe  host  hcnt 
from  cotnbat 
to  tlu:  vir.tory 
oftìie  two 
kings — tlie 
two  kings  here 
being  Dermid 
and  Folda. 


but  he  fails  aiiiicl  liis  steps,  and  the  big  tear  comes  down.  He 
sounds  his  father's  horn  ;  lie  tlirice  strikes  liis  bossy  sliield  ;  ho 
calls  tliricc  tlio  nanie  of  Foklath  froni  his  roaring  tribes.  lolduth, 
with  joy,  bfcliolds  tho  chicf ;  hc  lifts  ahjft  liis  bloody  spear.  As  a 
rock  is  marked  with  strcanis  tliat  fcll  troubled  down  its  side  in  a 
storm,  so,  streaked  with  wandcring  blood,  is  the  dark  chief  of  Moma  ! 
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290  His  steps  forsake  him  on  the  hill ; 

Tears  fell  from  the  matchless  hero. 

He  souuded  the  lioru  of  his  father  ; 

Thrice  struck  he  his  ample  shiehl ; 

Tlirice  called  he  the  hcad  of  the  host. 
205  FohUi  tlie  priuce  heard  him  ou  high, 

Amid  the  roar  aud  shoutiug  of  the  fight — 

Folda  ^vith  joy  beheld  the  hero  : 

He  raised  his  spear  aloft  to  smite, 

Bathed  to  its  half  iu  blood. 
300  Like  a  rock  with  turbid  strayiug  rills, 

Eed-pouriug  down  its  side  iu  storm, 

So  was  the  hero  (streaked)  with  wauderiug  blood- 

Dark  leader  of  the  embattled  host. 

Ou  either  side  the  host  withdrew  " 
30.3  To  behohl  the  struggle  of  the  kiugs. 

As  oue  they  raised  theii-  bhides  ou  high. 

Quickly  came,  iu  the  steel  of  Sehna, 

Fillau  from  the  fiank  of  the  host. 

Three  paces  backward  started  Fokla 
310  From  the  gleaui  that  struck  his  eyes  aslant, 

Which  came  as  lightning  from  a  cloud, 

To  guard  a  hero  under  wounds. 

He  stood  towering  upwards  iu  pride, 

(Aud)  challeuged  all  to  prove  his  steel. 


DU.ÌN  V. 

Folda,  who 
advances 
against  him 
with  joy. 


Meantime 
FiUan  rushes 
forward  to 
save  his 
wounded 
friend. 
Folda  for  a 
moment  starts 
back  at  his 
appearance. 


The  liost  on  eitlier  side  witlidraw  from  the  conteiiding  of  kings. 
They  raise  at  once  their  gleaniing  points.  Itushing  conie.s  Fillan  of 
Sehna.  Tliree  paces  back  Foldath  withdraws,  dazzled  with  that 
beam  of  light,  which  canie  as  issiiing  from  a  cloud,  to  save  the 
wounded  cliief.  Growing  in  his  pride  he  stands.  He  calls  fortli 
all  his  steel. 
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315        Mar  tliachras  air  sgiatliau  leatbauu  treuu 

Dà  iolair  air  èigiuu  'au  gaoitli 

A'  strì  air  au  itibh  gu  lèìv, 

Ghluais  grad  gu  beud  au  dà  shaoi. 

Mu  seach  tha  ceuraan  uau  rìgh 
320  Air  aghart  gu  strì  o  'u  dà  chruaich  ; 

Blui  'u  còmhrag  a'  ciaradh  'dol  sìos 

Air  an  lanuaibh  fo  chl\  uam  buadh. 

Bha  sòlas  uan  treun  ann  ad  chliabh, 

A  Chathmhoir  air  faobhar  nau  slialili, 
325  Au  sòhis  'tlia  dìomhair  a  ghuàth 

'N  àm  eirigh  cuunairt  nau  sàr. 

Cha  do  lìib  a  shìiilean  mu  shliabh  ; 

Bha  'sheaUadh  ag  iadhadh  gu  h-àrd 

Mu  rìgh  Shelma  a  b'  àilghiosaich'  tuar. 
330  Chunnaic  e  a  glduasad  air  ]\Iùra 

'Am  mòrchuis  a  chòrr  arma. 

Thuit  Fohhxth  gu  mall  air  a  sgcith, 
Sleagh  Fliillein  tro'  tluiath  gu  h\r  : 
Cha  do  choimhid  an  t-òig-fhcar  gu  'thrian 
335   'Cur  roimhc  nan  ccudan  's  a'  bhlàr. 
Ghluais  suas  da  ceud  guth  a'  bhàis — 
"  'Mhic  Fhionnghail  bi  mall  'au  trialL 
Nach  fhaic  thu  cruth  àiUidli  'tha  thall, 
Dubh  chomhara  mharbh  air  sliabii  't 


As  moet  two  broad-winged  eagles  in  their  sounding  strifc  in 
winds,  so  rush  the  two  chiefs  on  Moi-lena  into  gloouiy  iiglit.  Ijv 
turns  are  the  steps  of  the  kings  forward  on  their  roeks  above,  for 
now  tho  dusky  war  seems  to  desccnd  on  tlieir  swords.  Catlinior 
feels  the  joy  of  warriors  on  liis  niossy  hill  :  their  joy  in  secret  when 
dangers  rise  to  matcli  their  souls.     His  eye  is  not  turncd  on  Lubar, 


395 


315       As  meet  on  broad  and  powerful  wings 

Two  eagles  wbich  defy  tbe  wiud, 

StrÌA'ing  witb  tbeir  every  pinion, 

So  tbe  two  cbiefs  to  battle  straigbtway  rusbed. 

Tbe  steps  of  tbe  kings  by  turns 
320  Advance  to  (see)  tbe  combat  from  tbeir  bills  ; 

Battle  was  darkening  downwards 

On  tbeir  strong  and  conquering  swords. 

Tbe  beroes'  joy  was  iu  tby  breast, 

Ca-mor,  on  tbe  mountain's  brow — 
325  Tbe  secret  gladness  ever  felt 

By  warriors  in  tbe  bour  of  danger. 

His  eye  bent  not  to  tbe  field ; 

His  glauce  was  turued  on  bigb 

To  Selma's  king  of  exulting  mieu. 
330  He  saw  bim  moving  ou  Mora 

In  tbe  pride  of  bis  surpassing  arms. 

FokUi  fell  slowly  over  bis  sbiekl ; 
The  spear  of  FiUan  pierced  him  to  the  cartb  : 
Not  for  a  moment  gazed  the  youtb  ; 
335  He  routed  bundreds  in  tbe  fight. 

Deatb's  bundred  voices,  rising  roimd  bim,  (said) : 
"  Fingal's  son,  be  waiy  in  tby  step. 
Seest  tbou  not  tbe  stately  form  beforc  tbee — 
Deatb's  dark  sigual  on  the  bill  ? 


DUAN  V. 

They  engage 
likc  two  eagles 
in  tlie  sl<y, 

11  d  both 
t!a-mor  and 
Fingal  l«'l.oM 
tlie  .■ontliit 
with  the  joy 
of  warriors. 


Folda  falls, 
pieroed 
through  and 
tliroiigh.     Fil- 
lan  hastens  on 
to  other  con- 
quests  ;  but  is 
warned  by  thc 
' voices  of 
death  "  not  to 
aijproach  C'a- 
mor. 


Ijut  on  Selma's  dreaJful  king.     He  beliolds  liim  on  !Mora  rising  in 
liis  arms. 

Foldatli  falls  on  his  sliield.  The  spear  of  Fillan  pierced  the 
kiug.  Xor  looks  the  yoiith  on  the  fallen,  hut  omvard  rolls  the  war. 
The  hundred  voices  of  death  arise.  "  Stay,  son  of  Fingal,  stay  thy 
speed  !     Beholdest  thou  not  tliat  gleaming  forra,  a  dreadful  sign  of 
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340 

Na  dìiisf>--.sa  rìf>li  Èirinn  as-ìir, 

'Mhic  Clilatho  nan  sìiilean  gorma." 

C-liunnaic  Maltlios  am  Foldath  air  làr 
'Us  dliorchaich  an  sàr  mu  'n  triath  : 

o  Ven';eance 
whoUy  Hed 
his  sou!  ; 
lit.  flcdfrom 
his  SQul  to  its 

345 

Ghluais  gàmhLas  o  'anam  gu  bàrr," 
Mar  charraig  'ani  fàsach  nan  sliabh, 
Air  an  iadhadh  gu  dubh  sruth  nau  sìan, 

point. 

'N  uair  a  dli'imicheas  sìos  ceò  mall, 
Na  crannan  a'  seacadh  gu  'n  trian, 
Fo  osasraibh  ciar-dhubh  nan  càiMi, 

350 

Labhair  e  ri  triath  fo  bhìl.s, 
A'  foighncachadh  o  shàr  m'a  uaigh  : 
"  An  èirich  do  liath  chLach  'an  Ullin, 
No  air  ]\Iòma  uan  iomadh  coill', 
Anns  an  coimhead  an  solus  gu  dìomhair 

355 

Air  gorm-shruth  Dhahàabhaich  nan  càrn  ! 

An  sin  tha  ceuman  mall  na  h-òigh', 

Do  nighean  cliòrr  nan  gorm-shìd,  L(Mia." 

"  Au  cuimhue  dhuit  is',  a  thriath  '. 
Gun  mhac  dhomh  ag  iadhadh  a'm'  dheigh. 

360 

Gun  òg  dhomh  gu  còmhrag  air  slinbh, 

Gu  mise  a  dhìoladh,  a  threiu  ! 

A  Mhalthois,  cliaidh  mo  dhìohidh  fein  ; 

ilciilli  ?     Awalion  not  thi'  l<iii^,'  of  Y.y'm.     r'rtiini,  snn  nl'  liluc-oyed 
Cladio." 

I\[altlios  lieliolils  Folilath  low.  He  ilarkly  stamla  abovo  tlie 
chief.  llatrccl  is  rollcd  froin  his  soul.  He  seems  a  roek  in  a  dcsert, 
on  whosc  dark  side  are  the  trickling  of  waters,  when  tlic  slow-sailing 
inist  has  left  it,  and  all  its  trees  are  blastcj  with  winds.     Ho  spoke 
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340  Rouse  iiot  Eiiu'.s  king  anew, 

Thou  son  of  Clatho  the  blue-eyed  I  " 

]\Ialhos  saw  Folda  ou  the  grouuil, 
He  stood  iu  darkuess  by  the  chief : 
Vengeance  wholly  fled  his  soul," 
345   (He  seeuis)  a  rock  iu  a  descrt  moor 

Ou  which  the  rush  of  storuis  pours  dark 
AVhen  the  slow  mist  dowuward  falls, 
(And)  the  trees  are  wholly  blighted 
By  dark-browu  blasts  from  cairns. 


Mallios,  seeing 
Folda  on  the 
grounil,  gener- 
ously  forgcts 
their  old 
enniity,  and 
goes  to  hls 
aid. 


3.50       He  spoke  to  the  dying  prince, 

Questiouiug  the  warrior  of  his  tomb  : 
"  Shall  thy  grey  stoue  rise  in  Ullin  ? 
Or  iu  Moma  of  many  woods, 
Where  the  light  will  look  iu  secret 

355  On  the  blue  stream  of  Dal-ri-ach  of  cairus  1 
There  are  the  staid  steps  of  the  maiden — 
Thy  fair  daughter,  Leua  of  bhte  eyes." 

"  Dost  thou  remember  her,  0  chief  ? 
I  have  uo  son  to  cliug  around  me  ; 
3C0  No  youth  to  battle  on  the  hiU, 

For  avenging  me,  thou  brave  one  ! 
Malhos,  I  am  in  truth  avenged  ; 


Sceing  that  he 
was  dying,  hc 
asks  wlietlier 
he  wislied  to 
be  buried  iu 
Ullin,  where 
he  fell,  or  in 
Moma,  his 
nitive  place, 
where  his 
daughter  Leua 
was  awaiting 
his  return. 


Folda  regi-ets 
that  he leaves 
no  son  to 
avenge  him  ; 
but  says  that 
he  is  already 
avenged  in  the 
number  he  has 
slain  : 


to  the  dying  liero  about  the  narrow  house.  "  ^^Tiether  shall  thy 
grey  stone  rise  in  UUin  or  in  ^Moma's  woody  land,  where  the  sun 
looks  in  secret  on  the  blue  streams  of  Dal-rutho  ì  There  are  the 
steps  of  thy  daughter,  Uue-eyed  Dardu-lena  !  " 

"  Eeniemberest  thou  her,"  said  Foldath,  "  because  no  son  is  mine  ; 
no  youth  to  roll  the  battle  before  him  in  revenge  of  me  ?     Maltho.s, 
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C"ha  robh  miso,  a  thrcin,  'au  s\th  ; 
Tog  uaioh  (lo  nn  mliarl)h  mi  's  a'  bheimi 
3G5  Mu  'n  cuairt  do  thigh  caol  gun  bhrìgh. 
Is  tric  a  thig  mi  sìos  gu  luath 
0  osaig  gu  uaighean  mo  naimhdean, 
'N  uair  chi  mi  iad  a'  sgaoileadh  shuas 
Feur  fada  fo  ghluasad  nan  jTaoth." 


n  On  her 
slione  calniest 
light,  &c.— 
i.  e.  however 
liercetoothers, 
hc  was  always 
affectionate  to 
hcr. 


370        Ghreas  'anam  a  uull  le  fuaim 

Gu  caol  ghleaun  fo  chruachan  Mhòma  ; 
Thàinig  e  'an  aisliug  gun  tuar 
Gu  dearrsa  Lèna  a'  stuaim-chòmhraidh', 
'S  i  'cadal  mu  shruth  'au  Dalruaidh 

375  Air  tilleadh  o  ruaig  nam  fiadh. 

Bha  bogha  caoiu  ri  taobh  na  h-òigh 
Gun  taifeid,  na  h-osagan  tlàth  a'  snàmh 
jVIu  'h-uchd  bàn  le  'ciabhan  : 
Fo  dideadh  na  h-àille  'an  òige 

380  Shìn  air  talamh  òigh  chòrr  nan  triath. 
Dubh-aomadh  o  chearbailjh  nau  cruach 
Thàinig  Foldath  gun  tuar  'am  fuil ; 
Chunnaic  is'  e  air  uaii'ilih  o  stuaidh, 
E  'g  a  cheileadh  air  uairibh  'an  ceò. 

385  A'  briseadh  fo  reachd  lui  deoir 
Bha  'fios  mu  thriatli  mòr  air  làr, 
Dh'ise  bha  'n  dearrsa  'bu  chòrr " 


I  am  revenged.  I  was  not  poacefiil  iii  tlio  field.  Raise  the  tombs 
ul'  tho.se  I  have  slain  aronnd  luy  narrow  house.  Often  .shall  I  for- 
sake  the  hlast  to  rojoioe  ahove  tlieir  graves,  when  I  liclicilil  theni 
spread  around  with  thoir  long  whistling  grass." 

His  soul  rushed  to  the  valo  of  Monia,  to  Dardu-lcna's  drcanis, 
where  she  slept  by  Dal-rutlio's  streain,  returning  from  the  chase  of 
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Not  peaeeful  have  I  beeii,  tliou  hero  : 
Build  toml)s  to  all  I  liave  slaiu  on  the  hill 
365  Around  the  narrow  cheerless  hoiise. 
Oft  shall  I  swiftly  come  down 
From  the  blast  to  the  graves  of  my  foes, 
When  I  see  them  dispLaying  on  high 


370       Hasteucd  his  soul  away  in  noise 

To  the  narrow  glen  by  the  peaks  of  ]\Ioma. 
Wan,  he  came  in  a  dream 
To  the  eyes  of  Lena  of  gentle  speech, 
As  she  slept  by  the  streams  of  Dalrua, 

375  Eeturning  from  chase  of  the  deer. 

By  the  maiden's  side  was  her  polished  bow, 
Unstrung,  the  soft  breezes  swimmiug 
Over  her  white  bosom  and  her  h)i'ks  : 
In  robe  of  beauty  and  of  youth 

380  The  peerless  maid  of  chiefs  hxy  on  the  ground. 
Darkly  bending  from  the  brow  of  hills 
Came  Folda,  pallid  and  in  blood  : 
She  saw  him  at  times  on  a  ch^ud  ; 
He  hid  himself  at  times  in  mist. 

385  Her  sobs  aud  tears  broke  forth, 

As  she  knew  that  the  mighty  chicf  was  low. 
On  her  shone  calmest  lioht" 


the  hiiiils.  Her  bow  is  near  the  maid,  un.strung.  The  hreezes  fold 
her  long  hair  on  lier  breasts.  Clothed  in  the  beauty  of  youth,  the 
love  of  heroes  lay.  Dark-bending  from  the  skirt.s  of  tlie  wood  her 
■\vounded  father  seemed  to  conie.  He  appeared  at  times,  then  hid 
himself  in  mist.  lUirsting  into  tears,  slie  rose  ;  she  knew  that  the 
chief  was  low.     To  her  came  a  beam  from  his  soul  when  folded  in 


DITAN  V. 

('liargcs 
Malhos  to 
build  tomb.s 
to  them,  and 
says  that  he 
wiU  oft  and 
speedily  come 
from  the  cloud 
in  order  to  sce 
the  grass 
waving  over 
them. 
His  fierce 
spiiit  passed 
away  with 
noise. 

He  appears  to 
his  daughter 
Lena  as  she 
sleeps  on  the 
hiU. 


She  moums 
his  fall,  for  to 
her  he  was  al- 
ways  gcntle. 
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0  'anam  'an  uair  liu  mliòr  stoirm. 
Bha  tluisa  mu  dlieii'eadh  air  chìil, 
390  A  Dhearrsa-Lèna  uan  sìil  gorni. 

Garbh-chearbach  o  fhuaim  shrutlian  Lìibair 
Theich  Bolga  gu  cìilaobh  uan  .sliabli ; 
Bha  FiUeau  m'  an  ceuman  a'  dlìithadh  ; 
Air  an  fhraoch  cliuir  e  dùbhra  liìii.s. 
395  Bha  sòhis  àrd  Fhiouughail  m'a  mhac. 

Ghhiais  Cathmor  fo  thLiclid  uan  corm  ssriath. 


«  Tuneful 
sti'ings  :  lit. 
fnsh  or  ncw 
strings. 


Treig,  a  Chlatho  nau  gorm  shùl, 

Troig-sa  talhx  uan  ùr  theud  ;  " 

Faic  dearrsa  'tha  'dcalradh  gu  'chùl ; 
400  'Tha  'seacadh  uau  shiagh  m'a  cheum. 

Na  coimhead  na  's  fhaide  's  e  dorch' ; 

Gu  h-eutrom  o  chaol-mheadhon  clàrsaich 

Buaileadh  òighe  nau  sàr  am  fuaim  ; 

Cha  shealgair  'tha  'tcuruadh  o'u  fhàsach, 
405  0  dhealta  air  càrnaibh  uau  ruadh  ; 

Cha  cliròm  e  am  bogha  air  gaoitli ; 

Cha  chaiU  e  'liath  iuthaidh  air  maf;h. 


Fada  shios  'an  dearg  a'  chòndiraig, 
Faic  cùnili  -stri  eu  dòmhail  r'a  thaobh 


its  storm.s.    Tliou  wert  the  last  of  his  race,  0  blue-eyed  Dardu-leua  ! 

Widespreading  over  eclioing  Luhar,  tlie  fliglit  of  Bolga  is  rolled 
along.  Fillan  hangs  forward  on  their  steps  ;  lie  strews  witli  dead 
the  lieatli.  Fiiigal  rejoices  over  liis  soii.  lihic-sliiililiMl  ('athmor 
rose. 

Son  of  Aliiin,  liriiig  tlie  harp  !  Give  Fillan's  jiraise  to  Ihc  wiinl. 
Rai.so  high  his  praise  in  mine  ear,  while  yet  lie  .sliines  iii  war. 


From  liis  soul  at  the  height  of  the  storm. 
At  length  thou  art  left  alone, 
390  Dersa-Lena  of  blue  eyes. 
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Wide-SL-attercd  from  tlie  noisy  streams  of  Lubar, 
Bolga  fled  behind  the  hills  : 
Fillan  was  pressing  on  their  steps ; 
He  cast  the  shadow  of  death  on  the  heath. 
395  High  was  the  joy  of  Fingal  in  his  son. 
Rose  Ca-mor  who  joyed  iu  blue  shields. 


The  Bolgi  are 
utterlv  routed 
by  Fillan. 


Leave,  0  Clatho  of  blue  eyes  ! 
Leave  the  hall  of  tuneful  strings  ;  " 
Behold  a  light  exceeding  bright, 

400  Scorching  the  host  along  its  path. 
No  longer  look,  since  it  is  dark  ; 
Lightly  from  the  slender  waist  of  the  harp 
Let  noble  maidens  strike  the  sound  ! 
No  hunter  he  coming  down  from  the  forest, 

405  From  the  dews  ou  the  heights  of  red  deer ; 
He  wiU  not  bend  a  bow  in  the  wind, 
Nor  shoot  a  grey  arrow  on  the  fiehl. ' 


Ossìan  calls 
upon  Clntho, 
the  mother  of 
FiIUiTi,  to 
behold  tlie 
vah)ur  ol'  her 
son,  but 
dimly  wams 
her  of  ap- 
proachiug 
disaster. 


Far  down  in  the  heat  of  the  conflict, 
Behold  the  battle  thicken  around  him  : 


He  further 
describes  the 
havoc  made 


Leave,  Mue  -  ej'ed  Clatlio,  leave  tliy  hall  !  BehoH  that  early 
beam  of  thiiie  !  The  host  is  withereil  in  its  course.  Xo  further 
look — it  is  dark.  I,ight-treuibling  from  the  harp,  strike,  virgins, 
strike  the  sound  !  Xo  hunter  he  desceuds  from  tlie  dcwy  haunt  of 
the  hounding  roe.  He  bends  not  his  bow  on  the  wind,  uor  sènds 
his  grey  arrow  abroad. 

Dteji  -  folded    in    red    ìvar,    see    battle    roll    against    iiis    side. 
VOL.    II.  2  c 
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410  Ag  imeaclid  'an  iadliadli  na  strì, 
Bàs  mhìltean  a'  dìreadh  ni'a  hmn. 
Tha  Fillean  mar  thauuas  nan  speur, 
A  theurnas  treun  o  chearb  uan  sìau  ; 
Tha  'n  fhairge  'ani  bruaillein  fo  'cheuni 

415  'Us  e  'leum'  o  thoun  gu  touu  ; 
Tha  'astar  a'  Lasadh  'n  a  dheigh  ; 
Crathaidh  inuisean  au  ceud  cheann 
Air  cuan  ag  eirijjh  ouu  bheus  thall. 

Treig  a  Chlatho  uan  gorm  shìd, 
420  Treis-sa  talla  nan  ùr  theud. 


Striding  amid  tlie  ridgy  slrife,  lic  pours  tlie  deatbs  of  thousands 
forth.  Fillaii  is  like  a  spirit  of  lieavcn  that  descends  from  thc 
skirt  of  winds.     Tlic  troubled   ocean  fcels  liis  steps  as  he  .strides 
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410  He  strides  tlirough  tlie  eddies  of  the  fight, 

The  death  of  thousands  rises  rouud  his  bhide. 

Fillan  is  as  a  spirit  of  the  skies, 

Descending  in  strength  from  the  skirt  of  storms 

The  sea  is  troubled  beneath  his  steps 
415  As  he  bouuds  from  wave  to  wave  ; 

His  path  is  blaziug  behiud  hira  ; 

A  hundred  islands  shake  thoir  heads 

On  sea  wikl-heaviug  arouud. 

Leave,  0  Clatho  of  bhie  eyes  I 
420  Leave  thou  the  hall  of  tuneful  striuws. 


froni  wave  to  wave.  His  path  kinJles  liehinj  liini.  Islands  .shake 
theii  heads  on  the  heaving  sea.s.  Lcave,  Lhie-eyeJ  Clatho,  leave 
thy  hall  ! 


DUAN  V. 

by  Fillan, 
compaiini; 
liim  to  tlie 
spirit  of  the 
storm. 


He  again  ail- 
(Iresses  Clatlio. 


D  U  A  N     YI. 


ARGUMEXT. 

'  This  liook  opens  with  a  speeth  of  Fiiigal,  who  sees  Cathnior  descending 
to  the  assistance  of  his  flying  army.  The  king  despatches  Ossian  to  the 
relief  of  Fillau.  He  himself  retires  beliind  tlie  rock  of  Cormul  to  avoid 
the  sight  of  the  engagement  hetween  his  son  and  Cathmor.  Ossian  ad- 
vances.  The  descent  of  Cathmor  described.  He  rallies  the  army,  rentws 
the  battle,  and,  before  Ossian  coiild  arrive,  cngages  FiHan  himself.  Upon 
the  approach  of  Ossian  tlie  combat  between  the  two  heroes  ceases.  Ossian 
and  Cathmor  prepare  to  fìght,  but  night  coming  on  prevents  them. 
Ossian  retums  to  the  place  where  Cathmor  and  Fillan  fought.  He  finds 
Fillan  mortally  wounded  aud  leauing  against  a  rock.  Their  discourse. 
FiUan  dies  :  his  body  is  laid  by  Ossian  in  a  neighbouring  cave.  The 
Caledonian  army  return  to  Fingal.  He  questions  them  about  his  son, 
and,  iinderstanding  that  he  was  killed,  retires  in  silence  to  the  rock  of 
Corraul.  Upon  the  retreat  of  the  army  of  Fingal,  the  Firljolg  advance. 
Cathmor  finds  Bran,  one  of  the  dogs  of  Fingal,  lying  on  the  shield  of 
FiIIan  before  the  entrance  of  the  cave,  where  the  body  of  that  hero  lay. 
His  reflections  thereupon.  He  retums  in  a  melancholy  niood  to  his 
arniy.  Malthos  endeavours  to  comfort  hini  by  the  example  of  his  father 
Borbar-duthal.  Cathmor  retires  to  rest.  The  song  of  Sul-maUa  con- 
cludes  the  book,  which  euds  about  the  middle  of  the  third  night  froni  the 
opening  of  the  poeni." — M. 
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"  Tha  Catbmor  ag  èirigli  's  a'  chàrn  ; 
'N  glac  Fiounghal  an  Linn  o  Lìino  ? 
Ciod  a  thigeadh  do  d'  chliu-sa  's  an  àm. 
'Mhic  Chlatho  'n  uchd  bhàin  's  nan  sìd  gorni  ? 
5  Na  tionndaidh  do  rosgan  uam  fein, 
A  nighean  nan  treun  lunisthore  : 
Clia  chaisg  mi  do  dhearrsa,  'dheò-gròinc, 
'Tha  'deah'adh  air  m'anam  an  nochd. 
Eireadli  coine  chearbacli  o  Mhùra, 

10  Eireadh  eacbir  còmhrag  's  mi  fdin. 

C'uim'  a  chitbeam  an  strì  so  air  chònduianb 
Eagal  tuiteam  do  'n  dubb-chiabbacli  tbreuu. 
Am  measg  nam  foun,  a  Charuill,  taom 
Ard  fbuaim  nacb  'eil  faoin  o  chlàrsaicli. 

15  An  so  tba  guth  carraig  'tba  caoin, 
Liath  sliiublial  slu'utb  baotb  o  fhàsach. 
'Atbair  Oscair,  tog-sa  do  shleagb  ; 
D\on  air  magh  gban  òg  nan  arma  : 
Ceil  do  cheuman  o  Fbilleau  's  an  uair, 


"  Cathmor  rises  on  liis  liill !  Shall  Fingal  takc  the  sword  of 
Luno  t  Biit  wlint  should  become  of  thy  fanie,  son  of  white-hosonieil 
Clatho  1  Tiirn  not  thine  eycs  from  Fingal,  fair  daughter  of  Inis- 
tore.  I  shall  not  quench  thy  early  lieam  ;  it  shinus  along  niy  soul. 
Hise,  wood-skirted  Mora,  rise  between  tlie  war  and  nie  !      Why 
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"  Ca-mor  riscs  011  tbe  rocky  liciglit ; 
Shall  Fingal  grasp  the  sword  of  Luno  1 
What  would  then  become  of  thy  renomi, 
Son  of  white-bosomed  blue-eyed  Clatho  ? 
5  Turn  not  thine  eyes  away  from  me, 
Daughtcr  of  the  brave  of  Innistorc  : 
I  will  not  quench  thy  light,  thou  sunbeam, 
Which  shines  to-night  ou  my  soul. 
Let  the  scattereel  wood  of  Mora  rise — 

10  Rise  between  me  aud  the  battle. 

Why  shouhl  I  see  this  combat  on  the  fìeld, 
Where  the  dark-haired  hero  may  fall  ? 
Amidst  the  songs  pour  forth,  0  Carul ! 
From  the  harps  a  kiud  aiid  stirring  stiaiu. 

15  Here  is  the  sootliiug  voice  of  the  rock, 

The  hoary  rush  of  headloug  strcams  from  the  waste. 
Father  of  Oscar,  lift  thy  spear  ; 
Ward  the  bright  young  warrior  on  thc  fiehl  : 
Meanwliilc  conceal  thy  steps  from  FiHan, 


Fingal  speaks 
on  seeing 
Ca-mor  de- 
sccnding  to 
the  assistance 
of  his  retrcat- 


He  sends 
Ossian  to  the 
aid  of  Fillaii. 


should  Fingal  Tjeholcl  the  strife,  lest  his  dark-haired  warrior  should 
fall  ?  Aniidst  the  song,  0  Carril  !  pour  the  sound  of  tlie  trembling 
iKirp.  Here  are  the  voices  of  rocks  ;  and  there  the  bright  tumbling 
of  waters.  Fatlier  of  Oscar,  lift  the  spear  !  Defend  the  young  in 
anns.     Conceal  thy  steps  from  FiIIan.     He  must  not  know  that  I 
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20  Mu-n  eòl  da.  mi-carbsa  lu'a  clu'uaidli. 
Clia-n  (5iiicli  uial  uam  fein,  mo  niLac  ; 
Cha  bhi  do  theine  fo  smachd,  a  thrèin." 

Fo  charraig  cheileadh  an  sonn 
'Am  fuaim  nam  fonn  o  CharuU  tliall  ; 

25  Mi  'dealradh  'an  sòlas  nach  gaun, 

Sleagh  Thighmòra  'am  làimh  's  mi  'triall. 
Chunna'  mi  air  chòmhuard  JMlioilena 
Baoth  bhruaillean  a'  chòmhraig  ag  dirigh  ; 
Strì  a'  lihàis  ag  iadhadh  gu  mall  ; 

30  Sluaigh  a'  briseadh  fo  dheah'adh  uau  huiu. 
Bha  Fillean  mar  hisair  o  speur  ; 
O  sgèith  gu  sgòith  garbh  clieum  au  treiu ; 
Leagh  còmhrag  o  fhianuis  an  hvoich 
Is  e  'fiUeadli  an  raoin  fo  mhùig. 

35       A  uis  a  sìos  tha  'triaU  gu  str\ 
Mòr  Cliathmor  an  rìgh  'n  a  armail)h  ; 
Sgiath  iolair'  'duljh-aonuulh  mu  'n  cuairt 
Thar  teine  a  chruaidh  cheauu-bheirt. 
Gun  cliùram  ghluais  e  'àrd  cheuman 

40  Mar  gu-m  biodh  sealg  Eirinn  air  làimli. 
Tliog  e  suas  air  uairibli  a  ghuth  ; 
Thiouail  Eiriun  fo  dhubh  mu  'u  cuairt  ; 


doubt  his  steul.     'Ko  clnud  of  iniiic  sliall  rise,  luy  sou,  upon  tliy 
soul  of  firc  !  " 

Ho  sank  bchind  liis  rock,  amiil  the  sound  of  Carril's  song. 
Brightoning,  in  niy  growing  soul,  I  took  the  ."spcar  of  Teniora.  I 
saw  along  Moi-lena  the  wild  tunibling  of  1)atth',  the  strife  of  dcath 
in  gleaniing  rows,  di.sjoiucd  and  broken  round.     Fillan  is  a  beain  of 


20  Lest  he  learn  to  mistrust  his  steel. 
From  me  shall  rise  uo  eloud,  my  sou ; 
Thy  fii'e  shall  be  uuchecked,  thou  hero  !  " 
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Behiud  a  rock  the  chief  was  hid, 
Amid  the  souud  of  sougs  from  Carul  : 

25  I  brightened  with  exceeding  joy, 
Grasping  Temora's  spear  as  I  strode.^ 
I  behekl  on  the  phiin  of  Moi-Lena 
The  maddened  surge  of  battle  heaving  ; 
The  stubborn  strife  of  death  enfokled  (all) : 

30  Hosts  were  broken  uuder  gleaming  blades. 
FiUau  was  like  a  flame  from  the  sky : 
From  wing  to  wing  the  stroug  oue  strode ; 
Battle  melted  before  the  hero  ; 
He  shrouded  the  fiekl  in  smoke. 


0.ssian  de- 
scribcs  the 
appeartince  of 
the  battle 
before  hiiu. 


35       Now  travels  downward  for  battle 
Great  Ca-mor  the  king,  in  his  armour ; 
An  eagle's  wing  waved  darkly  round 
The  fire  of  liis  helmet  of  steeh 
Careless  he  moved  with  mighty  strides, 

40  As  if  the  chase  of  Erin  were  at  haud. 
At  times  he  lifted  up  his  voice  ; 
Erin  gathered  darkly  rouud  him  ; 


Describes 
Ca-nior  as  he 
atlvancod 
towards  liis 
people,  who 
inimeiliately 
rallied,  and 
returned  to 
the  fight. 


fire  :  frotn  Tving  to  wing  is  his  ■vvasteful  course.     The  ridges  of  -n-ar 
melt  before  him ;  they  are  rolled  in  smoke  from  the  fields  ! 

Xow  is  the  coming  forth  of  Cathmor  in  the  armour  of  kings  ! 
Dark  waves  the  eagle's  wing  above  his  helmet  of  fire.  Unconcemed 
aro  his  steps,  as  if  they  were  to  the  chase  of  Erin.  He  raises  at 
times  his  terrible  voice.      Erin,   abashed,   gathers   rouud.      Their 
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n  At  tlieir 
fli'jht  aiid  fear. 
I  have  liere 
traiislateJ<(iar 
by  "  fear, " 
as  the  iiiost 
,,r„l,al,le 

Ittrailillir. 

Jlailarlaii  lias 
"  tiniorem." 


Thionndaidli  'n  anama  sios  mar  shrutli 
Le  iougantas  mu  'u  ceuuian  's  au  tuar 
45  Mar  dhearrsa  maidue  au  treuu 
Ag  èirigh  air  beinu  'bha  fo  flmaith, 
Fear-siubhail  air  astar  leis  feiu 
'SealItuinu  sios  o  thaobh  a  ghruaidh 
Air  leirs:  nau  cruth  fuar  fo  dhubh. 


^  Targets  ; 
Gael.  cm- 
jmii-pai),  an 
"ol,jr,-t,'but 
rn-,|ii,i;tly 
us,',l  l',,r  a 
"  butt,"  or 
"niark  to 
shoot  at. " 
Tlie  allusion 
is  eviilently  to 
a  sliooting- 
iiiateh  ainong 
the  young 
meii  of 
Lumon. 
c  Darkening 
of  its  l,r,nv  ; 
lit.  ofHs 
chccL 


Sùilmalla  nau  ceuman  àillidh  : 
Gldac  darach  a  sleagh  o  'geal  L\imh. 
Leth-aomta  chaochail  i  'chruaidli ; 
Bha  'sùileau  sìos  air  rìgli  na  h-Eirinn 
55  0  fhalbhau,  'us  eirigh  a  ciabh' : 

Cha  strì  so  'measg  chàii-dean  air  raon  ; 
Cha  chuspaireau  faoin  'th'  air  au  reidli,'' 
Mar  gu-m  biodh  òg  hioich  o  Lùmou 
A'  dlùthadh  fo  shùililjli  ( 'honmhoir. 

GO       Mar  charraig  lìimo  'dìibhradh  shuas, 
A'  glacadh  'u  au  ruaig  nau  uiahi, 
'S  i  'fàs  am  measg  dubhadh  a  gruaidli  ■" 
Thar  sliabh  uau  ghxs  chruach,  's  nan  liatli  .sliruth, 
Mar  siu  bu  mhò  Cathmor  Atha 

G5  'N  àm  tioual  uan  sàr  mu  'u  cuairt. 
Mar  osagailjh  'siulduil  a'  cliuain. 


souls  roturn  back  like  a  strcam  ;  they  wonder  at  tlie  steps  of  their 
fear.  He  rose  like  the  beam  of  the  morning  on  a  haunteil  heath  : 
tho  traveller  looks  back  with  hending  eye  on  the  iielil  of  tlreadful 
fornis  !  Suddcn  froni  the  rock  of  ^loi-lena  are  Sul-uiallii's  trcnihling 
stojis.  An  oak  takes  the  sjiear  from  her  liaiul.  llalf  hent  she 
looscs  tlii'  lanci'.     15ut  tlicii  arc  lier  eyes  on  the  king  froni  amid  hcr 
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Tlieir  souls  retunied  like  a  stream — 

They  wondered  at  thcir  fliglit  and  fear  :" 
45  The  warrior  was  like  the  shiuing  of  morning, 

Which  rises  on  a  spectre-haunted  Ben. 

A  traveller  journeyiug  alone 

Looks  down  from  the  side  of  his  check 

Ou  the  sL^pe  of  cokl  and  darkening  forms. 
50  Quickly  from  the  grey  rock  of  Moi-Lena 

(Came)  Svdvalla  of  graceful  step  : 

An  oak-tree  snatched  the  spear  from  her  white 

Half  stooping,  she  freed  the  steel ;  [hand  ; 

Her  eyes  were  bent  ou  thc  king  of  Eriu 
55  From  amid  the  waudering  of  her  floatiug  hair. 

No  friendly  striving  this  upon  the  field ; 

No  idle  targets  on  the  plain,*" 

As  when  the  youths  of  Lumon 

Gather  beneath  the  eyes  of  Conmor. 


Dpscrites 
Sulvalla 
watchiiig  thc 
steps  of 
Ca-mor. 


GO       As  the  clift'  of  Euno  frowning  on  high 
Arrests  the  clouds  in  their  flight, 
And  grows  with  the  darkeniug  of  its  l^row  ' 
Abovc  the  grey  hills  and  hoary  streams — 
So  grew  Ca-mor  of  Atha  greater 

G.5  By  the  gathering  of  his  chiefs  around  (him). 
Like  blasts  which  travel  the  ocean. 


The  cliiefs 
gather  about 
Ca-nior,  anii 
he  appcars,  in 
conijiarisou 
witli  tlura, 
much  tallcr 
than  when 
stauding 
alone.     He 
despatches 
them  to  their 
several  posts. 


■n-andering  lock.s.  Xo  friendly  strife  is  before  tliee ;  no  liglit 
contending  of  hows,  as  when  tlie  youth  of  Inis-huna  come  forth 
beneath  the  eye  of  Conmor  ! 

As  the  rock  of  Euno,  'which  takes  the  passing  clouds  as  tliey  fly, 
seems  growing  in  gathered  darkuess  over  the  streamy  heath,  so 
seems  the  chief  of  Atha  taller  as  gather  his  people  around.     As 
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Gacli  aoii  dliiulìh  'us  stuadh  f'a  còir, 

Mar  siu  a  bha  'fhocail  do  'shluagh 

'Cur  a  ghaisgeach  mu  'u  cuairt  do  'n  tòrr. 

70  'An  sàmhcliair  cha  robh  FiUeau  shuas ; 
Bha  'fhocail  measg  fuaim  a  sgèith  : 
Mar  iohxir  an  treun  air  a'  chruaich, 
Gach  ite  fo  ghriiaim  m'a  chliabh, 
E  'gairm  uau  gaoth  gu  'charraig  feiu, 

75  'N  uair  a  clii  e  fo  'cheura  na  ruaidh  " 
Air  Lùthar  a's  dubli-luaclirach  raon. 


«  The  fawns 
lit.  the  reds- 
a  common 
tennfor  "red- 
deer,"  old  and 
young.     I 
liave,  of 
course,  takeu 
tlie  young, 
tJiey  alone 
Leing  in  tlie 
eagle's  power. 
*  Thcy  rushed 
on  cacli  other, 
&c. ;  lit.  lÀei/ 
pourcd  into 
each  othi'r. 
"'S  acheile 
'n  a  eh^ile  " 
is  what  is  now 
used. 

c  Wratliful 
■■ind  glaring 
were  their 
eyes  ;  lit. 
q/es  promi- 
nent,  risin;/  to 
their  chci-ks. 
Corrach, 
strictly  "pro- 
iiiincnt, " 
treiiucntly 
significs 
"  wratliful," 
1)Ut  I  linow 
ncit  cxact 
tcrnis  lor  thc 
sccond  clause. 


Thaom  iad  's  a'  chèile  's  a'  bhlàr,'' 
Ard  righrean  nan  sàr  o  thaobh  gu  taolth 
A'  losgadh  teiue  mu  anam  an  sluaigli. 

80  Leum  Oi.sian  air  sleagh  "us  e  'triall, 
Craobh  'us  carraig.  'dol  suas  gun  dàil 
Eadar  am  Ijlàr  'us  e  fein. 
Acli  chuahi  uii  'chruaidh  uach  robh  mall 
Measg  farum  mo  mhàilc  's  a'  bheinn. 

85  'N  àm  èiriglt  'an  soillse  o  chruaicli 
Cliunna'  mi  au  sluagh  a'  geilleadh, 
Au  ceumau  air  ais  anns  au  uair, 
Sìiileau  corracli  gu  'n  gruaidh  ag  eirigli  ; " 
Thachair  trein  'am  buuireadli  a'  cliath', 

90  Dà  righ  nam  Hath,  's  nan  gorm  sgiath  ; 
Mòr  'us  dorch'  'am  meadhon  nan  cath 


(lifi'crent  lilasts  fly  ovcr  tlie  .sca,  eacli  behind  its  dark-ljlue  wave, 
so  Catlimor's  -wonls,  oii  cvory  side,  pour  liis  warriors  fortli. 
Nor  silent  on  his  hill  is  l''illau.  Hc  mixes  his  words  with  liis 
cclioing  shiold.  An  engle  he  sccmed,  with  .sounding  wings,  calling 
thc  wind  to  his  rock  when  hc  sees  the  coming  forth  of  tho  roes  on 
Lutha's  rushy  ficld  ! 

Now  they  bcnd  forwanl  iii  battlc.      l)eatli's  liiniilicd  vniccs  arisc. 


413 


Each  one  T\ith  a  wave  before  it  — 

So  were  his  ■words  to  his  people, 

Sending  his  warriors  to  their  places  on  the  hill. 
70  Nor  silent  was  Fillan  ou  the  height ; 

His  words  resounded  with  his  shield  ; 

The  hero  was  as  an  eagle  on  the  cHlf, 

Each  feather  on  his  breast  in  frown, 

Calling  the  winds  to  his  crag, 
75  When  he  sees  the  fawns  withiu  liis  reach  " 

By  the  dark  rush}'  phiius  of  Lubar. 

They  rushed  on  each  other  in  battle  :  *" 
From  wing  to  wing  the  great  kings  of  the  brave 
Kiudled  fii'e  in  the  souls  of  the  host. 

80  Ossian  spraug  on  his  spear  as  he  weut : 
Straightway  rose  rocks  aud  trees 
Between  him  and  thc  strife  ; 
But  I  heard  the  incessant  steel 
Amid  the  cLiug  of  my  mail  on  the  Ben. 

8.3  When  I  gained  a  view  of  the  hill, 
I  beheld  the  people  yiekling ; 
Their  steps  were  backward  at  thc  time  ; 
AVrathful  aud  glaring  were  their  eyes." 
^Met  the  brave  iu  the  tumult  of  battle — 

90  Two  blue-shiekled  kings  of  heroes  : 
Great  and  dark  in  the  midst  of  darts 


The  kings  on  either  side  ìveie  lilce  fires  on  tlie  soiils  of  the  hosts. 
Ossian  boimded  along.  High  locks  and  trees  rush  tall  TDetween  the 
war  and  me  ;  but  I  hear  the  noise  of  steel  hetween  my  clanging 
arnis.  Eising,  gleaming  on  the  hill,  I  hehold  the  backward  steps  of 
hosts,  their  back-n-ard  steps  on  either  side,  and  •\vildly-lookiug  eyes. 
The  cliiefs  were  met  in  dreadful  fight;  the  two  blue-sliielded 
kings !    Tall  and  dark,  through  gleams  of  steel,  are  seen  the  striv- 


FiUan  clicered 
liis  peojile 
onwards,  and 
is  compared 
to  an  eagle  ou 
a  eliH'  ready 
to  swoop  on 
its  prey. 


The  battlc  is 
renewcd  aloug 
tlie  whole 
liue. 

Ossian  had  to 
pass  through 
broken  woody 
groimd,  which 
for  a  time 
hid  the  eon- 
tìiet  from  his 


When  he 
reaehed  the 
open  ground 
he  saw  liis 
frieuds 
retrcating. 


Ca-nior  and 
Fillan  eiiga" 
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'Meas,2;  soillsc  blia  garbli  stiì  iiau  triatli  ; 

Bhuail  .suas  uui  FhiUean  baoth, 

Bròu  a'  lasatUi  's  a'  taomaclh  tro'm'  chliabi 


«  Tlip  account 
of  this  meet- 
ing  and  part- 
ing  of  Ossian 
auii  Ca-uior 
appears, 
among  the 
many  ti-uly 
beautiful  tle- 
scni)tious  in 
this  Uuau, 
to  be  very 
defective. 


95       Thàiuig  mi ;  cha  do  theich  an  rìgh  ; 

Cha  d'  tliàinig  e  le  strì  'am  chòir. 

Mar  charraig  eithe  auus  au  fhrith, 

Fuar  'us  garbh  bha  brìgh  an  t-seoid. 

'An  sàmhchair,  Itha  ar  ceumau  suas 
100  Air  dà  thaobh  buairidh  an  t-sruth'. 

Thionndaidh  sinn  mar  aon  fo  ghruaim, 

'Us  thog  sinn  roinnean  eruaidh  nan  sleagli. 

Thog  sinn  sleigh  ;  ach  thuit  an  ciar ; 

Bha  sàmhchair  air  slialjh  fo  dhorclia, 
105  Ach  gu-u  cluinutear  ceuman  nau  triath 

A'  fuaim  air  au  leirg  a'  falbh." 

Thàinig  mi  gus  an  àit'  a  bha  faoin, 
Auus  ua  chuireadh  le  Fillcau  cath  : 
Cha  robh  focal  no  fuaini  air  an  rauu, 

110  Sgiath  bhriste  'us  ceann-blieairt  nam  tìatli 
Air  tahimli,  'us  gath  guu  flieum. 
C'  àite  bheil  Fillean  uan  sgiath  'ì 
C'  àit'  an  t-òg  thriath  o  Mhòrbheiun  ì 
Cliual'  e  's  e  ri  carraig  uan  sliabh, 

115  'Bha  'g  aomadh  gu  'trian  air  mòr-shrutli : 


inghcroes!     I  nisli.     Jly  fi'ars  l'ur  Fillun  fly,  liurning,  across  niy 
soul. 

1  conie.  Nor  Cathmor  Hies,  nor  yct  coraes  on  ;  he  sidclong  stalks 
ulong.  An  icy  rock,  cold,  tall,  lie  scenis.  I  call  i'orth  all  niy  stecl. 
Silcnt  awhile  we  striJe  on  either  side  of  a  rnshing  strcani,  thcn 
sudden  turning,  all  at  once  we  raisc  our  pointed  spears.     "W'e  raise 
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Tlie  stern  struggie  of  tlie  chiefs  was  secn. 

I  rushed  on  wildly  towurds  Fillan, 

Grief  l)urniug  aud  surgiug  through  my  breast. 

95       I  came  :  nor  tìed  the  king  ; 

Nor  dvcw  he  nigh  me  with  battle. 

Like  an  icy  rock  iu  the  forest, 

Cokl  aud  stern  was  the  bearing  of  the  chief. 

In  silence  passed  our  steps 
100  On  either  side  of  a  raging  stream. 

At  ouce  we  frowning  turned, 

And  raised  the  points  of  our  spears  : 

We  raised  our  spears,  but  twilight  fell ; 

Silence  was  over  the  darkened  hill, 
105  Save  that  the  steps  of  chiefs  were  heard 

Sounding  on  high  as  they  weut  away." 

I  came  to  the  phice,  (now)  empty, 
Where  Fillan  had  fought  the  fight : 
Nor  voice  nor  sound  was  on  the  fiehl ; 

110  A  broken  shiekl,  a  helmet  of  heroes, 
And  a  useless  lance  were  on  the  grouud. 
AVhere  is  Fillan  of  shields  ì 
Where  the  youthful  prince  of  ]\Iorven  ? 
He  heard,  as  he  leaned  agaiust  a  mountain  rock 

115  Which  beut  over  a  great  stream. 


Ossian  i-ushes 
forward  with 
all  )iis  s[in;il. 

When  he 
approached, 
Ca-nior  stanils 
alone,  cold 
and  silent. 
A  strcani  se- 
parates  them. 

They  walk 
along  its 
banks  Ibr  a 
short  dis- 
tanee  ;  at 
length  they 
raise  tlieir 
spears,  but 
darkness 
comes  on,  and 
prevents  tlieir 
engagement. 


Ossian  went 
to  the  ]>lin- 
where  Ije  hiul 
seen  i'ilUm, 
but  found  it 
solitary  aud 
silent. 


He  calls 
loudly  for 
him,  and  at 
length  Knds 
liim,  sorely 
wouuded,lean- 

g  against  a 

ck. 


our  spears,  Init  niglit  comes  down.     It  is  dark  and  silent  round,  liut 
■\vliere  tlie  distant  steps  of  hosts  are  sounding  over  the  heath. 

I  come  to  tlie  place  where  FiEan  fought ;  nor  voice  nor  sound 
is  there.  A  broken  hehnet  lies  on  earth,  a  buckler  cleft  in  twain. 
"Wliere,  FiUan,  where  art  tliou,  young  cliief  of  echoing  Morven  ? 
He  hears  me,  leaning  on  a  rock  which  bends  its  grey  head  over  tlie 
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«  "  Tlic  clouds 
of  the  fathers" 
geiierally 
meaus  the 
abode  of 
spirits.    Here 
tiie  expression 
poiuts  to  the 
cloud-eovered 
liill,  where 
Fingal  had 
spread  the 
feast. 


Cliuar  e,  's  e  dorcha  'us  fanu  : 

An  sin  chunnaic  mi  thall  an  Lioch. 

"  C'uim'  a'  sheasas  'an  truscan  de  dhìibhra 

Mac  Shelma  mu  'n  dlìithadh  a'  choiU'  ? 

120  'An  deabadh  tha  d'astar,  mo  bhràtliair, 
'An  liath  raon  nan  sàr  a  bha  treuu. 
Is  fhada  bha  do  stiì,  a  thriath  ; 
Stoc  Fhionnghail  'g  ad  iarruidh  's  a'  ehruaich, 
Gluais  gu  neuhxibh  d'athar  fein," 

125  Gu  'chuirm  air  eudann  uan  sliabh. 
'An  ceò  an  fheasgair  suidhidh  'n  rìgh 
'S  e  'cluinntinn  guth  cli  ua  clàrsaich 
0  chaoin  Charull  a's  fuaimeire  fonn  : 
Thoir  sòlas  do  'n  aois,  a  chòrr  thriath, 

130  'Fhii'-ljhrisidh  uan  sgiath,  l)i  'falbh." 


"  'N  tig  sòhis  mu  higaieh,  a  thriath  ì 
Cha-n'eil,  'Oisein,  mo  sgiath  dhomh  fein  ; 
Tha  i  briste  'us  sgaoilt'  air  an  t-slialjli  ; 
Bhriseadh  ite  eoin  riabhaich  nan  speur 
1.35  Air  mo  cheann-bheirt  fo  bheum  a'  cliòmhraig. 
'N  uair  a  theicheas  an  nàmhaid  gu  diaii, 
Bi'dh  aithrichean  thriatli  fo  shòhis ; 
Ach  eirigli  an  osua  gu  'trian, 
'N  uair  theid  o;aisoich  gu  dith  air  cliònilinard. 


8trcam.     He  licnrs  ;  Init  .sullen  dai-k  ho  .stands.     At  length  I  .saw 
the  heru  ! 

""Why  stande.st  thoii  rohed  in  darkness,  son  of  woody  Sehna? 
Brii'ht  is  thy  path,  niy  brotlier,  in  tliis  dark-hrown  lield  !  Long 
has  been  thy  strife  in  battle  !  Now  the  horn  of  Fingal  is  heard. 
Ascend  to  tlio  cloud  of  thy  father,  to  his  hill  of  fcasts.     In  tlic 
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He  heard,  but  he  was  dark  and  faint : 
Tlien  I  beheld  the  hero  before  me. 
"  Why,  in  a  robe  of  darkness,  stands 
The  son  of  Selma  girdled  elose  with  woods  ? 

120  Bright  has  been  thy  path,  my  brother, 
On  the  gi'ey  field  of  mighty  warriors  : 
Long  hast  thou  fought,  thou  prince. 
The  horn  of  Fingal  calls  thee  to  the  hill ; 
Come  to  the  clouds  of  thy  father " — 

125  To  the  feast  on  the  mountain-face. 
In  the  mist  of  evening  sits  the  king, 
Listening  to  the  harp's  clear  voice 
From  Carul,  sweetest-voiced  in  song : 
Gladden  his  age,  thou  peerless  chief ! 

130  Come,  thou  breaker  of  shields  !  " 


Not  aware 
that  his 
wounds  were 
mortal,  he 
presses  him  to 
go  immediate- 
ly  to  the  feast 
which  Fingal 
had  spread  on 
the  hiU,  and 
praises  him 
Ìiighly  l'or  his 
heroism. 


"  Will  joy  dwell  with  the  weak,  0  priuce  ? 
Ossian,  my  shield  is  not  mine  owu  ; 
It  is  broken  and  shivered  ou  the  hiU  ; 
Toru  is  the  plume  of  the  brown  bird  of  heaven 
135  From  my  helm  by  the  cleaving  battle-stroke. 
When  the  enemy  headlong  flies, 
The  fathers  of  warriors  are  in  joy  ; 
But  their  heaviest  sighs  arise 
When  heroes  yield  upon  the  field. 


Fillan  niourus 
over  his  fate 
for  having 
lieen  defeated, 
stripped  of 
sliicld  and 
lielmet,  and 
says  tbat  his 
return  would 
only  gi-ieve 
Fingal. 


eveiiing  mist  he  sits,  and  liears  tlie  sound  of  Carril's  liarp.  Garry 
joy  to  the  aged,  young  breakers  of  the  shields  !  " 

"  Can  the  vanquislied  carry  joy  ì  Ossian,  no  shield  is  miue  !  It 
lies  hroken  on  tlie  field.  The  eagle-wing  of  my  helmet  is  torn.  It 
is  wlien  foes  fly  beforo  them  that  fiithers  delight  in  their  sons  ;  ])ut 
their  sighs  burst  forth  in  secret  when  their  young  warrinrs  j'ielil. 

V()L.   11.  2   I) 
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140  Cha-n  fhaicear  le  FiUean  an  rìgh  ; 
C'uim'  a  bhiodh  e  fo  strì  a'  bhròin  ì ' 


«  The  fulllcss 
of  thy  fame, 
&c.  ;  "lit.  tke 
/uliicss  (or 
JUling  of)  Ihy 
fmne  is  not  to 
mc. 

I>  Tlie  licrci— 
i.t.  rinir^l. 


"  'Mhic  Chhitho  a's  guirme  sùil, 
'Og  Fhillein,  na  dìiisg  nio  chliabh. 
Nacli  robli  thu  'n  ad  tlieine  gun  mhìiig, 

145  'S  uach  bi  sòkis  as-ìir  air  triatli  ? 

Cha-n'eil  lìonadh  do  cliliu  dhouih  fliein 
Mar  ghrèin  tlui'n  treun  do  mo  thriall  : '' 
Tha  e  'coimhead  mo  cheuman  le  sòlas, 
Gun  fhaileus  a'  còmhnuidh  m'a  ghnùis  : 

150  Suas,  'Fhillein,  gu  Mòra  nan  tòrr ; 
Tha  cuirm  anus  a'  cheò  sfi;aoilte." 


"  'Oisein,  thoir  dhomh  fein  mo  sgiath, 
Na  h-itean  'tha  ciar  fo  ghaoith  : 
Cuir  iadsan  mar  ri  Filleau,  a  thriath, 

155  Gus  nach  caiU  e  ach  trian  d'a  chliu. 
'Threun  Oisein,  tha  laigs'  orm  fèin  ; 
Cuir  mise  fo  bheud  's  a'  chòs. 
Na  tog  orm  clach  anns  a'  bheinn 
Eagal  foighneachd  mu  FhiUeau  na  's  mb. 

160  Thuit  mise  ann  mo  cheud  chath 
Gun  chliu  'us  gun  rath  air  mo  lann. 
I>iodh  do  ghuthsa  a  nihàin,  a  thriatli, 
'N  a  shòlas  do  m'  anam  's  e  'triall. 


No;  Fillan  .shall  n.it   lirlu.M  tìu'   kin- !      AVliy   shoul.l  tlie  hero 
mourn  ? " 

"  Son  of  bhte-eyed  Clatho  !  O  Fillan,  awake  not  my  soul !  Wert 
thou  not  a  burning  firo  before  him?  Shall  lie  not  rejoice?  Such 
fame  beIong.s  not  to  Ossian  ;  yet  is  the  king  still  a  sun  to  me.  Hc 
looks  oii  niy  steps  witli  joj'.     Shadows  never  riso  on  his  face.     As- 
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UO  FiUan  will  not  behold  the  king  ; 

Why  shoiild  he  be  in  agony  of  grief  ? " 

"  Son  of  Clatho  of  bhiest  eye — 
Yoiithfiil  FiUan,  waken  not  my  breast. 
Ha.st  thou  not  been  a  cloudless  fire  'i 

145  And  shall  not  the  prince  anew  rejoice  ? 
The  fulness  of  thy  fame  surpasses  mine  ; " 
(Yet)  as  the  sun  on  my  path  is  the  hero  :  * 
He  beholds  my  steps  with  gladness, 
Without  a  shadow  dwelling  on  his  face. 

150  Up,  FiHan,  to  Mora  of  kuoUs  ; 

The  feast  is  spread  amid  the  mist. " 

"  Ossian,  give  to  me  my  shield, 

(And)  the  plumes  wliich  are  dark  in  the  wind 

Place  them  by  FiHau,  thou  prince  ! 
155  That  he  may  lose  but  part  of  his  renown. 

Brave  Ossian,  faintness  comes  upon  me ; 

Lay  me,  dying,  in  the  cave. 

Piaise  no  stone  to  me  on  the  hill. 

Lest  one  should  henceforth  ask  for  Filhiu. 
100  In  my  first  battle  I  have  fallen  - 

Without  reuown  or  conquest  by  my  spear. 

Let  thy  voice,  alone,  0  chief  I 

Gladden  my  soul  as  it  departs. 


cend,  0  Fillaii,  to  Jlora  !  His  feast  is  spread  in  the  folds  of  mist." 
"  Ossiaii,  give  me  that  broken  shield  :  these  feathers  that  are 
rolled  in  the  wind.  Place  theni  near  to  FUlan,  that  lo.ss  of  his  fame 
may  faU.  Ossian,  I  hegin  to  faO.  Lay  me  in  that  hollow  rock. 
Eaise  no  stone  ahove,  lest  one  should  ask  about  my  fame.  I  am 
faUen  in  the  first  of  my  fields — fallen  without  renown.     Let  thy 


Ossian  still 
urges  him  to 
go,  saying 
that  his  fame 
surpassed 
Ossian's  ;  yet 
Fingal  showeJ 
all  kindness 
to  Ossian. 


Fillan  hegs 
Ossian  to  re- 
store  to  him 
the  seattered 
fragments  of 
his  armour, 


and  to  lay 
him  in  tlie 
cave,  that  he 
might  die. 
He  cliarges 
liiin  to  raise 
uo  stone  over 
his  unrenown- 
ed  gi'ave. 
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C'uim'  a  bhiodh  bàrd  a'  còmhradh 
165  Mu  'n  dearrsa  òg  o  chaoin  Chlatho  ?  " 

"  'Blieil  d'anam  air  fiaradh  nan  gaoth, 
'Og  FhiUein,  a  blu'iseadh  na  sgiathan  ì 
Biodh  sòLas  a'  leantuinn  an  hioicli 
Tro'  fliiUeadh  gharbh  nau  ciar  niah 

170  Tha  samhhi  do  mhòr  shìnns're,  'FhiUein, 
An  cruthan  ag  aomadh  mu  'n  sìol ; 
Tha  mi  'faicinn  an  tein'  air  an  aonach, 
Gorm  sgaoileadh  an  ceò  fo  shìan 
Mu  Mhòra  'measg  fiaradh  na  gaoith'. 

17,5  Tachradh  sòlas  ri  mo  bhràthair. 

Thrèig  thusa  na  sàir  's  iad  fo  bhròn. 
Mu  thimcliioll  na  h-aoise  tha  'n  uàmhaid 
Cliu  a'  sìohidh  o  airidh  's  e  'n  ceò  : 
Tha  tluisa  'd'aonar  air  an  t-sliabli, 

180  A  rìgh  uan  liath  chial)h  o  Shelma." 

Chuir  mi  e  'an  carraig  nan  còs 
Aig  fuaim  nan  sruth  mòr  's  an  oidhche ; 
Bha  dearg  rcuU  a'  sealltuinn  o'n  tòri', 
Nach  do  chuir  am  fear  òg  'an  soiUse  ; 
185  Thog  na  gaothan  mall  a  chiabh. 

Bha  mi  'g  disdeachd — cha  chualas  fuaim 
Bha  'n  gaisgeach  gun  tuar  'am  pràmh. 


voice   Ai.ONE  si'ud  joj'  to  uiy  liyiug  so\il.     AVliy  should  tlie  1)aril 
know  wlioro  (Iwclls  the  lost  Loaui  of  Clatho  ! 

"  Is  thy  spirit  oii  the  eJdying  wiiuls,  0  Fillan  !  young  Lrcaker  of 
sliiolds.  Joy  pursue  my  hero  tlirougli  liis  folded  clouds.  The 
fornis  of  tliy  fathors,  O  Fillan  !  bond  to  receive  their  son.  I  behold 
the  sproading  of  their  fìro  on  Mora :  the  blue  rolling  of  their  niisty 
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Why  shoulcl  liards  discourse 
1G5  Of  the  youthful  beam  of  gentle  CLatho  ? " 

"  Is  thy  soul  ou  the  wanderiug  \viuds, 
Young  FiHan,  breaker  of  the  shiekls  ì 
May  gladness  foUow  the  hero 
Tlirough  the  great  folds  of  dusky  clouds. 

170  The  semblance  of  thy  mighty  sires,  0  Fillan ! 
Tlieir  forms  bend  downwards  to  their  son  : 
I  see  their  fire  ou  the  mountains, 
The  blue  stretch  of  theii'  mist  iu  storm, 
Rouud  Mura  iu  the  eddyiug  wind. 

175  May  gladness  meet  my  brother  ; 
Thou  hast  left  the  warriors  in  gricf. 
(But)  the  foe  is  around  the  agèd  ; 
The  fame  of  the  brave  is  waning  in  the  mist ; 
Thou  art  aloue  on  the  hill, 

180  King  of  hoary  loeks  from  Sehua.'"' 

I  hiid  him  in  the  hollow  rock 

At  night  l)y  the  noise  of  great  torrents  : 

A  red  star  looked  from  the  hill, 

But  shed  no  light  on  the  youth  ; 

185  The  slow  winds  raised  his  locks. 

I  listened,  (but)  no  souud  was  heard — 
The  hero  was  wan  in  sleep. 


He  dies,  and 
Ossian  prays 
tliat  gladness 
may  meet  liis 
soul ;  but 
while  lament- 
ing  for  him, 
he  speaks  of 
the  danger  to 
whieh  Fingal 
was  exposed 
aloue  on  the 
hill. 


He  lays  the 
body  down  in 
the  cave, 
and  describes 
the  feelings  of 
grief  and  of 
vengeance 
which  filled 
his  own 
breast. 


•nTeaths.  Joy  meet  thee,  my  brother  !  But  we  are  daik  and  sad  !  I 
lieholJ  the  foe  round  the  aged.  I  behold  the  wasting  away  of  his  fame. 
Thou  art  left  alone  iii  the  tìeld,  0  grey-haired  king  of  Selma  ! " 

I  laid  him  m  the  hoUow  rock  at  the  roar  of  the  nightly  stream. 
One  red  star  looked  in  on  the  hero.  WLnds  lift  at  times  his  loeks. 
I  listen ;   no  sound  is  heard  :    the  warrior   slept !      As  lightning 
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DUAN  VI. 

"  " A  dark- 
brown  cloud  " 
sounds 
strangely  to 
jnost  readers  ; 
but  he  wlio 
lias  watuhed 
the  ever-vary- 
ing  sliades 
and  f'orms  of 
clouds  in  a 
Hinhlandsky, 
HÌll  reiot;nise 
the  "ihirk- 
brown  "  as 
true  to  naturu. 


Mar  dhealaii  air  neul  dul)h-dliouu  " 

Ghluais  smuaintean  gu  trom  mo  chliabh ; 
190  Mo  shìiilean  mar  thein"  ann  am  cheann, 

Mo  clieuman  nach  mall  air  sliabh 

'Measg  farum  mo  chruaidli  mliàile. 

"  Tachraidh  mise  'us  rìgh  Eirinn  : 

'Measg  co-thional  cheud  tachraidh  siun. 
195  C'uim'  a  theicheadh  an  neul  so  ft5in, 

A  cliuir  dearrsa  nan  speur  air  chìd  ? 

Lasaibh  tein-athair  nan  cruach, 

Lasaibh  suas,  mo  shinns're  fèin  ; 

'Us  cuiribhse  mo  cheum  fo  shoillse — 
200  Caithidh  mis'  an  nàmhaid  'am  feirg. 

Ach  mur  tilleadh  mise  fein, 

Tha  'u  rìgh  fo  l)heud  'us  e  gun  mhac  ; 

Tha  'liath  chiabh  'measg  nàimhdean  an  trt5in, 

A  làmh  'an  robh  feum  fo  smachd, 
205  A  chHu  a'  siohidli  sìos  'an  Eirinn. 

Na  faiceam  gu  sìorruidh  an  sàr 

'An  deireadh  uam  blìir  fo  snial. 

Ach  ciamar  thilleam  fein  do  'n  rìgh  ? 

Nach  foiglniicli  e  le  brigh  m'a  mhac  ? 
210  '  C'uini'  nach  d'thug  thu  FiUean  o'n  strì  ?' 

Tachraidh  Oisiau  shìos  au  uàmhaid." 

0  shìiilibh  a  chàirdean  tha  'thriall. 

"  Ard  Eirinn  a's  uaine  gleann, 


on  ;i  cloud,  a  thought  canio  ru.'<hing  along  my  soul.  !My  eycs 
roll  in  firc  :  niy  stride  was  iu  tiie  clang  of  steel.  "  1  wiil  lind 
thee,  king  of  Erin  ! — in  thc  gathering  of  thy  thousands  find  thce. 
Why  sliould  that  cloud  cscape  that  quenched  our  early  beani  t 
Kindle  your  meteors  on  your  hills,  my  fathers ;  light  niy  daring 
steps :  I  'will  consume  in  wrath.     But  should  not  I  return  1    Tlie 
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Like  lightuiug  ou  a  dark-browu  cloud," 
Tlioughts  gloomily  stirred  luy  breast ; 

luu  My  eyes  (^A-ere)  like  fire  iu  my  head, 
]\Iy  steps  were  hurried  on  the  hiU, 
Amid  the  clangiug  of  my  mail  of  steel. 
"  I  and  the  kiug  of  Eriu  shall  meet — 
We  shall  meet  iu  the  gatheriug  of  huudreds. 

195  AVherefore  shoukl  this  cloud  escape 

Which  has  chirkened  the  brightuess  of  the  skies  ? 
Kindle  the  sky-fires  of  the  peaks, 
Kindle  theni  on  high,  ye  ancestors  of  miue, 
Aud  phìce  my  path  iu  briglitness  I — 

200  I  will  eousume  the  euemy  in  ^vratli. 
But  if  I  myself  will  not  returu, 
The  kiug  is  iu  dauger,  aud  without  a  sou  : 
The  foe  surrounds  the  hero's  hoary  hairs ; 
His  arm,  once  mighty,  now  is  weak  ; 

205  His  fame  is  waniug  iu  Erin. 

Let  me  never  behold  the  uoble  hero, 
At  the  close  of  his  wars  under  chiud. 
But  how  can  I  return  to  the  king  i 
Will  he  not  ask  in  earnest  for  his  son  ? 

210  'Why  broughtest  uot  Fillan  back  from  battle?' 
Ossian  AviU  meet  the  foe  upou  the  phiin." 
He  withdxaws  from  the  eyes  of  his  frieuds. 
"  Hilly  Erin  of  greenest  glens, 


He  resolves  to 
attack  C'a-mor 
without  delay. 


The  thought 
of  the  loiiely 
conditiou  of 
Fingal,  how- 
ever,  restrains 
hini.     But 
dreading  the 
questioiiing 
of  the  fatlier 
for  his  son,  he 
anew  resolves 
to  go  in  pur- 
suit  of  C'a- 


king  is  witliout  a  son,  grey-haired  aniong  his  foes.  His  arm  is  not 
as  in  the  days  of  old.  His  fame  grows  dim  in  Erin.  Let  me  not 
behold  him  laid  low  in  his  latter  field.  But  can  I  return  to  the 
king  ?  "\ViLI  lie  not  ask  about  his  son  ?  'Thou  oughtest  to  defend 
young  Fillan.'  Ossian  wLll  meet  the  foe  !  Green  Erin,  thy  sound- 
ing  tread  is  pleasant  to  my  ear."     I  rush  on  thy  ridgy  host  to  shun 
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Is  taitiiL'ach  do  mo  chluasaibli  d'fhuaini. 

215  Tba  mi  grad  air  do  shluagh  fo  hiuii, 

A  sheachuadh  sùilean  au  rìgh  fo  ghruaiui. 
Ach  cluiuneamsa  gu  h-àrd  an  rìgh 
Air  Mòra  nam  fiìth  'an  ceò  : 
Tha  e  'gairm  a  dhà  mhac  o'n  strì ; 

220  Tha  mi  'tighiu  's  mi  sìos  fo  bhròu  : 
Tlia  mi  'tighin  mar  iohxir  o  chruaich, 
'Tliachair  teiue  nan  stuadh  "au  oidliche, 
E  'g  iteach  o'u  fhàsach  so  shuas 
Le  'sffiathan  dubh-loisste  'an  soiUse. 


225       Fada  thall  mu  'ii  rìgh  air  Mòra 

Thaom  Mòrbheiim  o  bhriseadh  an  raoin. 

Thionndaidh  an  sìiilean  o'n  mhòr  thriath  ; 

Gach  aon  diubh  ag  aoraadh  g'  a  thaobh 

'S  a  shealhidh  gu  baoth  o  'shleagh. 
230  'N  am  mead.hon  sheas  sàmhach  au  rìgli, 

A  smuaintean  'strì  'dol  suas  m'a  chlial)li, 

Mar  thonnaibh  air  lochan  nam  frìth, 

Gach  aon  diubh  fo  chobhar  's  e  liath. 

Sheall  e  sios ;  cha-n  f  hac  e  niac 
235  Le  sleagli  ghlau  fo  smachd  's  e  'triall. 

Ghluais  'osua  svuis  guu  dàil 

A  cheil  e  fo  shàmhchair  a'  bliròin. 

Au  sin  sheas  mis'  fo  dharaig  tliall ; 

Cha  d'èirich  guth  mall  uam  fèin. 

the  eyes  of  i'iiigal.  I  liear  the  voice  of  the  king  on  Mora's  niisty 
top :  hc  calls  his  two  sons.  I  coiue,  my  father,  in  niy  grief.  I 
come  like  an  oaglo  wliich  tlic  tlaiiu'.  of  night  mct  in  the  dcscrt,  iind 
spoilcd  of  half  his  ■\viugs  ! 

Distant  round  the  king  on  Mora  tho  hroken  ridgcs  of  Morven 
arc  roUed.      Thcy  turncd  thcir  cycs;  cach  darkly  Iwnds  on  his  own 
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Joyful  is  tliy  sound  iu  my  ears. 

215  Soou  sball  I  rush  ou  thy  host  with  my  bhide, 
To  escape  the  frowuiug  eye  of  the  kiug." 
But  I  hear  his  loud-souuding  voice, 
On  ]\Iora  ou  the  misty  woods, 
Calliug  his  two  sous  from  war. 

220  I  come  cast  down  witli  sorrow  ; 

I  come  lilve  an  eagle  from  the  peak, 

Which  has  met  the  fire  of  the  clouds  at  uight- 

He  flies  from  the  forest  on  high, 

With  wings  burued  black  in  the  blaze. 


Meantime  he 
hears  Fiiig;ir.s 
voice  loud- 
calling  for 
hoth  Ossian 
and  Fillau, 
and  goes  to- 
wards  him. 


225       Far  over,  around  the  kiug  in  Mora, 

Spreads  Morven  after  breaking  on  the  field. 

They  turned  their  eyes  from  the  grcat  cliief ; 

Each  one  was  di'awing  to  his  side, 

Abashed,  and  looking  off  his  spear. 
230  lu  their  midst  the  king  stood  silent, 

His  struggling  thoughts  upheaviug  in  his  breast, 

Like  waves  on  a  mountain-loch, 

Each  one  in  foam  and  hoary. 

He  looked  down,  but  saw  no  son 
235  Approaching  with  his  shiuing  spear. 

Straightway  rose  his  sighs  ; 

He  hid  them  in  the  sileuce  of  sorrow. 

Then  I  stood  beneath  an  oak  ; 

Eose  uot  the  faiutest  voice  from  me. 


The  king,  ob- 
serving  the 
silence  and 
»loom  of  the 
people  about 
lum,  concludcs 
that  FiUau 
has  fallen ; 


ashen  spear.  Silent  stood  the  king  in  the  midst.  Thought  on 
thought  rolled  over  his  soul,'  as  waves  on  a  secret  mountain-lake, 
each  with  its  hack  of  foam.  He  looked ;  no  son  appeared  with  his 
long-heaming  spear.  The  sighs  rose,  crowding  from  his  soul,  but 
he  concealed  his  grief.  At  longth  I  stood  beneath  an  oak.  No 
voice  of  mine  'was  heard.     What  could  I  sav  to  Fingal  in  his  hour 
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2i0  Ciocl  a  b'  lUTainn  mi  'lal)liairt  's  an  ;un, 
Ri  Fionnglial  'measg  bròin  an  trt'in  '{ 
A  nise  ghluais  am  focal  suas  ; 
Dh'aom  an  sluagh  air  ais  o  'ghuth. 

"C'  àit'  am  bheil  mac  Shchna,  an  triatli, 
245  Am  fear  a  dh'  imich  'au  sgiath  còmhraig  { 
Cha-n  f  haic  mi  'cheum  air  an  t-sliabh 
'S  e  'tilleadh  o  thriall  u;i  mòrchuis 
'Measg  co-thioual  còrr  mo  shluaigh. 
'N  do  thuit  an  ruadh  òg  air  a'  bheinn, 
250  Es'  'bu  mhòrchuisich'  ceum  air  cruaich  \ 
Thuit  e,  sibh  sàmhach  'n  a  dhèigh, 
Sgaoilte  sgiath  'chòmh  -stri  gu  luatli. 
Cuiribh  mo  mhàile  cruaidh  rium  fein  ; 
Mac  an  Luinn  a  bha  ciar  donn. 
255  Tha  mi  'mosghxdh  air  àrd  na  beinne  ; 

Bi'm  am  màireach  'an  còmhrag  nan  sonn." 

Ard  air  CormuU  bha  craobh 
A'  hxs;idh  fo  ghaoith  'us  i  'fuaim  ; 
Bha  liath  chearb  de  cheò  air  a  t;iobh 
260  A'  sgaoileadh  gu  caoin  mu  'n  cu;iirt. 
An  sin  blui  ceuman  an  righ  ';un  fcirg 
Fada  tluiU  o  chcarb  an  t-sluaigh. 
Bha  'chòmhnuidh-sau  riamh  ;iir  ;in  leirg, 


of  woe  1     His  words  rose  at  lengtli  in  tlie  niiilst :  the  peopleshrank 
backward  as  he  spoke. 

"  AVliere  is  thc  son  of  Sehna,  he  who  led  in  war  1  I  behold 
not  his  steps  an'.ong  niy  jìeople,  returning  froni  the  field.  Fell 
the  young  hounding  roe  who  was  so  stutely  on  uiy  hills'ì  He 
fell ;  for  ye  are  silent.     The  shield  of  war  is  cleft  in  twain.     Let 
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240  "What  coukl  I  sny  at  tlie  time 

DUAX  VI. 

To  Fiugal  laiiieiiting  the  brave  ? 

Now  his  word  arose  ou  high  ; 

Back  shrank  the  people  from  his  voice  : 

"  Where  is  Selma's  son,  the  prince — 

and  nfter  a 
few  words  of 
lamentation 
for  him.  de- 
clares  his 
rcsolution 
to  go  forth  to 
battle  on  tlie 
following  Jay. 

245  He  who  travelled  on  the  wings  of  war  ? 
I  see  not  his  step  ou  the  hill, 
Eeturuing  from  the  path  of  glory  ; 
Among  the  gathering  of  my  chosen  host. 

Has  the  youug  hart  falleu  ou  the  Ben  ì — 

250  He  of  stateliest  step  upon  the  hiU  ? 

He  fell ;   your  silence  tells  his  loss  : 

Soon  was  the  shield  of  battle  shivered. 

Near  me  place  my  mail  of  steel, 

And  the  son  of  brown  swart  Luno. 

255  I  waken  on  the  height  of  the  hill ; 

To-morrow  I  shall  war  with  heroes." 

High  ou  Cormul  was  a  tree 
Burning  and  crackliug  in  the  wind ; 
A  hoary  patch  of  mist  was  near. 

Ossian  de- 
scribes  his 
appearance 
on  the  hiU  of 
Cormul. 

260  And  softly  spread  around. 

There  were  the  steps  of  the  king  iu  wrath. 

Far  from  the  outskirts  of  the  host. 

His  home  was  always  on  the  hill, 

his   armoui  be   near  to  Fingal ;   and  the  sword   of  dark-hrown 

Lunii.      I   ani  -naked   on  niy  hOJs ;  -Hrith   morning   I   descend  to 

■\var. 

High  on  Cormul's  rock  an  oak  is  l^aming  to  the  wind.     The  grey 

skirts  of  mist  are  rolled  around.     Thither  strode   the  king  in  his 

wrath.     Distant  from  the  host  he  always  lay  when  hattle  humed 
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'N  uair  lasadh  còmlmig  garbli  m'a  clilialjli. 

265  Aii-  dà  sLleagh  shuas  a  mhòr  sgiath, 
Truagh  chomhara  ciar  a'  blùiis, 
An  sgiath  sin  fo  bhualadh  au  rìgh 
An  oidhche  roimh  str\  nam  blàr. 
An  sin  fein  a  dh'  aithuich  ua  hxoich 

270  Am  a  ghluasaid  gu  baoth-chòmhrag  : 
Cha  do  thog  e  a  sgiath  gu  faoin, 
Gus  an  èireadh  r'a  thaobh  'a  chòmh  -stri. 
Bha  'cheuman  a'  beumadh  gu  h-àrd, 
'Us  deahudh  fo-  shàr  ghath  craoil)h, 

275  Cho  fuathasach  ri  cruth  uam  fuath 
Fo  neulaibh  dubh  fuar  na  h-oidhche, 
'N  uair  a  chuireas  e  fo  thruscan  gruaime 
A  dhliith  chleasan  truagh  'an  leth  shoillse, 
'S  e  'gabhail  de  charljad  nan  gaoth 

280  Air  bruaillean  baoth  an  fhaoin-chuain  mhòir. 
Gun  sìoladh  o  stoirm  a'  gharbh  chòmhraig 
Bha  Eiriuu  nam  mòr  thriath  tliall ; 
Bha  'm  faileus  fo  v6  air  a'  chòmhnard, 
Mall  thoirm  an  deigh  còmh  -strì  a'  bhlìlir. 

285  'N  a  aonar  bha  ceuman  Chathmhoir 
Air  aghart  's  air  ais  air  au  t-sliabh, 
E  ag  aomadh  fo  'armaibh  gu  leir 
Air  Mòrbheinn  nan  treun  fo  ruaig. 
Nise  thàinio;  e  gus  au  còs 


within  his  soul.  On  two  spcars  huiig  his  shicld  on  high,  the  glcam- 
iug  sign  of  death;  tliat  shicld  which  hc  was  wont  to  strikc  hy  night 
before  he  ruslicd  to  war.  It  was  then  his  warriors  kncw  whcn  tlic 
king  was  to  lcad  in  strLfe,  for  never  was  this  Luckler  heard  tiU  tlie 
wrath  of  Fingal  arose.  Unequal  were  }iis  steps  on  high  as  ho  shone 
in  the  heam  of  the  oak ;  he  was  drcadful  as  the  form  of  tho  spirit 
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Wbeu  burued  stern  coufliet  iu  his  breast. 
265  His  miglity  sbield  was  high  betweeu  t^\'o  spears — 

The  dark,  dread  sigual  of  death  ; 

That  shield  the  king  was  wont  to  strike 

Tlie  night  before  the  battle-strife  : 

It  was  thus  the  warriors  knew 
270  The  time  of  his  march  to  coufiict  fierce  : 

He  raised  uot  his  shiehl  except  at  need, 

When  battle  flamed  around  hira. 

His  steps  were  soundiug  on  high  ; 

He  shone  in  the  bright  flame  of  the  tree — 
275  As  awful  as  a  spirit-form 

Uuder  the  black  cold  clouds  of  night, 

Wheu,  imder  garb  of  gloom,  he  shows 

His  sad  but  rapid  movements  half  in  light, 

And  he  mounts  the  chariot  of  the  winds, 
280  Ou  the  great  waste  ocean's  uproar  wihl. 

Unsettled  from  the  storm  of  rugged  war, 

On  the  otlier  side  were  Erin's  mighty  chiefs ; 

Their  mooulight-shadow  ou  the  plaiu  : 

SLjw  murmurs  foUowed  the  strife  of  Ijattle. 
285  Alone  were  the  steps  of  Ca-mor 

Hither  aud  thither  ou  the  hill : 

In  full  armour  he  weut  ouward, 

After  Morveu  of  the  brave  iu  flight. 

Now  came  hc  to  the  cave 

of  niglit  wlien  he  clothes  on  hills  his  wild  gestures  with  mist,  and, 
issuing  forth  on  the  troubled  ocean,  mounts  the  car  of  -winds. 

Xor  settled  from  the  storm  is  Erin's  sea  of  war !  they  glitter 
Leneath  the  moon,  and,  low  humming,  still  roll  on  the  field.  Alone 
are  the  steps  of  Cathmor  hefore  them  on  the  heath ;  he  hangs  for- 
■\vard  ^nth  all  his  anns  on  Jlorven's  flying  host.    Is'ow  had  he  come 


He  tells  that 
it  was  his 
wont,  before 
engaging  in 
battlfr — whicli 
he  did  only  iii 
pressing  dan- 
ger  to — strike 
his  shieUl, 
and  thus  to 
intimate  liis 
pui-pose  to  his 
warrioi's. 


The  state  of 
the  host  of 
Erin  de- 
scribed. 


in  pursuit  of 
the  host  of 
Fingal. 
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a  He  went  to 
meet  hira  on 
the  wind — i.e. 
guided  by  his 
sceut. 


>>  Unnoticed 
by  the  brin- 
dicd  bounder 
af'ter  deor  ; 
lit-  ìii/  tìie 
hriiiin,;! 
binuid  (if  the 
deer. 


290  'S  au  robli  còraliniiidh  òg  Fliilleiu  's  au  oiilhflic 
Bha  aonu  chraobh  air  taobh  au  t-sruth'  nihòir, 
'Blia  'tuiteam  o  'n  tòrr  's  a'  boiUsgeadh. 
An  siu  fo  re  ri  'faiciuu  shios 
Sgiath  bhriste  aig  triath,  mac  ChLatho, 

295  'Us  teann  air  'n  a  shmeadh  air  feur 
Cas  mholach  an  treun  chu,  Bran. 
Cha-n  fhac  es'  an  triath  air  Mòra  ; 
Ghhiais  e  'n  a  chòdhail  air  gaoitli :" 
Shaoil  leis  gu-n  do  dhìmadh  do  shealgair 

300  A  ghorm  shìiil  'an  cearbaibh  a'  phràimh. 
Cha  ghluaiseadh  osag  air  an  t-sliabh 
Gun  fhios  do  leum  riabhach  nan  ruadh.'' 

Chunnaic  esan  cì\  an  uchd  bhàin  ; 

Chunnaic  e  an  sgiath  bhriste  thnll ; 
30.5  Thill  dùbhra  air  ais  air  a  chlialjh  ; 

Blui  'smuaintean  dubhach  ag  èirigh  ciar 

Mu  thuiteani  nan  triath  air  an  raon. 

"  Thig  sluagh  mar  shruth  'tha  'taomadh  sios  ; 

Thig  cinne  nach  fliiach  'n  an  dèigh  ; 
310  Ach  comh  'raiclùdh  trian  diubh  au  sliabh 

'Dol  thairis  le  'n  gniomhau  treuu  ; 

Freagraidli  ua  cruachan  au  iarraidh 

Tro'  shiublial  uam  bUadlma  dubh-cliiar  ; 


to  the  mossy  cave  wliere  Fillan  lay  in  night.  Oiie  tree  was  hent 
above  the  stream  wliich  glittered  ovcr  the  rock.  There  slione  to 
the  luoon  the  broken  shiekl  of  Clatlio's  son  ;  and  near  it,  on  grass, 
lay  liairy-footed  Dnin.  He  liad  iiiissed  the  cliief  on  Mora,  and 
scarohed  hiin  along  the  wind.  He  thouglit  tliat  tlic  l)hie  oycd 
hunter  slcpt ;  lie  hiy   upon  lii.s  .sliicld.      No   bla.st   caiuc   ovcr   thc 
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290  Whore  youuo-  Fillau  chvelt  iu  niglit  ; 
Oue  tree  ^vas  beside  the  gi'eat  stream 
AVhich  fell  and  gleamed  from  the  height. 
There,  iu  the  light  of  the  moou,  was  seen 
The  broken  shield  of  Clatho's  hero-son, 

293  And  near  it,  stretched  upou  the  grass, 
The  shaggy  foot  of  the  brave  dog  Bran.' 
He  did  not  see  the  chief  ou  Mora  ; 
He  weut  to  meet  him  on  tlie  wiud  : " 
He  thought  that  the  huuter  had  closed 

300  His  blue  eye  in  the  folds  of  sleep. 
There  stirred  not  a  breeze  on  the  hiU 
tJnuoticed  by  the  briudled  liouuder  after  de 


In  the  moon- 
light  he  uo- 
tices  the 
brokcn  shield 
of  Fillan, 
and  sees  the 
celebrated 
dog  Bran 
lying  beside 
it. 


Ca-mor  saw  the  white-breasted  dog  ; 
He  saw  the  brokeu  shield  beside  him  : 

30.5  Darkness  returned  to  his  soul ; 
JMouruful  thoughts  arose  in  gloom 
For  the  fall  of  chiefs  upou  the  field. 
"  Men  come  like  streams  which  dowuward  flow 
Theu  wiU  come  a  worthless  race  ; 

310  Yet  some  of  these  will  mark  the  moiuitaiu 
With  their  valiaut  deeds  as  they  pass  : 
Mouuds,  wheu  sought,  wiU  tell  their  tale, 
Through  the  course  of  darlc-browu  years  ; 


Struck  by  the 
siglit,  he  stays 
his  step,  and 
nioralises  on 
thc  bricf  life 
of  man ; 


lieath  unknowTi  to  bounJing  Bran. 

Cathraor  saw  the  white-breasteJ  Jog  ;  he  saw  tlie  hrokcn  sliielJ. 
Darkness  is  blown  back  on  his  soul ;  he  remembers  the  falling  away 
of  the  people.  They  come  a  stream,  are  rolleJ  awa)' ;  another  race 
succeeJs.  "  But  some  mark  the  fìelJs  as  they  pass  with  their  owu 
niighty  names.      The  heath  through  Jark-brown  years  is  theirs ; 
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o  Around 
their  faine — 
i.e.  the 
mounils  which 
coniniem- 
orated  them. 
''  Of  these ; 
lit.  o/you. 


Bi'dli  gonn  shrutli  ag  iadhadli  mu  'n  cliu." 
31.5  D]uiil)hse  fein  biodh  treuu  o  Atha/ 

'N  uair  a  chuirear  air  làr  a  cheann. 

Tachradh  guth  uau  àm  'tha  thall, 

Ki  Cathmor  anu  am  mall  ghaoith, 

'N  uair  a  leumas  e  osagau  ciar 
320  Air  iomall  dubh-i'iabhach  uan  sti)irm." 

Tliiouail  Eiriini  mu  'u  cuairt  do  'u  righ 
A  chluiuntiun  guth  a  chumhachd  threiu, 
Gach  eudanu  ag  aomadh  le  sòlas, 
'Au  solus  uam  mòr  chraobh.'' 

325  Thrèig  na  bha  fuasach  a'  chruach  ; 
Bha  Lìibar  ag  iadhadh  ro'  u  t-.shiagli. 
B'  e  Cathmor  an  teine  o  speur, 
'Bha  'dealradh  a  chàirdeau  gu  lèir ; 
'N  am  meadhou  bha  urram  do  'u  rìgh, 

330  Au  auaman  ri  sòlas  a'  strì. 

Cha  robh  sòlas  air  'auam,  no  fiamh  ; 

Cha  bu  choigreach  au  triath  do  chòmhrag. 

"  C'  uime  tha  'n  righ  fo  blnòn  ì" 
Thuirt  Malthos  a  b'  fhiadhaiche  sìiil  : 
335  "  'Bheil  nìunhaid  aig  Lìibar  uau  tòrr  'i 
Blieil  acasa  iia  thogas  o  'chùl 
Sleasih  f  hada.  as-ìu'  s,u  bàs  1 


<■  Undcr  tlie 
li,-,'lit  of  the 
grcat  tret'S — 
i.c.  the  fires 
kindled  from 
trees. 


some  blue  stream  winils  to  tlieir  fame.  Of  these  bo  the  cliief  of 
At}ia  when  hc  lays  hiin  down  on  eaiih.  Often  niay  thc  voice  of 
future  times  nii^et  Cathnior  in  tho  air,  when  he  strides  from  wind 
to  wind,  or  folds  himself  iu  tlie  wing  of  a  .storm." 

Green  Eriu  gatherod  round  the  king  to  lieav  the  voico  of  liis 
]Miwcr.  Tlicir  jnyl'ul  faces  bond  une^iual  forwaril  in  fhc  li;,'ht  of  tlie 
oak.     Tlu'y  wlio  wcic  tcrrible  were  removod  :   l.uliai-  wiuds  a^'ain 
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A  blne  stream  winds  around  tlieir  fame ;" — 
315  Of  these  be  the  strong  one  from  Atha,'' 

When  his  head  is  laid  ou  the  ground. 

May  the  A'oice  of  the  times  to  come 

Meet  Ca-mor  iu  a  gentle  breeze, 

When  he  bounds  over  dusky  blasts 
320  On  the  dark-mottled  skirt  of  storms. ' 


DUAN  VI. 

and  utters  tlie 
wisli  that  lie 
may  end  his 
days  in  re- 
nown  like  the 
brave. 


Eriu  gathered  round  tlie  king, 
Hearkening  to  the  voice  of  his  great  power- 
Each  couuteuance  beuding  iu  joy 
Uuder  the  light  of  the  great  trees."' 

325  All  cause  of  dread  had  left  the  hiU  : 
Lubar  wound  before  the  host.* 
Ca-mor  was  a  fire  from  the  sky, 
Sliedding  light  ou  all  Jiis  frieuds  ; 
Eacli  man  reverenced  the  king — 

330  Their  souls  were  struggiing  in  joy. 
Dwelt  in  his  soul  nor  joy  uor  fear ; 
No  stranser  was  the  chief  to  war. 


His  chiefs 
gather  round 
him,  and  re- 
joice  in  the 
victory 
gained. 


"  Wherefore  is  the  kiug  in  sadness '( ' 
Said  Malhos  of  the  fiercest  ej^e  : 
335  "  Is  there  a  foe  by  Lubar  of  hills  ì 
Have  they  a  remuaut  left  to  raisc 
Tlie  long  spear  auew  for  death  ■? 


Malhos  re- 
proaches  him 
i'or  his  sad- 
ness, 


in  tlieir  host.  Catlimor  was  tliat  beam  from  heaven  wliich  shone 
when  his  people  were  dark.  He  was  honoured  in  the  midst.  ThoLr 
.souls  rose  with  ardour  around.  The  king  alone  no  gladness  showed; 
uo  stranger  he  to  war ! 

"  Why  is  the  king  so  sad  ?"  said  ilalthos  eagle-eyed.     "  Ecmains 
there  a  foe  at  Lubar  ?     Lives  there  among  them  who  can  lift  the 
spear  ì     Not  so   peaeeful  was  thy  father,   Borbar-duthal,   king  of 
VOL.  II.  2  E 
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»  ■\Vhen  Cal- 
iiìiir  was 
stivtcl.e.i  in 
lieatll  on  the 
hiil  ;  lit. 
wlifn  Ca/mar 
nlrit.-hrd  hi8 
diiilh  on  Ihe. 
hill  — an  ex- 
pression 
which  I  have 
not  seen  else- 
where. 


Clia-n  ann  cho  mìn  ri  so,  a  tliriatli, 

'Bha  Borbair  na  fèile,  d'athair  fèin, 
340  An  rìgh  a  thogadh  gu  feura  sleagh. 

Blia  'f  liearg  mar  theine  'losgadh  riamh  ; 

Bha  'shòLxs  an  cian  mu  nàimhdean, 

A  thuiteadh  marbh  fo  spàirn  nan  sgiath. 

Tri  lài  bha  cuirme  do  thriathan 
345  0  hioch  nan  liath  chialjli  àillidh, 

'N  uair  shìn  Calmar  a  bhàs  air  sliabh," 

'Thug  cobliair  do  UUin  o  Lara. 

Caoiu  thalamli  uan  sàr  's  nan  sruth. 

'S  tric  a  dh'  fhairich  e  le  'làimh 
350  Roinn  na  cruaidh'  a  bhuail  an  lot, 

'Chuir  uàmhaid  'am  bL\r  air  chìil ; 

'S  tric  dh'  fhairich  e  le  'làimh ; 

Bha  sùilean  an  t-sàir  fo  leus. 

Bha  'n  rìgh  mar  ghreiu  do  'chàirdean  fcin  : 
355  'N  a  aiteal  treun  do  'n  geugaibh  uaine  ; 

Bha  sòLas  'an  talLi  nan  teud  ; 

Bha  annsa  mu  threunaibh  Bholga. 

Tha  'ainm  a'  tuinidh  n'  diugh  'an  Atha, 

Mar  chuimhne  dul)hach  air  fàs  f huatlian, 
360  'N  uair  a  thàinig  'us  1)'  fhuathail  an  tàmli 

Ach  slieid  iad  na  garbli  sliiantan  uainn. 

Eireadh  guthan  caoin  na  h-Eirinu 

A  thogail  o  bheud  anam  an  righ. 


spears.  His  rage  wris  a  tii'e  that  ahvays  Imrned  :  liis  jny  over  fallen 
foes  was  great.  Three  days  feasted  tlio  grcy-haired  licro  when  ho 
heard  that  Cahnar  fell :  Cahnar,  who  aided  the  race  of  UUin,  froin 
Lara  of  the  streams.  t)ften  did  he  feel  witli  his  liands  the  steel 
wlucli  they  sai<l  had  piercod  liis  foe.     Ho  folt  it  with  liis  haiids,  for 
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Not  tlms  soft,  tliou  chief, 

Was  Borbar  of  feasts,  thy  father — 
340  The  kiug  who  could  lift  the  spear  to  slay. 

His  wrath  was  as  fìre  which  always  bunied ; 

His  joy  was  lasting  over  foes 

Who  fell  dead  in  the  conflict  of  shields. 

For  three  days  was  feast  to  warriors 
3i5  From  the  hero  of  lioary  tìowing  locks 

When  Cahnar  was  stretched  in  death  on  the  hill,' 

He  who  from  Lara  aided  Ullin — 

The  pleasant  land  of  heroes  aud  of  streams. 

Oft  did  he  feel  with  his  liand 
350  The  point  of  steel  which  dealt  the  wouud 

That  laid  his  foemau  low  iu  battle ; 

Oft  did  he  feel  it  with  his  hand, 

For  the  hero's  eyes  were  uuder  fìlm. 

The  king  was  a  suii-  to  his  friends — 
355  A  freshening  breeze  to  their  greeu  boughs ; 

•Joy  was  iu  the  hall  of  harps  ; 

Mirth  was  arouud  the  brave  of  Bolga. 

Dwells  his  name  to-day  in  Atha, 

Like  the  dread  memory  of  hollow  ghosts 
360  Which  come  diffusing  terror  while  they  stay  : 

But  they  banished  from  us  the  rough  stornis. 

Let  the  sweet  voices  of  Eriu  rise 

To  raise  the  soul  of  the  kimr  from  sorrow — • 


DUAN  VI. 

and  tells  him 
how  his  father 
B.jitMr  re- 
juiced  over 
'the  fall  of  his 
foes: 


that  he  hehl  a 
feast  for  tliree 
days  after  a 
victory ;  that 
when  his 
eneniy  Calmar 
was  slain,  he, 
being  tlien 
lilind,  often 
l'elt  with  liis 
liand  tlie 
lihide  which 
had  pierced 
him  : 


that  his  mem- 
ory  was  still 
hekl  in  rever- 
eiice  at  Atha. 


Ue  calls  for 
nuisic  and 
soni'  to  chccr 


Boi'baT-dutlmrs  eyes  had  failed.  Yet  was  the  king  a  sun  to  his 
frieiids  ;  a  gale  to  lift  their  branches  round.  Joy  was  around  him 
iii  his  halls  :  he  loved  the  sons  of  Bolga.  His  name  remaius  in 
Atlia  like  the  awful  memory  of  ghosts,  whose  presence  was  terrible, 
but  they  blew  the  storm  away.     Now  let  the  voices  of  Erin  raise 
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«  "Until  the 
sword  repose 
(or  settle)  be- 
neath  the 
song."     It  is 
' '  cedant  arnia 
carmini"  with 
Ossian,  instead 
of  togae. 


Esan  ruar  cUiealradli  uan  speur, 
365  A'  boillsgeadh  'au  ciaradh  na  strì, 
'N  uair  a  chuir  e  gu  sìth  na  trein. 
Thonnaii'  o  na  liath  chàrnaibh  shuas 
Taom  tuire  'us  luaidh  uau  àm  : 
Taom  iad  air  Eirinn  nam  buadh, 
3/'0  Gus  an  sìolaidh  a'  cliruaidh  fo  dhàn."  " 

"  Dhomhsa,"  thuirt  Cathmor  an  treuu, 
"  Cha-n  èirich  fonn  nan  teud,  no  dàn 
0  Fhounar  aig  Lìibar  nan  leum  : 
Bha  iad  neartmhor  'tha  sìnnte  thall ; 

375  Na  fuadaich-sa  mall  thriall  nam  fuath. 
Fada,  'Mhalthois,  fada  uam, 
Biodli  Eirinn  le  luaidh  'us  le  foun ; 
Cha-n'eil  sòkis  niu  nànihaid  'tha  fuar, 
'S  nach  èireadh  sleagh  suas  le  sonn. 

380  Le  madainn  a  thaomas  ar  neart ; 

Tha  Fionnghal  fo  bheaùl;  air  a'  chruaich." 


Mar  tlionuailìh  'dol  air  an  ais  fo  ghaoitli 
Thaoin  Eirinn  o  thaobh  an  rìgh  ; 
Dubh,  dòmhail  'an  raonaibh  na  h-oidhclie 
385  Sgaoil  crònan  gun  soillse  o  shluagh. 
Fo  chraoibh  o  bheiun  gacli  bàrd  air  àm 
'N  a  shuidhe  thall  fo  'chlàrsaich  fèm  ; 


tlio  soul  of  tlic  king  ;  lie  that  sliono  wlien  war  was  dark,  and  laid 
the  miglity  low.  Fonar,  from  tliat  grey-browed  rock,  poiir  tlie  tale 
of  other  times  :  pour  it  on  wide-skirtcd  Erin  as  it  settles  round." 

"  To  me,"  said  Cathnior,  "  no  song  shall  rise  ;  nor  Fonar  sit  ou 
the  rock  of  Lubar.  The  niiglity  there  are  laid  low :  disturh  not 
their  rushing  ghosts.     Far,  ^^faltlios,  far  remove  the  sound  of  Erin's 
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Of  him  vrìio  was  as  brightuess  of  the  skies, 

365  Shiuinor  iu  the  gloom  of  battle, 

"Wheu  he  put  the  mighty  to  silence. 
Fonuar,  from  high  aud  hoary  caii-ns, 
Pour  forth  both  wail  and  praise  as  due  : 
Pour  them  over  victorious  Eriu, 

370  Until  the  sword  repose  beueath  the  soug."  " 

"  For  me,"  said  Ca-mor  the  chief, 
"  Shall  rise  no  tuue  of  harj)  or  song 
From  Fonnar  by  Lubar  of  falls  : 
They  who  there  are  low  were  strong  ; 
375  Urge  uot  their  linoering  ghosts.-'' 

o  o  o  o 

Far,  Malhos,  far  from  me, 
Be  Erin  with  praise  aud  song ; 
I  joy  not  over  a  foe  when  cold — 
Wheu  the  brave  uo  more  can  lift  a  spear. 
380  With  moruing  we  pour  forth  our  streugth  : 
Fiugal  is  iu  his  armour  ou  the  hiU." 

Like  waves  driven  back  by  the  wind, 
Eriu  rolled  from  the  side  of  the  king  : 
Dark  and  dense  tlirough  the  fìelds  of  night, 
385  Spread  gloomy  murmurs  from  the  host. 
By  a  tree  ou  the  hill  each  bard  iu  turu 
Sat  down  beneath  his  harp ; 


the  luiuj  of 
Ca-mor. 


Ca-mor  foibids 
all  rejoicing, 
\jraises  the 
bravery  of 
FiUan,  and 
intimates  the 
coming  of 
battle  with 
moming. 


The  people 
draw  back, 
group  them- 
selves  on  the 
hill  for  sleep, 
when  the 
bards  strike 
the  harp,  and 
sing  each  to 
the  praise  of 
the  chief 


song.  I  rejoice  not  over  the  foe  when  he  ceases  to  lift  the  spear. 
With  moruing  we  pour  our  strength  abroatl.  Fingal  is  wakened  on 
his  echoing  hill." 

Like  ■waves  blo\Tn  hack  by  sudden  winds,  Erin  retired  at  the 
Toice  of  tbe  king.  Deep-rolled  into  the  lield  of  night,  thev  spread 
their  humming  trihes.      Beneath  his  ovra  tree,  at  intervals,  each 
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Tlioji  iad  ain  fonu  nach  roLli  G'ann, 

'Us  bliuail  iad  ceòl  caol  mall  o  thcufl, 
390  Gach  aon  diubh  do  thriath  do  'n  robli  'liiaidh. 

Ri  losgadh  an  daraich  'bha  thall, 

Bhuail  Sùihnhalla  mall  an  toud  ; 

Bhuail  i  clàrsach  o  àm  gu  àin, 

Gaoth  ag  iadhadh  mu  chiabhan  uam  l)eus. 
395  'An  dùbhra  dubh  bha  Cathmor  fèin, 

Fo  chraoibh  a  bha  aosda  a  cheann. 

Bha  lasadh  au  daraich  o'n  treun  ; 

Chunnaic  e  i ;  cha-n  fhac  i  e  thaU  ; 

Bha  'anam  a'  taomadh  gu  dìomhair, 
400  'N  uair  a  chunnaic  e  shìos  a  sìiil  nihall ; 

Ach  tha  cruadal  nam  blìlr  'n  ad  chòir, 

'Mhic  Borlìair  nam  mòr  thriath. 


Am  measg  nan  teud  o  àm  gu  ìlm 
A  dh'eisd  i  thall  mu  'triath,  's  mu  'shuain  : 

405  Bha  'h-anamsa  suas  gun  dàil ; 
B'  e  'toilse  's  an  tràth  fo  ghruaim, 
A  chur  suas  a  fonn  brònach  fein. 
Sàmhach  an  raon ;  air  thaobh  an  sgiath 
Theich  osaig  'us  sian  na  h-oidlichc. 

410  GheiU  na  barchan  ;  troi'  a'  chiar 

Tha  eomhara'  liath-dhearg  a'  soillseadh 
Fo  bhoillsge  glas  nam  faoin  f  huath. 


bard  sat  dowji  with  liis  hnrp.  They  raised  the  song,  and  touched 
the  string  :  each  to  tlie  cliief  he  loved.  Before  a  burning  oak  Sul- 
nialla  touclied  at  times  the  harp.  She  touclied  the  liarp,  and  lieard 
IjL'twecn  tlie  brcezes  in  her  hair.  In  darkncss  near  lay  the  king  of 
Atha  beneatli  an  aged  tree.  The  beam  of  the  oak  was  turncd  from 
liini ;  he  saw  tlie  niaid,  but  was  not  secn.     IIis  soul  poured  forth  in 
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Freely  they  raised  the  song, 

And  from  the  string  struck  music  soft  aml  slow- 
390  Each  to  the  chief  whom  he  loved. 

Apart  by  the  flame  of  an  oak, 

Sulvalhi  softly  touched  the  string ; 

She  struck  the  liarp  from  time  to  time, 

Wind  sweeping  round  her  graceful  locks. 
395  Ca-mor  was  in  darkness  black, 

His  head  beneath  an  aged  tree  : 

The  flame  of  the  oak  was  before  the  hero  : 

He  saw  her ;  she  saw  him  not : 

His  soul  overflowed  in  secret, 
400  As  he  beheld  her  soft  and  downcast  eye. 

But  the  hardship  of  battle  is  nigh  thee, 

Son  of  Borbar  of  mighty  chiefs. 

Amid  the  striugs,  ù-om  time  to  time, 

She  listened  for  the  hero  and  his  sleep  : 
405  Her  soul  was  straightway  kindlcd  ; 

She  wished,  in  the  midst  of  her  sorrow, 

To  raise  her  own  sad  song. 

The  field  was  still ;  on  the  edge  of  their  wings 

Fled  the  bhast  and  the  shower  of  night. 
410  The  bards  have  ceased,  and  through  the  gioom 

Grey-ruddy  signs  appear 

Amid  the  hoary  gieam  of  feeble  ghosts. 


secret  when  he  beheld  her  tearful  eye.     "  But  hattle  is  hefore  thee, 
son  of  Borbar-duthul." 

ArniJst?  the  harp,  at  intervals,  she  listened  whether  the  warrior 
slept.  Her  soid  was  up  ;  she  longed  in  secret  to  pour  her  own  sad 
song.  The  field  is  silent.  On  their  wLngs  the  hlasts  of  night  re- 
tire.     The  bards  had  ceased,  and  nieteors  came  red-winding  with 


wliom  lie 
loved. 


Sulvalla  tuneJ 
her  own  harp. 
Ca-nior  was 
near,  seeiug 
her,  but  un- 
seen  by  her. 


.\s  the  night 
had  passed, 
and  grey 
streaks  of 
moruing 
appeared,  after 
the  bards  had 
eeased. 
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DUAN  VI.  Dhorcli'  an  speur,  cruth  faoiu  nam  niarbh 

'Measg  tional  nam  balbh  uiah 
415  Gun  smuaintean  bha  aon  nighean  Chonmhoir 

Mu  lasadh  'bha  'falbh  'an  cnàmh. 

Bha  thusa  'n  ad  aonar  'n  a  mianu, 

A  thriath  Atha  uach  faoin  carbad. 

Thog  ise  gu  caoin  am  fonu, 
420  'Us  bhuail  i  a  lom  cldàrsach. 

"  Thàinig  CKingheal ;  cha  d'  fhuair  òigh. 
'  C'  aite  bheil  a'  chòrr  shoillse  ? 
'Shealgairean  o  chòinnich  nan  còs, 
Am  fac'  sibh  gorm-shìiil  nan  seòd  'ljoillsgeadh  ì 
425  'Bheil  a  ceuman  mu  Lùmon  an  fh<3Ìr 
Mu  leabaidh  o-n  leum  ua  ruaidh  1 
]\Iise  truagh  !  tlia  'boghasa  thall 
'An  talla  do  'n  guàth  na  cuirm. 
C'  àite  'bheil  gath  soillse  mo  chlòibh'?' 


"  His  patli  is 
iiii.id  dmU  of 
cl;i.if,'iT  ;  lit. 
iimlrr  t/ic 
iujur!r«(ov 
woumls)  o/ 
{(jreat)  ilerds. 


4.30       " '  Trèig  mi,  'luaidh  Clioumlioir  nan  treun  : 
Cha  chluiun  mi  thu  fdin  aii'  sliabh  ; 
Tha  mo  shiiileau  air  àrd  rìgh  nam  beum ; 
Tha  'astar  fo  bheudaibh  nan  gnìomh  ! " 
Esan  do-m  bheil  m'  anam  gu  leir 

435  'An  ciar  aimsir  mo  clieud  aisling. 
Domhain,  dorcha,  shìos  'an  còmhrae 


tlieii'  gliosts.  The  sky  grew  dark  :  tlie  fomis  of  the  dearl  were 
lilendeJ  with  the  clouds.  Uut  heetUess  beiids  the  daughter  of  Con- 
nior  over  the  decaying  flame.  Tliuu  wcrt  alone  in  licr  soul,  car- 
home  cliief  of  Atha.  She  raised  thc  voice  of  the  song,  and  touched 
the  harp  hotvvcon. 

"  Clun-galo  canie  ;  shc  niissed  llic  nuiid.     '  Wliorc  art  thou,  heani 
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Tlie  sky  grew  daik  ;  empty  forrns  of  tlie  dead 

Are  'mid  the  gathering  of  sUent  clouds. 
415  Heedless  was  Conmor's  only  daughter 

Of  the  flame  which  was  siuking  dowu  : 

Thou  alone  wast  her  desire, 

Chief  of  Atha  of  great  chariots. 

She  sweetly  raised  the  song, 
420  Aud  struck  the  clear-toned  harp. 

"  Clun-gel  came,  she  found  uot  the  maid  ; 
'  Where  is  the  dazzliug  brightuess  ? 
Ye  hunters  from  the  moss  of  caves^ — • 
Saw  ye  the  blue-eye  (love)  of  heroes,  shiniug  1 
423  Are  her  steps  ou  Lumon  of  grass, 
By  the  bed  whence  starts  the  roe  ? 
Woe  is  me  !  her  bow  is  there  ou  high, 
In  the  hall  of  wouted  feast. 
Where  is  the  ray  of  the  light  of  my  breast  ì ' 

430       "  '  Leave  me,  love  of  Conmor  of  cliiefs  ; 

I  wiU  not  hear  thee  on  the  hill — ■ 

My  eyes  are  on  the  great  warrior-king ; 

His  path  is  amid  deeds  of  danger." 

To  him  my  soul  is  wholly  given 
435  lu  the  dusky  time  of  my  first  dream. 

Deep  aud  dark  iu  the  midst  of  battle, 


of  light  ì  Hunters  froni  tlie  mossy  rock,  sa-w  ye  the  blue-eyed  fair  ì 
Are  her  steps  on  grassy  Lumou,  near  the  hed  of  roes  1  Ah  me  ! 
I  hehold  her  bo-w  in  the  liaU.     Wliere  art  thou,  heam  of  light  ? ' 

"  '  Cease,  love  of  Conmor,  cease  ;  I  hear  thee  not  on  the  ridgy 
heath.  My  eye  is  turned  to  the  kiug,  whose  jjath  is  terrible  in 
•war.     He  for  whom  my  soul  is  up  in  the  season  of  my  rest.     Deep- 


DUAN  VI. 


she  sang  her 
own  sad  song. 


She  pictures 
her  mother 
searching  for 
her  aftcr  Iicr 
flight  witli 
Ca-uvor. 


She  answers, 
eutreating  her 
niother  to 
leave  her — 
saying  that 
slie  was  en- 
tirely  devoted 
to  him. 
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DUAN  VI.  Cha-n  fliaic  gaisgeach  'tlia  inòr,  nio  nial.' 

C'uini',  a  ghrian  Shìilmhalla  nan  còrr  thriath 
Nach  coimhead  thu  dòchas  dhomh  sìos  ? 

440  Tha  mo  chòmhnuidh  fèin  'an  duibhre, 
0  mo  chùlaobh  'suàmh  tharam  ceò ; 
Fo  dhealta  mo  chiabhan  a'  lùbadh  : 
Seall  ormsa  o  d'  nial,  a  sheoid, 

444  A  ghrian  Shìdmhalla  nam  mòr  thriath." 


bosomed  in  war  he  stands;  he  beholJs  me  not  from  his  cloud.'  Why, 
sun  of  S.ul-malla,  dost  thou  not  look  forth  ì     I  dwell  in  darkness 
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The  great  warrior  will  uot  see  my  cloud. 
Why,  suu  of  Sulvalla  of  brave  chiefs, 
Dost  thou  shed  uo  hope  before  uie  1 

4  tO  My  dwelliug  is  all  iu  darkness  ; 
Mist  pours  o'er  me  from  the  past ; 
My  locks  are  droopiug  uuder  dew  : 
Behold  me  from  thy  cloud,  0  hero  I 

444  Suu  of  Sulvalla  of  uoble  chiefs." 


DUAN  YI. 

She  complains 
that  he  who 
is  her  sun 
.slieds  no  hope 
around  her, 
and  (antici- 

,ting  his 
death)entre.ìts 
him  to  look 
down  upon 
her  from  liis 
eloud. 

The  song  ends 
abruptly. 


here  :  wide  over  me  flies  the  shadowy  mist ;  filled  with  dew  are 
my  locks.     Look  thou  from  thy  cloud,  0  sun  of  Sul-malla's  soul !  " 


D  U  A  N     VII. 


AEGUMENT. 

"  This  book  begiiis  about  tlie  middle  of  the  third  night  from  the  opening  of 
the  poem.  The  poet  describes  a  kind  of  mist  which  rose  by  niglit  from 
the  lake  of  Lego,  and  was  the  usual  residence  of  the  souls  of  the  dead 
during  the  interval  between  their  decease  and  the  funeral  song.  The 
appearance  of  tlie  ghost  of  Fillan  above  the  cave  where  his  body  lay. 
His  voice  comes  to  Fingal,  on  the  rook  of  Cormul.  The  king  strikes  the 
ehield  of  Trenmor,  which  was  an  infallible  sign  of  his  appearing  in  arms 
himself.  The  extraordinary  efl'ect  of  the  soiuid  of  the  shield.  Sul-malla, 
starting  from  sleep,  awakes  Cathmor.  Their  affecting  discourse.  She 
iiisists  with  him  to  sue  for  peace  ;  he  resolves  to  continue  the  war.  He 
directs  her  to  retire  to  the  neighbouring  valley  of  Lona,  which  was  the 
.  residence  of  an  old  Druid,  untU  the  battle  of  the  ne.xt  day  should  be  over. 
He  awakes  his  army  with  the  sound  of  his  shield.  The  shield  described. 
Fonar,  the  bard,  at  the  desire  of  Cathmor,  relates  the  fìrst  settlement  of 
the  Firbolg  in  Ireland,  under  their  leader  Larthon.  Morning  comes. 
Sul-malla  retìres  to  the  valley  of  Lona.  A  lyric  song  concludes  the 
book." — M. 

C-r^    Sc^^    /ec^-Ur^        dol^TtZ-         SQuLn,^^      C^     A  ^.C>v^ì^_^ 
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D  U  A  N     VII. 


0  The  eagle- 
eye  of  the  sun 
— iolair-shùiL 

1  liave  follow- 
eil  aiithority 
iii  tliis  reniler- 
inj;,  hut  the 
epithet  does 
not  appear  to 
nie  very  appli- 
cahle  to  a 
setting  sun. 
lular,  or 
iolair,  is  a 
preposition 
signifjnng 
"downwards;" 
anrl  possilily 
this  may  he 
the  meaning, 
instead  of 
"eagle." 

b  They  pour, 
&e.      Taomas 
iad — a  form 
frei|uently 
oeeurring 
in  tliis  Duan  ; 
very  rarely 
elscwhere. 


0  LixxE  doir-clioille  na  Lègo 
Air  uair  èiridli  ceò  taobh-ghoi'm  nan  tonn, 
'N  uair  a  dhùineas  dorsan  na  h-oidhche 
Air  iolair-shùil  grèine  nan  speur." 
5  Dòmhail  mu  Lara  nan  sruth 

Thaomas  duljh-nial  a's  duirche  gruaim  : 
Mar  gldais-sgèith  ro'  thaomadh  nan  nial 
'Snàmh  seachad  tha  gealach  na  h-oidhche. 
Le  so  èididh  taibhsean  o  shean 

10  An  dlìith-gldeus  am  measg  na  gaoithe, 
'S  iad  a'  leum  o  osna  gu  osna 
Air  dubh-aghaidh  oidhche  nan  sìan. 
'An  taobh  oiteig  gu  pàilliun  nan  seòd 
Taomas  iad  ceathach  nan  speur/' 

15  Gorm-thalla  de  thannais  nach  beò 

Gu  àm  èirigh  fonn  mharbh-rann  nan  teud. 

Tha  torman  'am  macliair  nan  crann  ! 
'S  e  Conar,  r\gh  Eiriun,  a  th'ann, 
A'  taoniadh  ceò  tannais  gu  dlìith 


From  the  •wood-skirted  waters  of  Lego  ascend  at  tiines  grey- 
bosomed  niists,  wlieu  tlie  gatos  of  the  west  are  closed  on  the  sun's 
eagle-eyc.  Wido  over  Lara's  streani  is  poured  the  vapour  dark  and 
deep :  the  moon,  like  a  dim  shicld,  is  swimming  through  its  folds. 
With  this  clothe  the  spirits  of  old  their  sudden  gestures  on  the 
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From  tlie  lake  iu  the  copse-wood  of  Lego 

Eises  blue-fringed  mist  from  waves, 

"WTien  close  tlie  gates  of  niglit 

On  the  eagle-eye  of  the  sun  of  the  skies." 
5  In  masses  round  Lara  of  streams 

Gather  Uack  clouds  of  darkest  frown  : 

Like  a  grey  shield  before  the  rusliing  clouds, 

The  moon  of  night  swims  past. 

With  these  the  spiiits  of  old  enrobe 
10  Their  close  array  upon  the  wiud, 

As  they  bound  from  blast  to  bhist 

On  thc  Uack  visaore  of  a  nicrht  of  storms. 

On  the  edge  of  a  breeze  to  the  tent  of  the  brave 

Tliey  pour  the  mist  of  the  skies,* 
15  A  blue  abode  for  the  shades  of  the  dead, 

TiU  the  wail  of  the  dirge  is  hcard  on  the  striugs. 

A  murmiu"  is  on  the  field  of  trees  I 
Connar,  the  king  of  Erin,  it  is, 

Pouriug  ghost-mist  closely  ^ 

wind,  wlieii  they  stride  from  blast  to  blast  along  the  dusky  night. 
Often  blended  with  the  gale  to  some  warrior's  grave,  they  roll  the 
mist,  a  grey  dwelliug  to  his  ghost,  until  the  songs  arise. 

A  sound  came  from  the  desert :  it  was  Conar,  king  of  Inis-fail. 
He   poured  his  mist  on  the  grave  of  Fillan  at  blue-winding  Lubar. 


Ossian  de- 
scribes  a  blue 
mist  wliicli 
floated  round 
the  lake  of 
Lego.  aud 
formed  a 
dwelling  for 
spirits  until 
the  funeral 
sonj;  was  sung. 


C'onnar,  the 
ancestor  of  tlie 
Ulster  king, 
whom  Fingal 
was  assisting. 
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20  Air  Faolcan  aig  Lùbar  nan  srutli. 

Muladach,  'suidhe  fo  bliròn 

Dh'aom  an  taibhs,  'au  ceathacb  an  lòin 

Tliaom  an  osag  esan  ann  fein ; 

Ach  phill  an  crutb  àluinn  gu  dian  : 
25  Phill  e  le  'chrom  shealladb  mall, 

Le  'cheò-leadan  mar  shiubbal  nau  sìan. 


"  The  liusbainl 
ol'  Clat.lio, 
Ffnr-//ùsda, 
tlii;  woril  now 
universally 
used  for  "hus- 
baml,"  seems 
to  be  a      • 
moderu  term. 


[Is  doilleir  so  1] 

A  ta  na  slòigb  'n  an  suain  's  an  àm 

'An  truscan  ciar  na  h-oidhche. 
30  Db'ìlsicb  tein'  au  righ  gu  b-àrd, 

Db'aom  e  'n  a  aonar  air  sgtiith  : 

Tbuit  codal  mu  sbìiilibh  a'  gbaisgich  ; 

Thàinig  guth  Fbaolaiu  'n  a  chluais. 

"  An  codal  so  do  'u  f  bear-^^bòsda  aig  Clatho  ? " 
35  'M  bbeil  còmbnuidb  do  m'  athair  'an  suairi  ? 

'M  bbeil  cuimhne  's  mi  'u  truscan  nan  nial, 

'S  mi  'm  aouar  'an  àm  ua  b-oidhche  1  " 

"  C'  ar  son  tha  thu  'am  aisling  fèin  ? " 
Thuirt  Fiounglial  's  e  'g  èirigb  grad. 
40  "  An  di-chuimbn'  dbomhsa  mo  mbac 

No  'shiubhal  teine  air  ròidhlcan  nan  laoch  ì 

Ni  mar  sin  air  anam  an  rìgh 

Thig  gnìomb  sbeòd  àluinn  nan  cruaidh  bbeum. 


Dark  and  mournful  sat  tlio  ghnst  in  his  grey  ridgo  of  smoke.  The 
hlast  at  timos  rolled  him  togothor,  biit  the  form  returned  again. 
It  returned  with  Ijonding  eyes,  aud  dark  -winding  of  locks  of  mist. 

It  was  dark.  Tlio  sleepLng  host  were  still  in  tlio  skirts  of  night. 
The  flame  decayed  on  the  hill  of  Fingal.  The  king  hiy  lonely  on  his 
shiold  :  hÌB  eyes  were  haK  closed  iu  sleop.    The  voice  of  Fillan  came. 
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20  On  Fillau,  by  Lubar  of  strcams. 

Mournful,  sitting  in  sorrow, 

Bent  the  spirit  in  mist  of  the  marsh  : 

A  blast  rolled  him  into  himself ; 

But  soou  returned  the  uoble  form — 
25  He  returned  with  sad  aud  dowucast  look, 

With  mist-hair  like  the  cU-iviug  storm. 

[This  is  dark  !]  - 

]\Ieanw'hile  the  hosts  are  asleep 

lu  the  dusky  garment  of  night. 
30  The  fii-e  of  the  king  burned  low  on  the  height 

Lonely  he  leaned  upon  a  shield ; 

Fell  sleep  on  the  eyes  of  the  hero. 

The  voice  of  FiUau  came  unto  his  car  : 

"  Is  it  sleep  to  the  husbaud  of  C'latho  ?  "  ^ 
35  Does  my  father  dweU  in  slumber  ? 

Am  I  remembered  when  in  robe  of  mist — 

When  alone  in  the  season  of  night  ?  " 

"  Wherefore  art  thou  iu  my  dreams  \ " 
Said  Fingal,  rising  in  haste. 
40  "  Is  my  son  forgotten  by  me, 

Or  his  fiery  course  on  the  field  of  the  brave  ? 
Not  thus  o'er  the  soul  of  the  king 
Come  noble  hero-deeds  of  hardy  strokes. 


"  Sleeps  tlie  husTiand  of  Clatlio  ?  Dwells  tlie  fatlier  of  the  folleu  in 
rest  ì  Am  I  forgot  iu  thc  fokls  of  darkness,  lonely  in  the  seasou  of 
night  ì  " 

"  Wììj  ilost  thou  mix,"  said  the  king,  "  with  tlie  dreams  of  thy 
fiitherl  Cau  I  forget  thee,  mj'  son,  or  thy  path  ijf  tire  iu  the  held? 
Not  such  come  the  deeds  of  the  valiaiit  ou  the  soul  of  Fiugal.    They 

VOI..  tr.  2  F 


was  pouniig 
this  siiirit- 
mist  over 

rman. 


Wliik.  the 
anny  slejit, 
FiUan  liini- 
selfai.li.-ai-s 
in  Kingiil's 
ilivani,  re- 
Iirctìi-liinwhim 
witli  forgittul- 
ness  of  his 
dcath. 


Finjjal  an- 
.?wers  that  he 
did  uot  forget 
his  son,  or 
his  brave 
deeds. 
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"  "  Carrifs  of 
thecairns."    I 
iniglit  ti'iins- 
latc  this 
"liollciws  of 
tlie  rocky 
steeps  ; "  but 
botli  "eorrie" 
and  "  caini," 
it'  ni>t  ipiitc 
a.lmittcil  to 

tlic-  |llivilc-f,'CS 

c.r  Kn-lisli 

CÌtÌZcMlsllÌj), 

arc^  no  longer 
treated  as 
aliens. 

''  Each  one  on 
a  separate 
lilast,  or  on 
blatt  of  itn  own 
— i.c.  Hying 
in  every 
direction. 


Ni  'n  dealau  iad  a  theicheas  'an  dùbhra 
45  Na  h-oidhche  's  nach  fàg  a  lorg. 
'S  cuimhne  leam  FaoLan  'n  a  shuain  : 
Tha  m'  anam  ag  èirigli  borli." 

Ghluais  an  rìgh  le  'shleagh  gu  grad, 
Bhuail  e  'n  sgiath  a's  fuaimnich'  cop ; 

50  An  sgiath  a  dh'aom  's  an  oidhche,  àrd, 
Ball-mosglaidh  do  chath  nan  lot. 
Air  aomadli  dubli  nan  sliabh, 
Aii"  ghaoith  theich  treud  nan  tailjhsean  ; 
0  ghleannan  ciar  nan  iomadh  lìib 

55  Mhosgail  guth  a'  bhàis. 

Bhuail  e  'n  sgiath  an  dara  cuairt ; 
Ghluais  cogadh  'an  aisling  an  t-sluaigh. 
Bha  còmh  -stri  nan  lann  glas 
A'  deah'adh  air  anam  nan  seòd, 
CO  Cinn-fheadhiia  a'  druideadh  gu  cath  ; 

Sluagh  a'  teichcadh — gnìomh  'bu  cliruaidh 
Leth-dhoilleir  'an  dealan  na  stàilinn. 

'N  uair  dh'dirich  au  treas  fuaim, 
Leum  feidh  o  chòs  nan  càrn  ; " 
65  Chluinnteadh  screadan  eun  's  au  fhàsach, 
'S  gach  aou  diubh  air  'osua  fein.'' 


are  not  there  a  heam  of  liglitiiing  wliich  is  seen,  and  is  then  no 
more.     I  remcmher  thoe,  0  Fillan  !  and  my  wratli  begins  to  rise." 

Tho  king  took  his  ilcathful  spear  and  struck  tho  dceply-sounding 
sliicld  :  his  shield  that  hung  liigh  in  night,  the  dismal  sign  of  war  ! 

Ghosts  fled  on  every  side,  and  rolled  their  gathored  forms  on  thc 
wiiiil.  Thrico  from  tho  winding  vale  arose  the  voico  of  dcaths. 
Thc  harps  of  tlic  liards,  uatouclicd,  sound  niuurnfid  ovcr  tlic^  liill. 
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No  flasli  are  they  to  Hy  iu  tlic  dusk 
45  Of  uiglit,  aud  leave  uot  a  trace. 
I  remember  Fillau  iu  liis  sleep  ; 
My  soul  is  kiudliug  to  wratli." 

The  kiug  moved  straightway  with  his  spear 
He  struck  thc  shield  of  sounding  boss — 

50  The  shield  wdiich  huug  on  high  in  night — • 
The  rousing  note  to  war  of  wouuds. 
On  the  dusky  slope  of  the  mouutain, 
On  the  wiud,  fled  the  throng  of  gh(jsts ; 
From  the  dark  many-winding  gleu 

55  Awoke  the  voice  of  death. 

Again  he  struck  the  shield  ; 
Battle  stirred  in  the  dreams  of  the  host. 
The  conflict  of  blue  bhides 
Shone  on  their  warrior-souls — 
60  Leaders  closing  iu  combat ; 
People  fleeing  ;  daring  deeds 
Half  hidden  iu  the  flash  of  steel. 

Wheu  the  souud  for  tlie  third  time  arose, 
Spraug  deer  from  the  corries  of  the  cairus ; " 
65  The  scream  of  birds  was  heard  iu  the  desert, 
Each  oue  ou  a  separate  l)hxst.'' 


He  struck  again  the  shield  ;  battles  rose  in  tlie  dreams  cif  his  host. 
The  wide-tumbling  strife  is  gleaming  over  their  souls.  Elue-shielded 
kLngs  desceud  to  war.  Backward-looking  armies  fly,  aud  mighty 
deeds  are  half  hid  in  the  bright  gleams  of  steeh 

But  when  the  t]iird  souud  arose,  deer  started  from  tlie  clefts  of 
their  rocks.  The  screams  of  fowl  are  lieard  in  the  desert  as  each 
Hew  frighted  on  his  blast.     The  sons  of  Selma  half  rose  and  half 


He  vose  up, 
and  struck  liis 
gi-eat  sliicld 
three  tinies. 


Tlie  first 
sound  made 
the  gliosts  11\ 
on  the  wind. 


The  second 
stirred  up 
dreams  of 
battle  in  tlie 
minds  of  the 
sleeping 
warriors. 


The  third 
startlcd  the 
deer  aud  tlie 
hirds  of  the 
desert. 
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TIGHMORA. 


o  Tlie  stars 
are  Imrning 
in  tlu-  sl<y  ; 
lit.  Ikc  sì-ij  'h 
rii.  tlii'  biiriiii 
of  thc  slurs. 


Leth-db'eirich  slol  Albaiim  nam  buadb  ; 
Thog  iad  suas  gach  sleagh  'bu  ghlas  ; 
Acli  pliiU  sàmhchair  air  an  t-sluagh ; 
70  'S  e  'bh'ann  sgiath  Mhòrbheinn  nam  fras. 
PhiU  codal  air  sìiilibh  nam  fear. 
Bu  dorcha  trom  an  gleann. 

Ni  'm  bu  chodal  duit-sa  's  an  uair, 

A  nighean  shìiil-ghorm  Chonmhoir  uam  buadh. 
75  Chuala  Suil-^mliaDa  an  fhuaim  : 

Dh'dirich  i  's  an  oidhche  le  gruaim ; 

Tha  'ceum  gu  rìgh  Atha  nan  colg  ; 

Ni  'm  mosgail  cunnart  'anam  borb. 

Trom  a  sheas  i,  'sùilean  sìos. 
80  Tha  'n  speur  'an  losgadh  nan  reull." 

ChuaLas  lcatha  sgiath  nan  cop. 

Ghluais — ghrad  sheas  an  òisih. 

Dh'eirich  a  guth — ach  dh'aom  e  sios. 

Chuunaic  i  e  'u  a  stàilinn  chruaidh 
85  A'  deah-adh  ri  losgadh  nan  rcuU  : 

Chunnaic  i  e  'n  a  leadan  trom 

Ag  dirigh  ri  osna  nau  speur. 

Thionudaldh  i  'ceumua  \q.  fiamh. 

"  C'ar  sou  a  dhìiisgeams'  rìgh  Eirinn  nam  Bolg  ? 
90  Ni  'n  aisliug  do  'chodal  thu  feiu, 

A  nighean  Innis  uaine  nan  colg." 

assumed  their  spears.  But  silenco  roUcd  back  oii  tho  host :  tliey 
knew  tho  shield  of  the  king.  Slecp  returned  to  thoir  eyes ;  tho 
fiekl  was  dark  and  still. 

No  sleep  was  thine  m  darkuess,  Lhie-eyed  dan<;liter  uf  Conmnr  ! 
Sul-nialla  lieard  tlie  dreadftd  shiidd,  and  rosc  aniitl  the  night.  Her 
steps  are  towards  the  kiiig  of  Atha.  "  ("an  danger  shakc  his  daring 
soid  ! "     In  douht  shc  stands  with  Lending  eves.      Ilcaveu  burns 
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Half  rose  tLe  race  of  couqueriug  Allia  ; 
Eaeh  raised  liis  blue  spear  ou  higli ; 
But  calmuess  returued  to  the  host  : 
70  It  was  the  shield  of  Morveu  of  showers. 
Sleep  came  back  to  the  eyes  of  the  meu  : 
The  glen  was  dark  and  mournful. 

Xo  sleep  was  it  theu  to  thee, 
Blue-eyed  daughter  of  conquering  Coumor. 

75  Sulvalla  had  heard  the  sound  ; 
She  arose  through  uight  in  sorrow  : 
Her  path  is  to  the  king  of  warlike  Atha  ; 
Danger  moves  not  his  firm  soul. 
Sad,  she  stood  with  dowucast  eyes ; 

80  The  stars  are  buruiug  in  the  sky." 

The  shield  of  bosses  had  beeu  heard  by  her. 
Moved,  but  straightway  stopped  the  maid ; 
Her  voice  arose,  but  downward  sank  : 
She  behehl  him  in  his  glittering  steel, 

85  Gleaniiug  in  the  brightness  of  the  stars  ; 
She  saw  him  'neath  his  heavy  locks, 
AVhich  waved  to  the  sighing  of  the  skies.'* 
Timidly  she  turned  her  steps  away  : 
"  Why  wake  the  king  of  Erin  of  Bolgi  ì 

90  Thou  art  not  the  di'eam  of  his  slecp, 
Dauohter  of  warlike  Innis-huna." 


DUAX  Vll. 

The  warriors 
half  rose  anil 
grasped  their 
spears  ;  Init 
('ogiiising 
thesouiul,they 
agaiu  kydowii 
to  sleep. 


Siilvalla  heard 
it,  and  went 
to  counsel 
C'a-nior  to  sue 
fur  peace  froni 
Finml. 


^vitli  all  its  stars. 

Again  the  shield  resotmds  !  Slie  rus'hed ;  she  stopped ;  lier 
voice  half  rose ;  it  failed.  She  saw  hini  amidst  his  arins  that 
gleamed  to  heaveu's  fire ;  she  sa^v  him  dim  in  his  locks,  that  ro.se 
to  nightly  wind.  Away  for  fear  she  turned  her  steps.  "  Why 
sliould  the  king  of  Erin  aìvakc  ?  Thoii  art  not  a  dreaui  to  liis  rest, 
daughter  of  Inis-huna." 
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TlftlBrOKA. 


Gu  garg  a  mhosgail  an  torman  : 
O'n  òigli  tbuit  a  ceann-bheairt  sios ; 
Tha  'm  farum  air  carraig  nan  sruth. 
95  'Plaosgadh  o  aisling  na  h-oidbche 
Ghluais  Cathmor  fo  a  cbrann  ft'in  : 
Chunnaic  e  an  òigb  'bu  tlàth, 
Air  carraig  Lìibair  nan  sliabb  ; 
Dearg  reull  a'  sealladh  sìos 
100  'Measg  siubhal  a  trom  chiabh. 

"  Cò  'tha  tro'  oidhche  gu  Catbmor 
'An  ciar  aimsir  'aisliug  fein  ? 
'Bheil  fioa  dhuit  air  strì  nan  cruaidh  l)beum  1 
Cò  thusa,  'mhic  duibhre  nan  speur  ? 
105  An  seas  thu  'am  fianuis  an  rigb, 
Do  cbaol-thaunas  o'n  ìim  o  sheau  ? 
No  'n  guth  thu  o  neul  uam  fras 
Le  cuunart  Eirinn  nan  colg  sean  ?  " 

"  Ni  'm  fear-siuljbail  duibhre  mi  fcin, 
110  Ni  'n  gutb  mi  o  neul  nan  gi-uaiin  : 

Acb  tba  m'f  hocal  le  cuniiart  na  h-Eiriun ; 
An  cualas  duit  copan  uam  fuaim  ? 
Ni  'u  taibhs'  e,  'rìgh  Atha  nan  srutb, 
A  thaomas  an  fhuaim  air  oidhche." 


Jlorc  (Ireailful  rings  tlie  sluelil.  Sulraalla  starts  ;  lier  helmct 
falls.  Loud  uclioes  LuLar's  rock  as  over  it  rolls  the  stcel.  Burst- 
ing  froni  the  drcanis  of  night,  ('atlinior  half  roso  beneath  Iiis  tree. 
He  saw  tho  fonn  of  tlie  niaid  ahove  liim  on  the  rock.  A  red  star, 
with  twinkling  heam,  lookcd  through  lier  floating  liair. 

"  Who  comcs  through  night  to  Catlinior  in  tho  season  of  liis 


TEMORA. 
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Wildly  woke  tlie  boomiug  souud  : 
From  the  maitlen  fell  lier  helmet  down  ; 
Its  chxng  is  on  the  rock  of  streams. 
95  Half  wakening  from  the  dreams  of  uight, 
Ca-mor  moved  beneath  his  tree ; 
He  beheld  the  maiden  mild 
On  the  rock  of  Lubar  of  hills. 
A  red  star  is  lookiug  down 
100  Through  the  waving  of  her  hea\y  locks. 


"  Who  comes  through  night  to  Ca-mor 
In  the  dusky  season  of  his  dreani  ? 
Knowcst  thou  the  fight  of  cleaving  blows  1 
Who  art  thou,  son  of  the  thirkness  of  the  skies  ? 
105  Dost  thou  stand  iu  the  presence  of  the  king 
A  shado\\y  spectre  from  the  times  of  okl  ? 
Or  from  the  cloud  of  showers  a  voice 
Of  danger  to  okl  warlike  Erin  ? " 


Ca-mor, 
iiwaki-ning  at 
licr  approacli, 
asks  wlio  she 


"  No  traveller  of  darkuess  I, 
110  Nor  A'oice  fi'om  a  cloud  of  gloom  ; 
But  my  speech  is  of  danger  to  Eriu. 
Didst  thou  hear  the  soundiag  boss  ? 
No  phantom  is  it,  king  of  Atha  of  streams, 
Which  roUs  that  souud  throuo-h  nieht." 


She  tells  him 
Uiat  she  had 
eonie  to  warn 
him  of  his 
Janger  when 
F'ingal  struek 
his  shieldlor 
hattle. 


(lieams  ì  Briug'st  thou  aught  of  war  ì  Wlio  art  thou,  son  of  night  ì 
Stand'st  tliou  before  me  a  form  of  tlie  times  of  old  ?  a  voice  from 
the  fold  of  a  cloud  to  warn  me  of  the  danger  of  Eriii]" 

"  Kor  lonely  scout  am  I,  nor  voice  from  fulded  cloud,"  she  said, 
"  but  I  warn  thee  of  the  danger  of  Erin.  Dost  thou  hear  that  sound  ? 
It  is  not  thc  feehle  king  of  Atha  that  rolls  his  signs  on  night." 
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TIGHMORA. 


115       "  TaomailL  au  scòd  a  gliutli  fcin 

'S  fonn  clàrsaich  do  Cliatlimor  an  fluiaim  : 
Tha  aiteas,  'mhic  duibhre  nan  speur, 
A'  losgadh  air  m'  anam  gun  ghruaim. 
So  ccòl  cliiun-fheadhua  nan  cruaidh  bheum 

120  'N  àm  oidhche  aisre  nan  siau, 
'N  uaii'  a  lasas  anam  nan  soun, 
A'  chhxnn  an  cruadal  d'  am  miann. 
Tha  sìol  meata  'an  còmlmuidh  nani  fiamh 
'An  gleanuan  nan  osua  tlàth, 

125  Far  an  aom  ceò  maidne  ri  sliabh 

0  ghorm-shiubhal  sruthan  nam  blàr." 

"  Ni  'm  meat'  a  chinn-uidlic  nan  sonn, 
Na  sinns're  o'u  thuit  mi  fcin  : 
Bu  chòmhnuidh  dhoibh  dìdjlu'a  nau  tonn 
130  'An  tìr  fhada  sìl  cholgaich  nani  beum. 
Ach  ni  'n  sòlas  do  m'  anam  tlàth 
Fuaim  mhall  a'  bhàis  o'n  raon. 
Thig  csan  uach  gdiU  gu  brìlth  : 
Mosgail  bàrd  focail  a's  caoin." 

135       Mar  charraig  'us  sruthan  r'a  taobh, 
'Am  fàsach  nam  faoin  bheann 
Shcas  Cathmor,  ccann-feadhua  nach  maoin, 
'An  deoir — 


"Lct  tho  wan'ior  roll  liis  signs,"  ho  rojilied;  "to  Cathmor  they 
aro  thc  sounrls  of  harps.  My  joy  is  great,  voice  of  niglit,  and 
burns  over  aU  my  thoughts.  This  is  tlic  niusic  of  kings  on 
loncly  hills  hy  night,  when  they  light  tlicir  daring  souls,  the  sons 
of  niighty  deeds  !  Tlie  feeblc  dwell  alone  in  the  vallcy  of  thc 
brcczo,  wlicre  luists  lift  thcir  morning  skù'ts  froni  tlie  blue-winding 
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115       "  Let  tlie  waiTÌor  roU  liis  voice  ; 

To  Ca-inor  it  is  music  of  tbe  liarp. 

Gladness,  son  of  the  darkness  of  tlie  skies, 

Burns  in  my  soul  witliout  a  frown. 

This  is  music  to  leaders  of  dauntless  deeds 
120  By  night  in  the  pass  of  storms, 

"When  kindle  the  souls  of  the  brave — • 

The  men  who  covet  danger. 

The  timid  race  dwell  in  the  bouse  of  fears, 

In  the  narrow  glen  of  tranquil  breeze, 
125  Where  on  the  hill  lean  morning  mists 

From  the  bhie  course  of  streamlets  on  the  phiin.' 


DUAN  VII. 

He  answt-rs 
that  tlic 
greater  tlie 
danger  is,  the 
greater  is  his 
joy  in  meetiug 
it,  and  that 
the  craven 
alone  seek  to 
avoid  it. 


"  Not  timid,  leader  of  the  brave, 
Were  those  from  whom  I  sprang ; 
Their  dwelling  was  the  darkness  of  the  waves 
130  In  a  far-off  Lind  of  brave  and  wanior  sons. 
But  no  delight  to  my  loving  soul 
Is  the  hea\y  sound  of  death  on  the  fiekl. 
He  comes  who  never  wiU  yiekl ; 
Awake  a  bard  whose  speech  is  peace." 


She  says  she 
was  not  of  a 
craven  race  ; 
bnt  she  en- 
treats  of  him 
to  make  peace 
with  Fing;il, 
who  never 
yields. 


135       Lilve  a  rock  with  streams  adown  its  side, 
In  the  forest  of  desert  Bens, 
Stood  Ca-mor,  the  dauntless  chief, 
In  tears — 


He  is  dee]ily 
moved  by  her 
affectionate 
pleading,  and 
by  the  remem- 
brance  of  her 
hapjiiness  iu 


streams." 

"  Xot  £661)16,  king  of  men,  ■wero  tliej'-,  the  fatbers  of  my  race. 
They  dwelt  in  the  folds  of  battle  in  their  distant  lands.  Yet  de- 
liglits  not  my  soul  in  the  signs  of  death  !  He  -who  never  yields 
comes  forth  :  0  send  the  bard  of  peace  ! " 

Like  a  droppiug  rock  in  the  desert  stood  Cathraor  in  liis  tcars. 


458 


TIGHMORA. 


Mar  oiteig  air  'auam  le  Ijròu 
UO  Tliàinig  guth  caoin  na  h-òigh 

A'  mosgladh  cuimhne  talmhuinn  nam  beann, 
A  caomh  chòmhnuidh  aig  sruthain  nan  gleann, 
Roimh  an  àm  'au  d'thàiuig  e  gu  borb 
Gu  cobhair  Choumhoir  uan  colcr  fiar. 


a  Why  sliould 
tliis  bright- 
iiessshine,  &c.? 
— i.e.  why 
should  he  al- 
low  her  love 
to  occupy  his 
Tiiind  until  he 
retumed  in 
peace  ? 


11-5        "  A  nighean  coigrich  nan  lann," 
(Thionndaidh  i  a  ceann  o'n  t-sonn) 
"  'S  f  hada  fo  m'  shùil  'an  cruaidh 
Crann  flathail  Innis  uaine  nan  tonn. 
Tha  m'  anam,  do  thubhairt  mi  fhein, 

150  'An  truscan  nan  sìan  ciar ; 

C'  ar  son  a  lasadh  an  deah'adh  so  fein," 
Gus  am  pill  mi  'an  sìth  o'n  t-slial)h  ? 
'N  do  ghlas  m'  aghaidh  'n  ad  f  liianuis,  a  lànih- 
'S  tu  'togail  do  m'  eagal  an  rìgli  ? 

155  'S  àm  cunnairt,  ainnir  nan  trom  chiabh, 
Am  do  m'  anam,  mòr  thalla  na  strì. 
Atas  e  dòmhail  mar  shruth 
A'  taomadh  air  GaiU  nau  cruaidh  bhcum. 


"  'An  taobh  carraig  chòsaich  air  Lòua, 
ICO  Mu  chaochan  nan  sruthan  cròm 
Glas  'an  ciabh  na  h-aoise 
Tha  Claonmhar,  rìgli  clàrsaieh  nam  fouu ; 


Her  voice  canie,  a  breeze  on  liis  soul,  ancl  'waked  the  meniory  of  her 
land,  where  she  dwelt  by  her  peaceful  streams  before  lie  canio  to 
the  war  of  Coumor. 

"  Daughter  of  strangers,"  lie  said  (sliu  lieiiiljliiig  t\irncd  away), 
"  long  have  I  marked  thee  in  my  steel,  young  pine  of  Inis-liuna. 
But  my  soul,  I  said,  is  l'olded  in  a  storm.     "Wliy  .should  that  beam 
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Like  a  l)reeze  across  liis  soul  in  grief 
140  Came  tlie  gentle  voice  of  tlie  maiden, 

AVakening  remembrance  of  the  kvnd  of  hills — 
Her  peaceful  dwelling  by  the  streams  of  glens- 
Ere  he  had  come  in  his  strength 
With  aid  to  Conmor  of  ■warlike  mood. 


DUAN  VII. 

her  own  peace- 
ful  liome  be- 
fore  she  had 
sfi'ii  Iiini. 


145       "  Daughter  of  the  stranger  of  spears  " 
(She  turncd  her  heacl  from  the  warrior), 
"  Long  (clad)  in  steel,  beneath  my  eye, 
Has  been  the  graceful  tree  of  the  green  isle  of  waves. 
(But)  my  soul,  I  said  to  myself, 

150  Is  iu  the  folds  of  dusky  storms. 
Why  should  this  brightness  shine," 
Till  I  return  from  the  hill  in  peace  ? 
Has  my  look  bLanched  before  thee,thouWhite-hand, 
That,  to  dismay  mc,  thou  shouldst  raise  the  king  ? 

155  The  hour  of  danger,  maid  of  heavy  locks, 

Is  tlie  hour  of  my  soul — the  great  abode  of  war. 
It  swells,  enkarging  like  a  flood, 
Pourino;  on  hard-smitino;  Galls. 


He  (leclares 
Iiis  allecti.in 
f(.r  hcr,  Imt 
s  that  hc 
rcjoiccs  in 
niccting 
.hmgcr  ;  ad- 
\iscs  hcr  to 
withilraw  to 
the  glen  of 
Lona,  where 
Cloimiel  the 
barJ  dwelt ; 


"  Beside  a  hoUow  rock  on  Lona, 
IGO  By  the  eddies  of  the  bending  streams, 
Hoary,  in  the  locks  of  age, 
Is  Clonmel,  king  of  tuneful  harps ; 


arise,  tiU  my  steps  retiini  iu  peace  ì  Have  I  been  pale  in  thy  pre- 
sence  as  tliou  biJst  me  to  fear  the  king  ì  The  time  of  daiiger,  0 
niaid  !  is  the  season  of  my  soul  ;  for  then  it  swells  a  niighty  strcam, 
and  rolls  me  on  the  foe. 

"  Eeneath  the  moss-covered  rock  of  Lona,  near  his  own  loud 
stream,  grey  in  his  locks  of  age,  dwells  Clonmal,  king  of  harps. 
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Os  a  cliiouii  tlia  craun  daraich  uam  fuaiua, 
Agus  siublial  nau  ruadli-blioc  sliom. 

1G5  Tha  farum  ua  strì  'n  a  chluais 

'S  e  'g  aomadh'  an  smuaintibh  nach  tìom  : 
Au  sin  biodh  do  thalla,  'Shìùlmhalla, 
Gus  an  ìlsich  farum  uam  beum, 
Gus  am  piU  mi  'an  hxsadh  na  cruaidhe 

170  0  thruscau  duibhre  na  beinn', 
O'n  cheathach  a  thrusas  o  Lòna 
Mu  chòmhuuidh  mo  rìiin  fein." 

Thuit  gath  soluis  air  anam  na  h-ùighe  ; 
Las  i  suas  fa  chòir  an  rìgh  : 
175  Thionndaidh  i  a  h-aghaidh  ri  Cathmor, 
A  ciabh  Ijhog  auns  ua  h-osnaibh  a'  stri. 

"  Reubar  iolair  nau  speur  àrd 

0  mhòr  shruth  caoithe  nan  aleann, 

'N  uair  a  clii  e  na  ruadh  Ijhuic  f'a  chòir 
180  CLanu  eilid  nam  faoin  l)heauu, 

]\lu  -n  tionndaidh  Cathmor  nan  cruaidh  blicum 

O'n  strì  mu-n  eirich  dàn. 

Faiceams'  thu,  'ghaisgich  nan  gcur  Lmn, 

0  thruscan  an  duibhrc  dhuibh, 
185  'N  uair  thogas  ceò  mu  m'  chòmhuuidh  feiu, 

Air  Lòna  nau  iomadh  sruth. 


Above  liim  is  his  echoiiig  trce  and  thc  dun  bounding  of  roes.  The 
noise  of  our  strifo  reaclies  liis  car  as  he  bends  in  tlie  thouglits  of 
ycars.  There  let  thy  rest  be,  Sul-malla,  until  our  battle  cease  ; 
until  I  return  in  uiy  arms  from  tlie  skirts  of  Ihe  evening  mist  that 
rises  on  Lona  round  the  dwclling  of  my  love." 

A  light  foll  ou  tho  soul  of  tli(ì  maid ;  it  ro.so  kindlcd  bofuri'  tlu' 
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Above  him  is  a  sounding  oak, 

And  tlie  patli  of  the  slender  roe. 
1G5  Tlie  noise  of  war  is  in  his  ear, 

As  he  bends  in  painful  thought : 

There  be  thy  dwelling,  Sulvalla, 

Till  the  din  of  (battle-)stroke  subsides, 

Aud  I  return  in  shining  steel, 
170  From  the  folds  of  darkness  ou  the  Ben — 

From  the  mist  which  riscs  on  Lona, 

Eound  the  dwelling  of  my  love." 

A  beam  of  light  fell  on  the  maiden's  soul ; 
She  brightcned  in  prcsence  of  the  king  : 
175  She  tm-ned  her  face  to  Ca-mor, 

Her  soft  hair  waviug  iu  the  breeze  : 

"  Torn  shall  be  the  eaglc  of  the  lofty  skies 
From  the  great  wind-rush  of  the  glens, 
AVhen  he  sees  the  roebucks  near  him — 

180  Childreu  of  the  hind  of  mountains  waste — • 
Ere  the  hard-smiting  Ca-mor  wiU  turu 
From  the  war  on  which  songs  shall  rise. 
May  I  see  thee,  hero  of  sharp  swords, 
From  the  robe  of  gloomy  darkness, 

185  When  mist  rises  round  my  dwelling, 
On  Lona  of  the  many  streams. 


and  promises 
tu  visit  her 
after  the  hat- 
tle  is  over. 


8he  is  glad- 
dened  Ijy  tlio 
aekiiowledg- 
nient  of  his 
lovc  to  her. 
Slie  regrets 
the  impossi- 
hility  of  turn- 
ing  him  l'rom 
liis  purpose  of 
hattle. 

Slie  hegs  of 
liini  to  strike 
his  sliiehl  in 
hattle,  so  that 
she  may  hear 
it  on  Lona  ; 


king.  She  tiu-ned  lier  face  to  Catlimor  from  amidst  her  waving 
loL-ks.  "  Sooner  sliall  the  eaglo  of  heaveu  be  toru  from  the  stream 
of  his  roaring  ■\viiid,  wheu  ho  sees  the  diin  prey  before  liim,  the 
young  sons  of  the  bounding  roe,  tlian  thou,  0  Cathmor !  be  turned 
from  the  strife  of  renowu.  Soun  may  I  see  tliee,  warrior,  from  tho 
skirts  of  the  evening  mist,  wheu  it  is  rollcd  arouud  mu  on  Loua  of 
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'N  uair  is  f bada  o  m'  sliìiil  tliu,  a  sheoid, 
Buail  copan  nam  fuaim  àrd ; 
Pilleadh  sòhis  do  m'  anam,  's  e  'n  ceò, 
190  'S  mi  ag  aomadh  air  carraig  loam  fein. 

Ach  ma  thuit  thu,  mar  ri  coigiich  a  ta  mi ! 
Thigeadh  do  ghuth  o  ncul 
Gu  òigh  innis  uaine,  's  i  fann." 


""Theancient 
Bolgi."     The 
Gaelic  here  is 
scanìisra,  in 
every  other 
place  sìnnsre; 
hntasseaHnsra 
{.sT«/(,".WHO:") 
is  evi<ii-utly 
thc  olilcr 
forni,  I  liavc 
lcft  it  un- 
changcil. 
''  M.mrncltlK' 
kiii-;  lit. 
dnrknied,  &c. 
— an  expres- 
siun  very  fre- 
qucntly  used 
to  denote  giief 
or  gloom. 


"  '^o'o^'^^o  Lìimoin  an  f  heoir, 

19.5  C'uim'  a  dh'aomadh  tu  'n  stràchdadh  nan  sìanl 
'S  tric  a  thionndaidh  Cathmor  o'n  bhlàr 
'Dubh-thaomadh  air  aghaidh  nan  sliabh  ; 
Mar  mheaUain  domh  fein  tha  sleagliau  uan  lot 
'S  iad  a'  bruanadh  air  cojd  nau  sgiath. 

200  Dh'eiream,  'am  sholus,  o'u  strì, 

Mar  thein'  oidhche  o  thaomadh  nan  nial. 
Na  pill,  a  dheò-greine,  o'n  gldeann, 
'N  uair  a  dhlùthaicheas  farum  nau  colg, 
Eagal  teicheadh  do  'u  uàmluiid  o  m'  Làimh, 

205  Mar  a  theich  iad  o  sheannsra  nam  Bolg." 

"  Chuuhis  lc  Sonnmor  air  Chianfhear, 
A  thuit  fo  Cliormac  nan  geur  hiiin. 
Tri  lài  dliorchaich  an  rìgh  '' 
]Mu  'n  fliear  a  dli'aom  'an  str\  nan  ijieann. 


the  streams.  Whilo  yct  thou  art  cHstant  far,  strike,  Cathmor,  strike 
the  shield  !  that  joy  may  returii  to  ray  ilarkeiied  soul  as  I  lean  ou 
the  mossy  rock.  l'ut  if  thoti  shouldst  fall,  I  ani  in  the  htnd  of 
strangors  ;  O  sond  thy  voiee  froiu  thy  cloud  to  tho  maid  of  Inis- 
liuna  ! " 

"  Young  branuh  of  greon-hoaded  Lumon,  why  dost  thou  shako  in 
the  storm  1     Ofton  has  Cathmor  rctiu'nod  from  darkly-rolling  wars. 
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Whcn  thou  art  far  from  my  eye,  0  hero ! 
Strike  the  loudly-soundiug  boss ; 
Let  joy  return  to  my  sorrowing  soul, 
190  As  I  lean  above  on  tho  rock. 

But  if  thou  fiiU,  I  am  -with  strangers  ! 
Lct  thy  voice  come  down  from  the  cloud 
To  the  maid  of  lunis-huna,  faint." 


aililing  that  if 
lie  fall  slie  is 
U'ft  frii-mllc'ss ; 
autl  asks  liìm 
to  spcak  to 
lier  fi'oni  his 
cloml. 


195 


200 


205 


"  Young  brancli  of  grassy  Lumon, 
Why  shouldst  thou  fall  in  the  strewing  of  the  storm'? 
Oft  lias  Ca-mor  returned  from  battle 
"Whicli  had  darkly  rolled  on  the  face  of  the  hill ; 
Like  hail  are  wounding  spears  to  me, 
As  they  crash  on  the  bosses  of  the  shield. 
I  would  rise  in  brightncss  from  the  strife, 
Like  the  fìre  of  night  from  the  reuding  clouds. 
Return  not,  sunbeam,  from  the  glen, 
AVhen  the  din  of  arms  is  nigh  thee, 
Lest  the  foe  escape  my  hand, 
As  they  escaped  the  ancient  Bolgi." 


He  says  thore 
is  iio  eause  to 
.hva.l  liis  fall : 
he  had  ofteu 
retuiui'il  from 
battle.     He 
begs  of  her 
not  to  leave 
Lona  tiU  tlie 
liattle  is  over  ; 
and  tells  the 
story  of  Son- 
mor  anil  Sul- 
alin  to  eiiforco 
his  re(|uest. 


"  Sonmor  had  heard  that  Cluaner 
Had  falleu  by  Cormac  of  keen-edgcd  bladcs. 
For  three  days  moumed  the  king  * 
For  him  who  fell  in  the  battle  of  the  Mens. 


Soumor  went 
fortli  to 
avenge  his 
lirothcrt'hian- 
cr,  slain  by 
Cormac. 


Tlie  darts  of  deatli  are  but  hail  to  me  ;  they  have  often  rattled  along 
my  sliield.  I  have  risen  briglitened  from  battle,  like  a  meteor  from 
a  stormy  cloud.  Eeturn  not,  fair  beam,  from  tby  vale,  wben  tlie 
roar  of  battle  grows.  Tlieu  might  the  foe  escape,  as  from  my  fathers 
of  old. 

"  They  told  to  Son-mor,  of  Clunar,  who  was  slain  by  Comiac  in 
lìght.     Three  days  darkened  Son-mor  over  his  brother's  falL     His 


4G4 


TIGHMORA. 


210  Cliunnaic  mìn-bliean  an  sonn  'an  ceò ; 

Bhrosnuich.  sud  di  siubhal  gu  sliabh  : 

Thog  i  bogha  fo  's  ìosal 

Gu  dol  mar  ri  laoch  nan  sgiath  : 

Do  'u  ainnir  luidh  dìibhra  aii"  Atha, 
215  'N  uair  a  shiubhladh  an  gaisgeach  gu  gniomh. 

0  cheud  sruthan  aonaich  na  h-oidhche 

Thaom  sìol  Alnecma  sìos. 

Chualas  sgiath  chaismeachd  au  rìgh  ; 

Mhosgail  an  anam  gu  strì  ; 
220  Bha  'n  siubhal  'am  fiirum  nan  lann 

Gu  Ullin,  taUimh  nan  cranu. 

Bhuail  Sonnmor  air  uairil^h  au  sgiath, 

Ceann-feadhna  uam  borb  thiiath. 

"  'N  au  duigh  lean  SiiQ-àluiun 
225  Aii'  aouiadh  uam  fras; 

Bu  sholus  is'  air  aonach, 

'N  uair  thaom  iad  air  gleauutaibh  glas  ; 

Tha  'ceumau  flathail  air  lora, 

'N  uair  thog  iad  ri  aghaidh  uau  tom  : 
230  B'eagal  di  seaUadh  an  rìgh 

A  dh'f  hàg  i  'u  Atha  uam  frìth. 

'N  uaù'  dh'(ihich  farum  uam  beum 

Agus  thaom  iad  's  a'  cheile  's  a'  chath, 


spouso  belicld  tlio  .silont  king,  aud  foresaw  his  steps  to  war.  She 
prepared  tlio  bow  in  secret  to  attend  her  blue-shieldcd  liero  :  to 
her  dwclt  darkness  at  Atlia  when  lie  was  not  thcre.  From  their 
liundred  streams  liy  night  jìnured  down  tlie  sons  of  Alneema.  Tliey 
liad  hcard  tho  shield  of  tlie  king,  and  tlieir  rage  aroso.  lu  clangiug 
arms  they  moved  aloug  towards  Ullin  of  tlic  groves.      Son-mor 
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210  His  gentle  wife  beheld  tlie  sorrowiug  cliief, 

And  thus  was  moved  to  seek  tlie  Iiill, 

Lifting  laer  bow  in  secret 

To  go  with  the  hero  of  shields ; 

Dark  to  his  wife  was  Atha 
215  ^\Tien  the  hero  went  forth  to  war. 

From  hundred  mountain-streams  by  uight 

Poured  dowu  Ahiecma's  race. 

Tlie  warniug-shield  of  the  kiug  was  heard ; 

Their  souls  enkindled  for  the  fray  ; 
220  Their  path  was,  in  the  din  of  arms, 

To  Ullin,  the  hind  of  trecs. 

Soumor  struck  the  shield  from  time  to  time, 

The  leader  of  the  fearless  chiefs. 


"  Behiud  them  followed  Sul-aliu 

225  Aloug  the  showery  stceps  ; 

She  was  a  L'ght  on  the  mountain, 
As  they  marched  across  the  grecn  gleus  ; 
Her  gi-aceful  steps  were  on  the  phiin, 
When  they  clomb  the  mouutaiu-brow  : 

230  She  dreaded  the  eye  of  the  king, 
Who  had  left  her  in  Atha  of  woods. 
When  rose  the  clang  of  battle-strokes, 
As  they  miugled  fiercely  in  the  fraj', 


Sul-alin,  liis 
wife,  foUowfil 
him,  kceping 
at  a  ilistance 
from  the  war- 
riors  iluring 
tlieir  marcli. 


Wlien  hattle 
was  joined, 
and  Soumor 


struck  kis  shieltl  at  times,  tlio  leailer  of  the  war. 

"  Far  beliind  follOTved  Siil-aUin  over  the  streamy  hilis.  Bhe  was 
a  light  on  the  mountain,  when  they  crossed  the  vale  below.  Her 
steps  Avere  stately  on  the  vale,  when  they  rose  on  the  mos.sy  biU, 
8he  feared  to  approach  the  king,  who  left  her  in  echoing  Atha. 
But  when  thc  roar  of  battle  rose,  when  host  was  rolled  ou  host, 
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a  "Without 
(avi'iigiiig) 
blooil."     I 
have  supplied 
avcnginti  to 
ll[nke  thr 
IJM'allill-nf 
llT  liassa.m- 
rlcar     '■Uluod 

forlil 1" 

w:is  tlli'  hiw 
ainmig  tlie 
Celts  as 
among  all 
ani'iciit 
nations. 
b  Froni  the 
moody  hero's 
glance  ;  lit. 
/rom  tìte 
ìwrt/wrn  hero'n 
gliiìice.     Tlic 
south,  as  oftcii 
oI)served 
(dcas),  is  ex- 
pressive  of  all 
that  is  bright 
anil  jiivfnl ; 

thc  ÌldVtll 

(/iioll,),  ufall 
(if  aniiiipusilc 
ilcscriptiiin. 
*'  .Snn-wur- 
sliiii "  is  saiil 
to  have  origi- 
nated  this 
distinetion. 


Loisg  Sonnmor  mar  tlieine  nan  s^icnr ; 
235  Tliàinig  Sìiil-àluinn  nam  flatli, 

A  folt  sgaoilte  's  an  osna, 

A  h-anam  ag  ospairn  mu  'u  rigli. 

Dh'aom  e  'n  strì  mu  rìiii  nan  laocli : 

Tlieich  nàmhaid  fo  dhìiblira  nan  spcur  ; 
240  Luidli  Cluanf hear  gun  fhuil," 

Guu  fliuil  air  tigh  caol  gun  lcus. 

"  Ni  'n  d'eirich  fearg  Shonnmhoir  nan  lann 
Bha  'là  gu  dorcha  's  gu  mall. 
Ghluais  Sùil-àluiun  mu  'gorm  shruth  fein, 

245  A  sìiil  'an  rcachdaibh  nan  deur : 
Bu  lìonmlior  a  scalladh  gu  caoin 
Air  gaisgeach  sàmhach  nach  faoin  : 
Ach  thionndaidh  i  a  sùilean  tlàth 
0  sheaUadh  an  laoich  thuathaiL'' 

250  Mhosgail  blàir  mar  f  harum  nan  nial ; 
Ghluais  dorrau  o  'anam  mòr ; 
Chunuas  a  ceuman  le  aiteas 
'S  a  làmh  ghcal  ah-  clàrwaich  nam  fonn." 

'N  a  chruaidh  a  ghluais  an  righ  guu  dàil ; 
255  Bhuail  e  'u  sgiath  chòsach  àrd, 
Gu  h-àrd  air  clarach  nan  sìau, 
Aiof  Lùbar  nan  iomadh  sruth. 


wlicn  Son-mor  burnod  liko  tlie  fire  of  licaveu  in  cloud.s,  with  licr 
sprcading  hair  camo  iSul-allin,  for  .she  trcmbled  for  her  king.  Ile 
stopped  the  rushing  strife  to  savo  thc  love  of  herocs.  Tlie  foe  ficd 
by  night ;  Chinar  sh-pt  witliout  liis  blood,  the  blood  whicli  ouglit 
to  be  pourod  upon  the  warrior's  tomb. 

"  Nor  roso  tlio  rago   of  Son-nior,  but  his  days  weru  silent  and 
dark.      Sul-alliii    waiuh'rcd   liy  hur  grey   .strcam.s  witli  hcr   tciu-1'ul 
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(Aud)  Sonmor  burued  like  fire  of  tlie  skies, 
235  Came  Sul-alin  (daughter)  of  licroes, 

Her  hair  dishevelled  in  the  blast, 

And  her  heart  distressed  for  her  king  ; 

He  left  the  fight  for  (her,)  the  love  of  heroes. 

Fled  the  foe  in  the  darkness  of  the  skies ; 
2iO  Ckuiuer  hiy  Avith^jut  (aveugiug)  blood  " — 

Without  blood  ou  the  narrow  rayless  house. 

"  Nor  rose  the  wrath  of  Soumor  of  swords, 

(Though)  his  days  were  dark  aud  drear. 

Sul-alin  walked  by  her  own  bhie  stream, 
245  Her  eyes  overflowing  with  tears. 

Often  did  she  fondly  gaze 

On  the  stern  aud  silent  warrior ; 

But  she  turned  her  gentle  eyes  away 

From  the  moody  hero's  glance.'' 
250  Battles  arose  like  the  noise  of  clouds  ; 

Gloom  forsook  his  mighty  soul ; 

Her  steps  were  behekl  in  ghiduess, 

Aud  Iier  white  haud  on  tlic  tuneful  liarp." 

The  kiug  moved  straightway  in  liis  steel ; 
255  He  struck  the  hollow  shiekl  ou  high — 
High  on  the  oak  of  storms, 
By  Lubar  of  mauy  streams. 


DUAN  VII. 

likely  to  con- 
(luev,  she 
rushed  to- 
wards  him, 
aud  iudueed 
liim  to  forsake 
the  iìght — ÌH 
couseiiuence  of 
which  Cluan- 
er  lay  un- 
avenged. 


He  showed  no 
iinger  towards 
her,  Ijut  con- 
tinucdgloouiv 
until  othcr 
hattlcs  arose. 
The  engaging 
in  these  re- 
stored  his 
haijpiness. 


*-  a-mor  now 
struck  liis 
shield— a 
shield  of  seven 
hosses,  eaeli  of 
wliieh,  wlien 
struck,  coa- 


eyes.  Ofteii  did  s]ie  look  ou  tlie  liero  wlien  lie  was  folJed  m  bis 
thouglits.  But  slie  shraiJi  from  liis  eyes,  aud  turned  her  lone  steps 
away.  Battles  rose  like  a  tempest,  and  drove  the  mist  from  his  soid. 
He  beheld  with  joy  her  stei)s  in  the  hall,  and  the  ■\vhite  rising  of 
her  hands  on  the  liarp." 

lu  liis  arms  strodo  the  chief  of  Atha  to  where  liis  .shielj  hung 
high  in  night :  Ixigh  on  a  mossy  bough,  over  Lubar's  streamy  roar. 
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Seachd  copana  bha  air  an  sgèith, 
Seaclid  focail  an  rìgh  d'a  shluagh, 
2G0  A  thaomadh  air  osnaibh  nan  speur, 
Air  fineachan  mòr  nam  Bolir. 


Air  gach  copan  tha  reull  de'n  oidliclie, 
Ceann-mathan  nan  ros  gun  scleò  ; 
Caol-dearrsa  o  neul  ag  èirigh  ; 

265  lìd-oidhche  'au  truscan  de  cheò. 

Tha  Caoin-chathlinn  air  carraig  a'  deah'adli 
Reull-dùbhra  air  gorm-thonn  o'n  iar 
'Leth-cheileadh  a  sholuis  'an  uisge. 
Tha  Beur-theine,  Las-shuil  nan  sliabh 

270  'Sealladh  sìos  o  choiUe  's  an  aonach 
Air  mall  shiublial  sealgair  's  e  'triall 
Troimh  ghleannan  an  dìibhra  bhraonaich 
Le  faoibh  ruadh-bhuic  nan  leum  àrd. 
Dòmhail  'am  meadhon  na  sgeithe 

275  Tha  lasadli  Tuinn-theine  gun  neul, 
An  rionnag,  a  sheall  tro'  'n  oidhche 
Aù'  Lear-thonn  a'  chviain  mhòir  ; 
Lear-thonn,  ceann-feadhua  nam  Bolg, 
An  ceud  fhear  a  shiulihail  air  gaoith. 

280  Leathann  sgaoil  siuil  bhàn  an  righ 
Gu  Innis-fàil  nan  iomadh  .sruth. 
Thaom  oidhche  aii'  aghaidh  a'  chuain, 


Seven  bosses  rose  on  the  shield;  tlie  seven  voices  of  tlio  king  wliicli 
liis  warriors  received  from  tlie  wind,  and  marked  over  all  thcir  tribes. 
On  each  boss  is  placed  a  star  of  night :  Can-mathon  with  beams 
unshorn ;  Coklerna  rising  from  a  cloud  ;  Uloiolio  robcd  in  mist  ; 
and  tho  soft  beani  of  Cathlin  glittering  on  a  rock.  Smiling  on  its 
own  bhic  ■\vave,  lìchhirath  half  sinks  ils  wcstern  b'glit.     The  rcd 
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Seven  bosses  were  on  tlie  shield  '•' — 
Seven  voices  of  tlie  king  to  liis  liost, 
260  AVbich  were  wafted  by  tlie  bhists  of  the  sky 
To  the  niighty  tribes  of  the  Bolgi. 

On  every  boss  there  is  a  star  of  night : 

Can-mahon  of  eye  undimmed  ; 

C'ol-dearsa  rising  from  a  cloud  ; 
2G.3  lul-oichè  in  a  robe  of  mist ; 

Caoin-calin  is  shiniug  ou  a  rock  ; 

Eeul-dura  on  blue  western  wave, 

Half  hidiug  his  light  in  the  sea  ; 

Beur-henè,  the  fiery  eye  of  the  mountains, 
270  Looks  down  through  a  wood  on  the  hill, 

On  the  slow  step  of  thc  hunter,  as  he  goes 

Through  the  narrow  glen  in  dewy  twilight 

AVith  his  spoil — the  high-bounding  roe  ; 

Broad  in  the  centre  of  the  shield 
275  Is  the  cloudless  flame  of  Tonn-henè, 

The  star  which  looked  through  night 

On  Lar-hon  of  the  mighty  sea — 

Lar-hon,  leader  of  the  Bolgi, 

The  first  who  traveUed  on  the  wind. 
280  Broadly  spread  the  white  sails  of  the  king, 

Towards  Innis-fail  of  many  streams. 

Night  spread  over  the  face  of  ocean 
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veyed  a  dis- 
tiact  and  sep- 
arate  intima- 
tion  to  his 
people. 

On  eacli  of  the 
bosses  was  de- 
picted  a  star, 
the  names  of 
which  are 
"iven. 


Tonn-henè 
(fire  of  tlie 
waves)  is 
raentioned  as 
having  guided 
to  Erin  Lar- 
hon,  tlie  first 
of  the  Bolgi 
who  reached 
it. 


eye  of  Berthm  looks  throiigli  a  grove  on  the  himter,  as  he  retums 
hy  night  ivith  the  spoils  of  the  hounding  roo.  "VVide  in  the  midst 
arose  the  cloudJess  heanis  of  Ton-thèna,  that  star  which  looked  by 
night  on  the  course  of  the  sea-tossed  Larthon  ;  Larthon,  the  lirst  of 
Bolga's  race,  who  travelled  on  the  -niuds.  'Wliite-hosomed  spread 
the  sails  of  the  king  towards  strearay  Inis-fail ;  dun  night  was  rolled 
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DUAK  vii.  Agus  ceatliacli  nau  truscau  dubb  ; 

Bha  gaotli  a'  caoclaladh  dlùth  's  au  speui' ; 
285  Lcum  luingcas  o  thonn  gu  touu ; 

'N  uair  dh'uirich  Toun-theine  uau  stuadh, 
'Caoin-sheaUadh  o  bhriseadh  nan  nial. 
B'  aiteas  do  Lear-thonn  tein-iuil  uam  buadh, 
A'  deab-adh  air  domhan  nan  sian. 


0  In  the 
stmtfi — i.c. 
tlie  lower 
part,  tlie  level 

01  "via 
stratxi "  of  tlie 
valley — a 
word  now  in 
conimon  u.se. 


290       Fo  .shlcagh  Chathmhoir  uan  colg  seaii, 
Dhìii.sg  au  guth  a  dhùisgcadh  bàird  : 
Thaom  iad  dubh  o  thaobh  nan  sliabh 
Le  clàrsaich  ghrinn  's  gach  làimh. 
Le  aiteas  mòr  sheas  romp'  an  rìgh, 

295  Mar  fhear-siubhail  ri  teas  Là  'u  gleann, 
'N  uair  chluiuueas  e  fada  's  an  rèidh  " 
Caoin  thorman  sruthau  nam  Ijeanu, 
Sruthaiu  a  bhriseas  's  an  fhà.sach 
0  charraig  thaobh-ghhiis  uan  ruadh-ljhoc. 

300       "  C'  arson  a  chhunneani  guth  àrd  an  rìgh 
'N  àm  codail  'an  oidhche  nam  fras  ? 
Am  facas  tannas  nach  beò, 
'Meaisg  aisling,  ag  aomadh  ghxs  "? 
Air  neul  am  bheil  an  àiteach  fuar 

.305  A'  feitheamh  fonn  Fhonnair  nam  flcagh  1 
Is  lìoimihor  au  siubhal  air  roidh, 


beforo  liim  with  its  skirts  of  mist.  Unconstaiit  lilew  tlio  wincl.s  and 
rolIeJ  liim  from  wavo  to  vave.  Thcn  rose  tlio  ficry-haired  Ton- 
tliena,  and  smilcd  from  her  partcd  cloud.  Larthon  hlcs.'^cd  the  well- 
kiiown  beam  as  it  faint-gleanicd  on  the  deep. 

Ecneath  the  spcar  of  Cathmor  rose  tliat  voice  wliicli  awakcs  the 
hards.  Tliey  came  dark-winding  from  cvery  side,  each  with  thc 
sonnd  of  his  harp.     IScfore  them  rejoiced  tho  king  as  the  traveller 
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With  fog  of  dusky  giirmeuts  ; 
The  wiud  veered  oft  iu  tlie  sky ; 
Bouuded  the  skiff  from  wavc  to  wavc  ; 
Wheii  rose  Toun-hcuò  of  billows, 
Mildly  lookiug  through  partiug  clouds. 
Welcome  to  Lar-hon  was  the  happy  fire-guidc, 
Shiuiug  on  the  storiuy  dcep. 
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Beneath  the  spear  of  C*a-mor  of  tried  arms 
Awoke  the  voice  which  wakeus  bards  : 
They  poured  iu  darkucss  from  the  hill, 
Each  with  a  tuneful  harp  iu  his  hand. 
Bcfore  thcm  stood  thc  king  iu  gladness  gTcat, 
295  Like  oue  who  walks  the  gicu  in  heat  of  day, 
When  he  hears  far  off  iu  thc  strath  " 
The  soft  murmur  of  the  mouutaiu-rills — 
Eills  which  burst  iu  the  dcscrt 
From  thc  grcy-sided  rock  of  dcer. 

300       "  Why  do  I  hear  the  kiug's  hiud  voice 
Li  the  hour  of  sleep  in  night  of  showcrs  1 
Has  a  spirit  of  the  dead  been  seeu 
Comiug  down  in  pallor  through  thy  dreams  ? 
Is  their  cohl  dwelliug  on  the  clouds 

305  Awaiting  the  song  of  Fouuar  of  feasts  ? 
Ofttimes  they  traverse  the  field 


The  souncling 
of  Ca-raoi's 
shield  aioused 
tlie  banls, 
wlio  gatliered 
round  liim 
witli  their 
harps.     He 
lejoieed  as 
the  traveUer 
in  a  day  ot' 
heat,  wlien  lie 
hears  tlio 
niunnur  of  a 
niountaiu- 
stream. 


Fonnar,  tlie 
chief  of  them, 
inqnires  why 
the  shield  liad 
sounded  in 
darkness  ;  and 
sks  whether 
lie  should 
address  the 
spirits  of 
uight,  orsing 
a  reiiuieni  to 


in  tlie  Jay  of  the  suu,  wlien  he  hears  far-rolling  arounil  tho  mm-mur 
of  mossy  streams — streams  that  burst  in  the  desert  from  the  rock 
of  roes. 

"  Why,"  said  Fonar,  "  hear  we  the  voice  of  the  king  in  the 
season  of  his  re.st  ?  Were  the  dim  forms  of  thy  fathers  bending  in 
thy  dreams  ?  Perhaps  they  stand  on  that  chjud,  and  wait  for 
Fonar's  song  :  often  they  come  to  the  fields  wliere  their  sons  are  to 
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n  "Lullaby  ;" 
Gacl.  crònan 
(Scottish, 
"  croon  "),  a 
slow  murmur- 
ing  air.     The 
word  is  geue- 
rally  used 
nowadays  for 
"lullaby;" 
and  I  hare 
taken  it 
liere,  as  the 
iutention  ol' 
the  crònan 
Wiis  to  soothe 
and  hill  to 
r(?st  tlie  spirit 
ol'  Fokla. 


6  The  differ- 
euee  of  tlie 
nieiisure  liere 
from  the  coni- 
nion  one,  as 

Well  .IS  ÌtS 

iin'^'uhuity 
throusliout 
tliis  Diian,  is 
deserving  of 
notice. 


Far  an  tog  au  sìol  an  t-sleagli  1 
No  'n  uiricli  ar  cròuan  air  tliìis  " 
Mu  'n  flicar  nach  tog  au  t-sleagli  gu  Lràtl), 
310  Fear-cosgairt  air  gleann  naii  slògli 
0  Mliòma  nan  iomadh  bad  ?  " 

"  Ni  'n  dì-clmimhn'  dhomh  dorcliadh  nam  blàr, 

'Chinu-fheadhna  nam  bàrd  o  thìis, 

Togar  clach  dha  aig  Lìibar  nan  càrn, 
315  Aite-còmhnuidh  do  Fholdath,  's  d'a  chliu  : 

Ach  taom  m'  auam  air  àm  nan  Laoch, 

Air  na  bliadhnaibh  's  an  d'èirich  iad  suas 

Air  tonn  Innis-uaine  nan  colg. 

Ni  'n  aiteas  do  Chathmor  a  mhàin 
320  Cuimlme  Lìmioiu,  iuuis  uaine  nan  slògli ; 

Lìunon,  talamh  nau  srutli, 

Caoin-chòmhnuidh  nam  bàu-bhroineach  òigli." 

"  'Lùmoin  nau  sruth,'' 

Tha  thu  'dealradh  air  m'  anam  fdin ; 
325  Tha  do  ghrian  air  do  thaobh 

Air  carraig  nan  cranu  'bu  trom. 

Tha  d'eilid  chiar, 

Do  dhearg  bìirr-mliòr  am  mcasg  uani  bad 

A'  faicinn  air  slialih 
330  An  colg  chìi  a'  siubhal  grad. 

Mall  air  an  rdidh 

lift  tlie  spear.     Or  sliall  our  voice  ariso  for  liim  ■\vlio  lifts  thc  spcar 
110  niore  :  he  that  consurue  J  the  field  from  Mouia  of  tlie  groves  ? " 

"  Not  forgot  is  that  cloud  in  war,  bard  of  other  times.  High 
shall  his  tomb  rise  ou  Moi-lena,  the  dwelling  of  renown.  But  now 
roll  back  my  soul  to  the  times  of  my  fathers :  to  the  years  when 
first  they  rose  on  Inis-liuna's  waves.     Nor  alone  pleasant  to  Cath- 
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Where  their  childrcn  lift  the  spear. 
Or  shall  our  luUaby  arise  at  first " 
To  him  "\vho  lifts  the  spear  no  more — 
.310  The  shiyer  of  jieople  iu  the  glen — 
Him  from  JMoma  of  many  woocls  ì  " 

"  I  forget  not  the  darkener  of  battles, 

Thou  who  wert  ever  chief  of  l^ards  ; 

His  stone  shall  be  raised  by  Lubar  of  cairns, 
315  A  dwelling  for  Folda  and  his  fame. 

But  pour  my  soul  on  the  time  of  heroes, 

On  the  years  iu  which  they  rose 

C)ver  warlike  Innis-huna's  wave. 

Not  pleasant  to  Ca-mor  alone  is 
320  ]\Iemory  of  Lumon,  green  isle  of  hosts — 

Lumon,  the  land  of  rivers, 

Ghxd  abode  of  white-bosomcd  maidcns." 

"  Lumon  of  rivers,'' 

Thou  shinest  on  my  soul ; 
325  Thy  sun  is  on  thy  side, 

On  the  rock  of  stately  trees. 

Thy  dark  dun  hind,  (and) 

Thy  gTcat-antlered  stag  in  thy  woods, 

Behold  on  the  hill 
330  The  stanch  fleet-footed  clog. 

Slow  on  the  plain 

inor  is  tlie  remembrance  of  'wood-covered  Lumon — Lumon  of  tlie 
streams,  the  dwelling  of  white-bosomed  maids." 

"  Lumon  of  tlie  streams,  tliou  risest  on  Fonar's  soul !  Thy  sun 
is  on  thy  side,  on  the  rocks  of  tliy  hending  trees.  The  dun  roe  is 
seen  fi'om  thy  furze  :  tlie  deer  lifts  his  branchy  head ;  for  he  sees 
at  tinies  the  hoimd  on  the  half-covered  heath.     Slow  on  the  vale 


FoUa  (slaiii 
in  battle  by 
FiUan). 


Ca-mor  asks 
him  to  siiig 
of  tlie  hcroes 
of  old,  aiul  of 
their  eoniing 
from  Innis- 
hiuia,  or 
I.mnon,  to 
Erin. 


Fonnar  begins 
an  ailiiress 
to  Lumon, 
describing  its 
beauty. 
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Tha  ceumiia  nau  òigli, 

Oigh  làmh-gheal  iian  teud 

'S  nam  bogha  cròm  's  a'  mhagh, 
335  'Togail  an  gorm  shìil  tlàth 

O'n  leadan  bàrr-bhuidh  air  sliabh  nam  flath. 

Ni  bheil  ceumna  Lear-thonn  's  a'  bheinn, 

Ceann  Innis  nan  geug  uaine. 

Tlia  e  'togail  dubh  dharach  air  tonn 
340  'An  camas  Chlìd:)a  nan  iomadh  stuadh, 

'N  dubh-dharach  a  bhuain  e  o  Lhmon 

Gu  siubhal  air  aghaidh  a'  chuain. 

Thionndaidh  òighe  'n  sùilean  tlàth 

O'n  rìgh  mu  -n  tuiteadh  e  sios  : 
345  Ni  'm  facas  lco  riamh  an  long, 

Ciar  mharcach  a'  chuain  mhòir. 


"  Mooi-fd  the 
sliii>;  lit, 
direU  Ihe  ship. 


"  Ghhiodh  a  nis  an  rìgh  a'  ghaoth 
'Measg  ccò  na  mara  gUiis. 
Dh'eirich  Innis-fàil  gu  gorm. 

350  Thuit,  gu  dian,  oidhche  nam  fras ; 
Bhuail  eagal  clann  Bholga  gu  luath, 
Ghlan  neoil  o  Thonn-theine  nan  stuadh 
'An  camas  Chhlbeinn'  dh'àitich  an  loiig,' 
Far  am  freagradh  a'  choillc  do  thoun  : 

355  Bu  chopach  an  sin  an  sruth, 

0  charraig  Dubh-uamha  nan  còs, 


are  the  stcps  of  maids ;  tlic  white-armcd  daughters  of  the  how : 
they  lift  tlicir  bhie  eyes  to  the  liill  from  aniidst  tbeir  ■\vandcring 
locks.  Not  there  is  the  stride  of  Larthon,  chief  of  Inis-huna.  IIo 
niounts  the  wave  on  his  own  dark  oak  in  Chiba's  ridgy  bay ;  that 
oak  wliicli  hc  cut  from  Lunion  to  bound  ak)ng  tlie  sca.  'J'hc  jnaitls 
turn  thcir  cyes  away,  lcst  the  king  should  be  lowly  laid  ;  for  never 
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Are  the  steps  of  maideus — • 

Wliite-handed  maidens  of  harps, 

And  of  liended  bows  on  the  field  ; 
333  They  raise  tlieir  soft  blue  eyes 

From  their  yellow  locks  to  the  hill  of  heroes. 

The  steps  of  Lar-hou  are  not  on  the  hill — 

Chief  of  Innis-huna  of  trees  : 

Over  the  wave  he  urges  the  Uack  oak  " 
340  In  the  many-biUowed  bay  of  Cluba — 

The  black  oak  which  hc  felled  on  Lumon 

To  travel  over  the  face  of  ocean. 

The  maidens  tm'ued  their  gentle  eyes 

From  the  king,  for  fear  he  woukl  sink  ; 
345  For  never  had  they  behekl  a  ship — 

The  dark  rider  of  oreat  ocean. 


Lar-hon,  tlii' 
chief,  Imilt  a 
sliip  of  oak, 
the  firstwhieh 
had  ever  Iweu 
seen  there  ; 
antl  wlien  he 
set  sail  the 
maidens 
tunied  away 
their  eyes, 
lest  tlièy 
shouhl  see 
him  sinkiug 
in  the  oeeau. 


"  Now  thc  king  invoked  thc  wiud 

Amid  the  mist  of  the  grey  sea. 

Eose  Innis-fail  in  its  grcenness  : 
350  Swiftly  fell  a  night  of  showers  ; 

Fear  straightway  struck  the  sous  of  Bolga  ; 

Cleared  the  clouds  from  Toun-henè  of  waves. 

In  the  bay  of  Culben  moored  the  ship," 

AVhere  wood  re-echoed  to  the  surge  : 
355  Therein  a  foamiug  river  rau 

From  the  rock  of  Du-uma  of  clefts, 


He  sailed 
onwards  till 
Innis-fail 
(Erin)  came 
to  view.     A 
night  of  storm 
came  on  ;  his 
companions 
becamc  tinior- 
ous ;  but  the 
star  Tonn- 
lieuè  banished 
the  darkness, 
and  he  hiuded 
safely  in  the 
bay  of  Culbeu. 


had  tliey  seen  a  ship,  dark  rider  of  the  wave  ! 

"Now  he  dares  to  call  the  winds,  and  to  mix  'with  the  mist  of 
ocean.  Bhie  Inis-fail  rose  in  smoke  ;  but  dark-skuted  night  came 
down.  The  sons  of  Bolga  feared  :  the  fiery-haired  Ton-thena  rose. 
Culbin's  bay  received  the  ship  in  the  bosom  of  its  cchoing  ■woods. 
There  issued  a  stream  from  Duthuma's  horrid  cave,  whcre  spirits 
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a  Tlie  hall  nf 
Sunila,  or  nf 
"foniis  "  01- 
"  siiectres." 
Smnhla 
(ximilis)  is 
tlie  oommon 
iiaiiie  for  a 
"slMa.my 
uiipL'arauce." 


'S  an  dealradh  taiuiais  nacli  bcò 
Le  'n  cruthan  caochhach  fein. 

"  Tliàinig  aisling  gu  Lear-thonn  nan  long, 
3G0  Seachd  sànihla  de  na  linnean  uach  beò  ; 

Chualas  an  guth  briste,  trom. 

Chunnas  an  sìol  'an  ceò, 

Chunnas  sìol  Atha  nan  colg, 

'S  an  clann,  cinn-uiclhe  nam  Bolg : 
3G5  Thaom  iad  am  feachda  iè'm, 

Mar  cheathach  a'  teuruadh  o'n  blicinn, 

'N  uair  a  shihbhlas  e  glas  fo'n  osua 

Air  Atlia  nan  iomadh  dos. 

"  Thog  Lear-thonn  talla  Shàmhla'' 
370  Ei  caoin  fhonn  clàrsaich  nan  teud. 

Dh'aom  eilid  Eirinn  o  'cheumuaibh 

Aig  aisre  ghlais  nau  sruth. 

Ni  'n  di-chuimhn'  da  Lìimon  uaiuo, 

No  Fhithal  gheal-làmhach  nam  l)tiadh, 
375  'S  i  'coimhead  air  marcaich  nau  tonn 

0  thuhiich  nan  eilid  ruadh. 

'Lìimoin  nan  sruth ; 

Tha  thu  'dealradh  air  m'  anam  fein." 

Mhosgail  gatli  sohiis  o'n  car ; 
380  Dh'èirich  àrd  chinn  cheathaeh  nam  beannan 


"lcanK'd  at  timos  ■\vitli  their  lialf-finishcd  fornis. 

"  TJreams  dcscended  un  Larthon  :  lie  saw  seven  spivit.s  fif  liis 
fathers.  He  heard  their  lialf-formed  words,  and  dimly  helicld  tlio 
tiraes  to  come.  Ile  Ijclield  thc  kings  of  Atha,  the  sons  of  futiire 
days.  Thcy  led  their  liosts  along  the  fiekl,  likc  ridges  of  niist 
which  winde  pour  iu  autunm  over  Atha  of  the  grovcs. 
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Wliero  gleamed  tlie  spirits  of  the  dead 
In  tlieir  owu  cbangeful  forms. 

"  Came  a  dream  to  Lar-hon  of  ships — 
360  Seven  shades  of  those  who  lived  not  thcn  : 
Heard  was  their  voice,  broken  and  sad. 
Their  sous  were  seen  in  mist — 
The  race  of  Atha  of  arms  was  seen, 
Aud  their  sons,  the  leaders  of  the  Bolgi : 
3G5  They  poured  their  armies  forth, 
Like  mist  descending  from  the  hill, 
Wheu  grey  it  drives  before  the  blast 
On  Atha  of  many  trees. 

"  Lar-hou  built  the  hall  of  SamLi," 
370  To  the  sweet  song  of  the  stringèd  harp. 

Erin's  hind  retreated  from  his  steps 

By  the  grey  passes  of  the  streams ; 

Nor  did  he  forget  green  Lumou, 

Nor  the  graceful  white-hauded  Flahal, 
375  AVho  bcheld  the  rider  of  thc  waves 

From  the  hill  of  thc  dun  hiuds. 

Lumou  of  streams, 

Thou  shiuGst  o'cr  my  soul  I" 

A  beam  of  light  shone  from  east ; 
380  High  rose  the  misty  heads  of  mountains ; 
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Instracti'd  liy 
a  cli'caiii,  iu 
whii'li  sc'Vdi 
spirits  of  tlii' 
Bolgi  ajiiu'ai'- 
eil  to  liim, 


he  built  the 
house  ot' 
Samla,  settled 
there,  anil 
took  Flalial, 
fi'om  Luuion, 

1  liis  wife. 
(He  was  the 
first  of  the 
kings  of 
Atha.) 


llorning  now 
dawni'il  froui 
the  east. 


"  Larthon  raised  tlie  liall  of  Samla  to  tlie  music  of  the  liarp.  He 
went  fortli  to  tlie  roes  of  Erin,  to  their  -wontecl  streams.  Nor  did  he 
forget  green-headed  Lumou  ;  he  often  hounded  over  his  seas,  to 
■n-here  white-handed  Flathal  looked  from  the  hill  of  roes.  Lumon 
of  the  foamy  streams,  thou  risest  on  Fonar's  soul  !  " 

Morning  pours  from  the  east.     The  misty  heads  of  the  mountains 
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«  On  the 
sliores  of  the 
glens — i.  c. 
ou  the  hanks 
of  streams  in 
thc.  gh-ns. 
Clailach  is 
apiilied  not 
ouly  to  the 
"sea-shorc," 
hut  to  any 
gravelly 
heach,  whe- 
ther  hy  fresh 
or  salt  water. 


''  She  looked, 
her  reason 
reeling  ;  lit. 
she  looked 
from  the 
brcakiìiff  of 
ìtcr  rcason. 


Chunnas  air  cladacli  uan  gleannan  " 
An  cròm  chaochain  ghlas-shruthach  feiu. 
Chualas  sgiath  Chathmhoir  uau  colg  ; 
Mhosgail  sìol  Eiriuu  uam  Bolg 
3S3  Mar  mhuir  dhòmhail  'u  uair  ghluaiseas  g;u  "eur 
Fuaim  eiti  air  aghaidh  nau  speur 
'Taomadh  thoun  o  thaobh  gu  taobh 
Ag  aomadh  an  ghis  cheauuau  baoth 
Gun  eòhxs  air  siubhàl  a'  chuain. 

390       Trom  'us  mall  gu  Lòu  nau  srutli 
Ghluais  Stiil-mlialhi  nau  rosg  tlàth  : 
Ghluais  'us  thionndaidh  'n  òigh  le  bròu 
A  gorm  shìiil  fo  shileadh  blàth. 
'N  uair  thàiuig  i  gu  carraig  chruaidh 

395  'Dubh-chromadh  air  gleanuan  a  Lòin, 
Sheall  i  o  bhriseadh  a  cèille  ^' 
Aii'  rìgh  Atha — dh'aom  i  sìos. 

"  Buail  teud,  a  mhic  Alpuiun  nam  fouu. 

'Bheil  sòlas  'au  clàrsaich  'an  neoil  'i 
400  Taom  arr  Oisean,  'us  'osan  gu  trom, 

Tha  'anam  a'  snàmli  'an  ceò. 

Chualas  thu,  'bhàird,  'am  oidhche  : 

Ach  siìdjhladh  f(.)nu  eutrom  uam  fein. 

'S  aiteas  caoiu  thuireadh  do  Oisean 
405  'Am  bliadhnaibh  ciar  na  h-aoise. 


rise.  Valleys  sliow  cm  ivory  sifle  the  grcy  winding  of  tlieir  strcaiiis. 
His  liost  lieard  tlic  .sliicld  of  Cathmor :  at  oncc  tliey  rose  around, 
like  a  crowded  sea  when  fust  it  feids  tlie  wings  of  thc  wind.  Tlio 
waves  know  not  whither  to  roll ;  fhey  lift  their  trouhlcd  hcads. 

Sad  and  slow  retired  Sul-nialla  to   Lona  of  thc  streanis.     She 
went,  and  often  turnod ;  her  bluc  eyca  rolled  Ln  tears.     liut  when 
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Seeii  ou  the  sliores  of  tlie  gieus  " 
Were  tlieii'  wiudiug  grey-streamed  brooks. 
Heard  was  tlie  shield  of  warlike  Ca-mor  ; 
Eoused  was  the  race  of  Eriu  of  Bolgi 
385  Like  the  swelliug  sea,  wheu  shrilly  stirs 
A  souud  of  storm  ou  the  face  of  the  skies- 
Billows  roU  from  side  to  side, 
Swayiug  their  grey  witless  heads, 
Not  kuo^vins  the  course  of  occau. 
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Ca-mor's  host 
was  aroused 
by  his  .*hifhl, 
and  Inr  :i  tìiiir- 
tossccl  hitliir 
anil  thithcr, 
like  wavcs  at 
the  very  coin- 
meneement 
of  a  storm. 


390       Sadly  aud  slowly  to  Loua  of  streams 
Moved  Sulvalla  of  soft  kiud  eye  : 
The  maideu  moved,  aud  turued  iu  grief, 
Her  blue  eyes  raining  warm  tears. 
Wheu  she  came  to  the  rugged  rock, 

395  Beetling  dark  o'er  Loua's  uarrow  gleu, 
She  looked,  her  reasou  reeliug,'' 
Ou  Atha's  kiug,  aud  dowuward  sauk. 

"  Strike  the  string,  thou  sou  of  tuneful  AIpiu  ! 

Is  there  joy  in  the  harp  amid  clouds  ? 
400  Shed  (it)  ou  Ossian — his  sigh  is  hea-sy ; 

His  soul  is  s'tt'immiug  in  mist. 

Thou  hast  beeu  heard,  0  bard  !  in  uiy  uight ; 

But  far  from  me  be  the  cheerful  straiu. 

Soft  mouruiug  is  joy  to  Ossian 
405  In  the  sombre  years  of  age. 


Sulvalhi  with- 
ilraws  tii 
Lona  ;  takin^ 
a  hist  look  at 
Ca-mor,  is 
oveiiiowered 
with  grief', 
aud  faints. 


Ossiau  ealhs 
on  the  sun  of 
Alpin  to  siug 
mournful 
strains — 


she  came  to  tlie  rock  tliat  darkly  covered  Lona's  vale,  she  louked 
l'rom  her  bursting  soul  on  the  king,  and  sank  at  once  behind. 

"  Sou  of  Alpin,  strike  the  string !  Is  there  aught  of  joy  in  tlie 
harp  ]  Pour  it,  then,  on  the  soul  of  Ossian ;  it  is  folded  in  mist. 
I  liear  thee,  0  bard  !  iu  my  night.  But  ccase  tlie  lightly-trembliug 
suund.  Tlie  joy  of  gricf  belongs  to  Ossian  amidst  his  dark-brown  yeare. 


480 


TIGHMOKA. 
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«  I  see  no 
pvoof  that 
tlie  thom 
was  a  sjiecial 
haunt  of 
ghosts — pro- 
bably  it  is  a 
particular 
"  fairy-tree  " 
that  is  referred 
to. 


"  A  dhruigiiiun  uaiue  tluilaieli  nau  taibli.s', 
A  thaomas  do  cheann  air  gaoith  oidhche, 
Ni  bheil  d'fharum  ann  am  chluais  fuin, 
No  faiteal  tannais  n'  ad  ghèig  ghlais. 
410  Ach  's  lìonmhor  ceum  nam  marbh  'bu  treun, 
Air  osna  dubh-aisre  na  beinn', 
'N  uair  ghluaiseas  a'  ghealach  o'n  ear, 
]\Iar  ghlas-sgèith  'dubh-shiubhal  nan  speur. 


"  'Ullin,  a  CharuiU,  a  Raoiune, 
415  Guthan  aimsir  a  dh'aom  o  shean, 

Cluiuneam  sibh  'an  dorchadas  Shelma, 
Agus  mosglaibhse  anam  nan  dàn. 
Ni  'n  cluinneam  sibli,  a  'shìol  nam  fonn  : 
Cia  an  talla  de  ueoil  'bheil  'ur  suaiu  ì 
420  'N  do  thribhuail  sibh  clàrsach  nach  trom 
'An  truscan  ceò  maidne  'us  gruaim, 
Far  an  eirich  gu  fuaimear  a'  ghriau 
423  0  stuaidh  nan  ceanna  glas  ì  " 


"  Green  tlioirn  of  tlio  liill  of  gliosts,  that  slmkest  thy  liead  to  nightly 
■\vinds,  1  hear  no  sound  in  thee.  Is  there  no  sjiirit's  windy  skirt 
now  rustling  in  thy  leaves  ì  Often  are  tlie  steps  of  tho  dead  in  the 
diirk-eddying  blasts,  wheu  the  nioou,  a  dun  shielil  froui  thu  east,  is 
rolled  along  tho  sky. 
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''  Tliou  greeu  thom  of  tlie  spirit-knoU," 
Tliat  wixvest  thy  liead  in  thc  wind  of  night, 
Thy  sound  is  uot  in  my  ear, 
Nor  a  glimmer  of  ghosts  iu  thy  green  boughs  : 
410  But  many  the  steps  of  the  brave  dead 

Ou  the  blast  of  the  dark  passes  of  the  Ben, 
When  moves  the  moon  from  the  east, 
Like  a  grey  shield  dark-travelling  the  sky. 

"  Ullin,  Carul,  Ryno, 

415  Voices  of  time  which  declined  of  ohl, 

Let  me  hear  you  in  the  darkness  of  Selma, 

And  rouse  ye  up  the  soul  of  song. 

I  hear  you  not,  ye  sons  of  music  : 

Li  what  hall  of  clouds  is  your  slumber  1 

420  Have  you  struek  the  aiiy  harp 

'Mid  the  robe  of  morning  mist  and  gloom, 
Where  rises  the  resounding  sun 

423  From  the  waves  of  hoary  heads  ?  " 


"  Ullin,  Carril,  and  Eyno,  voices  of  the  days  of  old,  let  me  hear 
you,  ■while  yet  it  is  dark,  to  please  and  awake  my  soiil !  I  hear  you 
not,  ye  sons  of  song  !  In  what  hall  of  the  clouds  is  your  rest  ?  Do 
you  toucli  the  sliadowy  harp  rohed  with  morning  niist,  where  the 
rustlinr;  sun  comes  forth  ftoni  his  groen-headed  waves  ì " 
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such  as  suited 
the  preseiice, 
ever  before 
Iiim,  of  the 
spirlts  oC  the 
brave  dead ; 


and  conoludcs 
by  invoking 
the  great 
bards,  who 
had  at  one 
tinie  been  his 
companious — 
Ullin,  Caral, 
and  Ryuo. 
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AEGirMEXT. 

■  The  fourtli  moniin,;  from  the  opening  of  the  poem  comcs  on.  Fingal,  still 
continuing  in  the  place  to  which  he  had  retiied  on  the  jjreceding  night, 
is  seen  at  intervals  through  the  mist  which  covereJ  the  rock  of  Cormul. 
The  descent  of  the  king  is  described.  He  orders  Gaul,  Dermid,  and  Car- 
ril  the  bard  to  go  to  the  valley  of  Cluna,  and  conduct  from  thence  to 
the  Caledonian  amiy  Ferad-artho,  the  son  of  Cairbre,  the  only  person 
remaining  of  the  family  of  Conar,  the  first  king  of  Ireland.  Tlie  king 
takes  the  command  of  the  army,  and  prepares  for  battle.  Marchiug  to- 
wards  the  enemy,  he  comes  to  the  cave  of  Lubar,  where  the  body  of  Fillan 
hiy.  Upon  seeing  his  dog  Bran,  who  hiy  at  the  entrance  of  the  cave,  his 
grief  retums.  Cathmor  arrangcs  the  Irish  army  in  order  of  battle.  Thc 
appearance  of  that  hero.  The  general  contiict  is  dcscrilied.  The  actions 
of  Fingal  and  Cathmor.  A  storm.  The  total  rout  of  the  Firbolg.  The 
two  kiugs  eugage  in  a  colimm  of  niist  on  the  banks  of  Lubar.  Tlieir 
attitude  and  conference  after  the  combat.  The  death  of  Cathmor.  Fin- 
gal  resigns  the  spear  of  Trenmor  to  Ossian.  The  oeremonies  observed  on 
that  occasion.  The  spirit  of  Cathmor,  in  the  mean  time,  appears  to  Sul- 
maUa  in  the  valley  of  Lona.  Her  sorrow.  Evening  comes  on.  A  feast 
is  prejjared.  The  coming  of  Ferad-artho  is  announced  by  the  songs  of  a 
hundred  barJs.    The  poem  closes  with  a  speech  of  Fingal." — JI. 
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o  Thi3  eighth 
line  looks  lìke 
a  gloss  011  the 
precedius  oiie. 
It  is,  at  the 
lcast,  super- 
fluous. 


6  In  thc  frnst 
— i.e.on  thc 
sunimits  of 
tlic  i'rozcu 
waves. 


ÌiIar  glilacas  gaotli  gliarbli  reo'idli  fo  gliruaim 
Ciar  locliau  càtbair  uan  ruadb  bbeauu  ; 
Mar  gbbacas,  'au  oidbcbe  ua  fuaim, 
Caol  roiuueau  uam  fuar  tbonua  tball 
5  'Sgaoileadb  trusgaiu  de  eitb  mu'u  cuairt, 
Geal  fo  sbMl  maidne  an  t-sealgair 
Tlia  uisge  nan  garbb  cbàru  a'  gluasad. 
[lièir  barail,  ua  tonnau  a'  falbbau  ;]  " 
Faoiu  fbarum  tba  marbb  m'a  cbluasan,. 

10  Gacb  tonu  dbiubb  a'  deab-adb  'au  sàudicbair 
Fo  gbeugaibb  'us  bbàrr  ruadb  au  flieoir 
'Tha  'critbeadb  's  a'  feadadb  fo  gbaoitb 
Air  au  àiteacbau  baolb  fo  rcòdh  : '' 
Cbo  sàmbach  's  cho  glas  a  bba  'u  sluagh 

15  Ri  madaiun  'dol  suas  o  ear, 

Gacb  gaisgeach  o  'cbeaun-bbeairt  de  cbruaidb 
A'  scalltuiuu  air  ci'uaicb  an  rìgh, 
Cruach  Fhiouuobail  tball  fo  nial. 


As  when  tlic  wintry  winds  have  seized  tlie  wavcs  of  tlic  mountain- 
lake — have  scized  thcni  iii  stoniiy  night,  and  clothcd  thcni  over  witli 
ice — wliitc  to  tlic  hiniter's  carly  cyc  tlie  Lillows  sccni  to  rull.  lle 
tums  his  car  to  thc  sound  of  cach  uncqual  ridge ;  hut  each  is  silent, 
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As  grasps  an  angry  and  kccn-froeziug  ^vind  ^ 
A  gloomy  tam  iu  tlie  moor  of  dark-red  Beus — 
As  it  grasps  on  a  night  of  storm 
The  slender  crests  of  its  chilly  waves, 
5  And  spreads  a  robe  of  ice  around — 
AVhite,  to  the  morning-eye  of  the  hunter, 
The  waters  of  the  rugged  hills  are  moviug  : 
[lu  hÌ3  belief  the  waves  are  moviug  ;] " 
The  slightest  sound  to  his  ear  is  dead, 

10  Gleams  every  wave  in  silence 

Under  branches  and  brovrn  tufts  of  grass, 
Which  tremble  and  whistle  in  the  wind, 
On  their  giddy  places  in  the  frost ; '' — 
So  silent  and  grey  was  the  host, 

15  When  morn  descended  from  the  east, 
Each  warrior,  in  casque  of  stecl, 
Looking  up  to  the  hill  of  the  kiug — 
The  cloud-covered  hill  of  Fineal — 


Fingal's  army, 
silent  anil 
grey,  is  com- 
liarcd  to  the 
surfaoe  of  a 
lake  whose 
waves  have 
been  siiJilenly 
con^ealed  l>y 
frost,  but,  to 
a  ilistant  ob- 
sevver,  a^ipear 
to  continue 
tlieir  niotion. 


gleaming,  stre-VFn  •wìih-  Loughs  and  tufts  of  grass,  ■wliicli  sliake  and 
■wliistle  to  the  Avind  OTer  tlieir  grey  seats  of  frost.  So  silent  slione 
to  the  moruing  the  ridges  of  MoiTeu's  host,  as  each  waniur  looked 
\>il>  from  his  helmet  towards  thc  hiH  of  the  king ;  the  cloud-covered 
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A  gharbli  clieum  a'  clol  sios  'an  ceò. 
20  Aii'  àm  a  chìteadh  an  t-àrd  threuu 
Leth-fhaicte  'an  leus  a  mhòr  arm  ; 
0  smuaiu  gu  smuaiu  giiluais  còmhrag 
Aq;  iadhadh  e;u  dòmhail  m'a  chliabh. 


«  When  lie 
came  cleavly 
into  view  ; 
lit.  ìvìien  he 
anm  u-hoìbj 
vwlcr  .itcjt — 
i.e.  wlien  his 
form  was  fullj' 
seen  fiom  head 
to  foot. 


''  The  sca  ; 
lit.  l/ie  ntrait, 
ut  narrows. 


Mar  so  ghluais  a  mach  an  triath  ; 

25  Lann  Luinne  nam  beum  a'  soiUseadh  ; 
Sleagh  f  hada  a'  druideadh  o  nial, 
Leth-fhaicte  a  sgiath  's  i  'boiUsgeadh. 
'N  uair  a  thàinig  e  uile  fo  cheum  " 
Le  'liath  cliiabh  ag  dirigh  ri  gaoith 

30  Fo  dhealt  a'  taomadh  mu  'u  cuairt, 

Ghluais  a  suas  garbh  f  huaim  nan  sluagh 
Thar  an  cinneachan  'buaireadh  gu  strì, 
lad  a'  sgaoileadli  'au  dcah-a  mu  'n  cuairt 
Le"n  i;ile  sgiatlr'  fhuaimear  mu  'n  rìgh. 

35  Mar  so  tha  gluasad  glas  a'  chuaiu 

Mu  'n  cuairt  do  fhuath  o  chruaich  uam  beann, 
'N  uair  a  theurnas  e  'n  gaoith  air  na  stuaidh, 
Fear-astau'  fo  ghruaim  fada  thall 
A'  togail  a  chinn  thar  a'  bhi'uaich 

40  'S  e  'coimhead  air  bruaiUein  a'  chaoil,'' 
E  'saoiLsiuu  gu-m  faicear  an  cruth 
Leth-dhuljli  am  measg;  còmh  -stri  nam  beuc, 


liill  of  Fingal,  ivliere  he  strode  in  tlie  folds  of  mist.  At  times  is 
tbe  hcro  secu  grcatly  dim  in  all  his  arms.  From  thought  to  thought 
rolled  the  war  along  hi.s  miglity  soul. 

Now  is  thc  cuuiing  fortli  of  the  kiug.  Fii'st  apjiearcd  thc  swoid 
of  Luuo ;  tlie  spcar  half  is.suiug  from  a  cloud,  the  shichl  still  dim  in 
mist.     But  wheu  the  stride  of  tlie  kiug  camo  abroad,  witli  all  his 
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His  stalwart  stride  going  down  iu  mist. 
20  At  times  the  high  chief  was  descried 
Half  seen  in  the  light  of  his  gi-eat  arms  ; 
From  thought  to  thought  the  battle  ranged, 
Densely  euveloping  his  breast. 


DUAN  VIII. 

He  is  de- 
scribed  as 
liartially  si'uii 
tlirough  111  ist 
ou  tha  hiU. 


Thus  the  chief  moved  forth  ; 

23  The  cleaviug  sword  of  Luno  shining  ; 
A  long  spear  issuiug  from  a  cloud  ; 
Half  seen  was  his  shield,  and  gloaming. 
When  he  came  clearly  into  view," 
With  his  grey  hair  waving  iu  tlie  wind, 

30  And  streamiug  round,  besprent  with  dew, 
Great  shoutiug  from  the  host  rose  higli — 
Tlie  chTusmeu  all  were  buruiug  for  tlie  fray  ; 
Uu  every  haud  they  spread  in  brightness 
With  all  their  souuding  shields  about  thc  kins 

3.5  So  is  the  grey  strife  of  ocean 

Eound  a  spirit  from  the  height  of  Beus, 
When  he  descends  in  a  blast  to  the  waves  : 
Far  off  the  traveller  stauds  dismayed  ; 
Eaising  his  head  above  the  steep, 

40  He  looks  on  the  surgiug  of  the  sea  ; '' 
He  thinks  that  tlie  Form  is  seen 
Dim  amidst  the  bellowins;  strife — 


As  he  de- 
scends,  tlie 
host  raise  a 
loiid  shnut  of 
joy,  and  crowd 
arouud  biiu 
in  eager  ex- 
citement, 


lilce  the  waves 
of  ocean 
around  the 
siiirit  of  the 
storm. 


grey  de'wy  locks  in  tlie  wind,  tlien  rose  the  shouts  of  his  host  over 
every  moving  tribe.  Thoy  gathered,  gleaniLng  round,  with  all  their 
echoing  shields.  So  rise  the  green  seas  rotuid  a  spirit  that  comes 
down  from  the  squally  -n'ind.  The  traveller  hears  the  sound  afar, 
and  lifts  hLs  head  over  the  rock.  He  looks  on  the  troubled  bay, 
and  thlnks  he  drmly  sees  the  form.     The  waves  sport  unwieldy 
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TIGHMOEA. 


Garbh  tboniiau  fu  'àilgLios  mu  'u  cuairt, 
Gacli  baotli  dlu^uim  a'  buaireadh  fo  cbojj. 

45       Fada  tliall  mac  IMbovui  uam  beum, 

IMac  Dbìitbno  tbrein,  'us  bàrd  caoiu  Cbòna ; 
Sbeas  iadsau,  gacb  fear  dbiubb  gun  fbeum 
Fo  'gbarbh-cbrann  fèin  guu  cluiimbn'  air  còmbrag. 
Cbum  sinue  o  sbùiHbb  au  rìgb  ; 

50  Cha  do  bliuadhaicb  leinu  strì  uan  raou. 
Bba  srutban  beag  a'  taomadh  sios, 
Mi  'g  a  bhualadh  gu  'thriau  lc  sleagb, 
Gun  m'  anam  ag  iadbadh  r'a  tbaobb, 
Ag  èirigh  baoth  o  smuaiu  gu  smuaiu, 

55  Mall  osua  o  ìirlar  mo  cblèibli'." 

"  'Sbìol  ^Mborni,"  tbuirt  rìgli  nan  sbiagh  ; 
"  A  Dbiarmaid,  'shealgair  nan  ruadh  ciar, 
C'uim'  a  tba  sibh  cbo  dorcba  's  an  uair, 
Mar  charraigean  air  cruach  nan  sliabli, 

CO  Sileadb  dubb  uisge  air  au  taol.ìb  ì 

Cba-u'eil  fearg  air  m'  anam  guu  f hcum '' 
Ei  gaisgeacbaibb  treuu  nan  sbiagb, 
Mo  neart  ann  an  còmbrag  iiam  bcum, 
Mo  shòLas  'au  sìtb  an  deigli  buaidb. 

65  Mo  gluith  mar  aiteal  a'  dol  suas 
Air  madainu,  's  na  ruaidh  fo  sheilg, 


"  Tlie  J(']iths 
ot'  iiiy  heart ; 
lit.  thr  floor  of 
iiii/  clust. 


'  The  meaning 
scems  to  be 
that  it  woulil 
be  "  useless  " 
in  hini  to 
sbow  wrath 
against  thosp 
oii  wliom  be 
so  eiitii't'ly 
duiieuded. 


round  witli  all  tlioir  backs  of  foam. 

Far  distant  stood  tlie  son  of  ^rorni,  Dutlino's  race,  and  Cona's 
bard.  We  stood  far  distant,  each  beucatli  ]iis  tree.  We  sliunned 
the  eyes  of  tho  king  :  wc  liad  not  conquered  in  tho  field.  A  little 
stream  rulled  at  niy  feet :  I  touclicd  its  h'ght  ■vvave  witli  my  spcnr. 
I  touched  it  vvith  niy  spcar;  nor  there  was  the  soul  of  Ossian.     It 
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Huge  billows  swirl  round  at  his  wiU  ; 
Seetlies  each  raging  ridge  in  foam. 

45       Far  off"  was  the  hard-smiting  son  of  Morni, 

Duno's  brave  son,  and  the  sweet  bard  of  Cona ; 

Stood  they  every  man  in  idlesse, 

By  his  great  tree,  of  war  forgetful. 

"We  shuuned  tlie  eye  of  the  king  ; 
50  We  had  not  won  in  battle  on  the  field. 

A  little  brook  was  flowing  down  ; 

I  struck  it  lightly  with  my  spear ; 

But  not  by  its  borders  dwelt  my  mind, 

Which,  aimless,  ranged  from  thought  to  thouoht, 
55  AVith  weary  sighs  from  the  depths  of  my  heart." 

"  Son  of  Morni,"  said  the  king  of  the  peoplc  ; 

"  Dermid,  hunter  of  dark-broAvn  deer  ; 

Wherefore  are  you  now  thus  gloomy, 

Like  rocks  of  the  mountain-tops, 
60  AVhen  dark  showers  rain  on  their  sides  1 

No  angcr,  useless,  fiUs  my  soul  ^' 

Against  true  heroes  of  the  host — 

]\Iy  strength  in  the  smiting  battle, 

After  vietorj',  my  joy  in  peace. 
05  My  voice  is  as  a  breeze  arising 

At  morn,  the  hour  of  chasing  deer, 


darkly  rose  from  thought  to  thouglit,  and  sent  ahroad  tho  sigh. 

"  Son  of  Jlorni,"  said  the  king ;  "  Derniid,  hunter  of  roes  !  -nhy 
are  ye  dark  like  two  rocks,  each  -vvith  its  trickling  waters  ?  No 
wath  gathers  on  Fingal's  soul  against  the  chiefs  of  men.  Ye  are 
my  strength  in  hattle  ;  the  kindling  of  my  joy  iu  peace.  My  early 
voice  has  heen  a  pleasant  gale  to  your  ears  'wheu  Fillau  prepared 


Gaul,  DermiJ, 
and  Osaìan, 
ashamed  of 
iiot  Iiaving 
gained  renown 
in  the  preced- 
ing  hattle, 
staud  aloof 
from  tlie  rest. 


Fingal  oalls 
them  to  liini, 
and  gently 
ehides  them 
for  their 
gloom. 
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TIGHMORA. 


DUAN  VIII.  Og  Fhilleau  'cur  a  bhogli'  air  shcòl — 

Cha-n'eil  an  sealgair  siu  's  a'  bheiuu, 
'S  e  'druideadh  air  leum  nan  ruadh. 
70  C'uim'  tha  slol-bhrisidh  nan  sgiath 
Cho  fada  so  shìos  fo  dhìibhra  ì  " 

'N  uair  dhìrich  ar  ceum  gus  an  triath, 

A  shìiilean  a'  tionudadh  ri  sliabh  ]\lhòra, 

Bha  'dheoir  gu  dlìith  a'  dol  sìos 
75  Mu  ghorm-shùilcach  òg  uam  fial  chòmhradh. 

Ghlau  dealradh  a  mhùig-san  gu  triau 

'Am  fiauuis  sgiathan  leathann  a'  chòmhraifj. 
'  "  Feuch  Cromall  nan  carraige  fo  chi'ann, 

Cathair  na  gaoithc,  's  an  ccann  fo  chcò ; 
80  Air  au  cìdaoljh  ag  iadhadh  's  a'  ghleanu 

Tha  Làbha  uan  glan  shruth  's  nam  fiadh. 

Tha  còs  'an  eudann  doun  na  carraigc, 

Air  an  àird,  sgiath  iolaire  trèinc. 

Tha,  dorch',  roimhe  sgaoileadh  nan  darag, 
85  Tha  fuaim  ri  gaoith  Chluuai  's  a'  bheiuu  : 

An  sin  tha  òg  uau  ciabh  douu, 

Mac  Chairbre  nan  rosg  gorm, 

Ard  rìgh  nan  sgiath  leathann  's  uan  sonn 

O  Ullinn  nau  ruadh  's  nam  mòr  thìr. 
90  Tha  'chluas  ri  guth  Chondaiu  'tha  liath  ; 

Ag  aomadh  sìos  'an  solus  'tha  faun  ; 

tlie  Low.  Tho  son  of  Fingal  is  iiot  herp,  iior  yet  the  c-liaso  oi'  the 
houiidiiig  rocs.  lUit  ■ft'Iiy  shouhl  the  breakcr.s  of  sliields  stuiid 
darkenod  far  away?" 

Tall  thcy  strode  towards  the  king  ;  tliey  saw  him  tumod  to  JNFora's 
wind.  His  tears  canic  down  for  his  hhie-eyed  soii,  wlio  slept  in  tlie 
eavu  of  strcanis.  IJut  he  Lriglitened  before  theni,  and  sjioke  to  the 
broad-shicldud  kiiigs. 


TEMOBA. 
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Wlien  young  FiUan  trims  bis  bow — 
That  hunter  is  not  on  the  hill, 
Close-pressing  on  the  bounding  stag. 
70  ^Vherefore  is  the  shield-breaking  racc 
Tlius  far  away  in  darkness  ? 

When  om-  steps  ascended  to  the  king, 

His  eyes  were  turned  to  the  hill  of  ]\Iora ; 

His  tears  in  close  succession  fell, 
75  For  the  blue-eyed  youth  of  generous  bearing  : 

(But)  brightness  banished  all  his  gloom 

In  presence  of  the  broad  shiolds  of  war. 

"  See  Cromal  of  wooded  rocks, 

The  dwelling  of  the  wiud,  with  heads  iu  mist ; 
80  Behind  them,  wiudiug  through  the  gleu, 

Is  Lava  of  clear  strcams,  aud  deer. 

A  cave  is  in  the  browu  face  of  the  cliff, 

On  the  height  the  strong  ■wing  of  the  eagle  ; 

Before  it  the  dark  spreading  of  oaks, 
85  Which  sound  to  the  mouutain-wiud  of  Cluno  : 

There  is  the  youth  of  dark-brown  hair — 

Son  of  Caii-bar  of  blue  eyes, 

High  king  of  broad  shields  and  heroes, 

From  Ullin  of  deer  and  wide  plains. 
90  He  listens  to  the  voice  of  grey-haii-ed  Coudan, 

Bending  down  in  light  bedimmed  ; 

"  Crommal  witll  woody  rocks  and  misty  top,  tlie  field  of  'wiiids, 
pours  foitli  to  tlie  sight  Llue  Lubar's  streamy  roar.  Beliind  it  rolls 
clear-winding  Lavatli,  in  tlie  stUl  vale  of  deer.  A  cave  is  dark  in  a 
rock  ;  aljove  it  strong-winged  eagles  dwell ;  broad-Iieaded  oaks  Lefore 
it  sounj  in  Cluna's  wiiid.  "Withùi,  in  liis  locks  of  youth,  is  Ferad- 
artho,  blue-eyed  king,  the  son  of  broad-shielded  Caii'bar,  from  Ullin 
of  the  roes.     He  listeus  to  the  voice  of  Coudan,  as  grcy  he  bends  in 


They  ap- 
pioach,  and 
lie  orders 
Gaul,  Dermid, 
and  Canil  the 
bai-d,  to  go  to 
tlie  hiU  of 
C'romar, 


where  young 
Artho,  the 
lawful  king 
of  Ullin, 
was  hiding 
himself  froni 
Ca-nior,  wIjo 
had  usurjied 
the  throue. 
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TIGHMORA. 


DUAN  VIII.  Tlia  'cliluas  ris  ;  tlia  nàimbdean  an  triatli 

'An  Tiohmòra  nam  fuaim  nach  eann. 
Thig  esan  a  mach  o  àm  gu  àm 
9.5  'An  cearb  nan  ceòtha  gus  na  ruaidb. 
'N  uair  a  sbeallas  a'  ghrian  air  a'  gbleann, 
Cba-n  fbaicear  e  tliall  air  a'  cbruaich 
Aig  carraig,  no  ri  fuaim  nan  srutb, 
E  'g  a  cbeileadb  o  Bholga  nan  triatb, 
100  Tba  'cbòmbnuidli  'an  ccud  thalla  'shìnns're : 
lunis  da  gu-n  d'  tbogas  an  t-sleagb, 
'Us  theagamb  gu-n  leagb  a  naimbdean. 

"  'Sbìol  Mhorni,  tog-sa  suas  an  ssiatb, 

A  Dhiarraaid,  tog  ciar  sbleagli  Tbighmòra; 
105  Biodb  do  ghuth-sa,  'CharuiU  'tha  liatli, 

Le  'n  gnìomhan  gu  sìol  nam  mòr  thriatb  ; 

Tboir  a  rìs  e  gu  taobb  Mhoilèna, 

Eaon  ciar  nam  beum  's  nan  taibhseau  ; 

'An  so  buaileamsa  còmbrag  leam  fcin, 
110  'An  so  gleann  cumhaun  nan  ceud  garbh  ghniomb. 

Mu  -n  teii'ing  sìos  an  oidhcbe  dhomi, 

Tbigibbse  gu  lom  Dhun-mòra, 

'Coimbead  o  cbiarad  nan  toni, 

O'n  clieò  'us  e  trom,  'us  dòmliail 
115  Mu  Lena  nam  mòr  sbrutban  mall ; 

Ma  cbitbe.ar  mo  bhrataicbcan  caobi 


fccble  light ;  Le  listens,  for  liis  foes  ihvoll  in  the  cchoiiig  lialls  of 
Temora.  Ho  conies  at  times  ahroad  in  tlio  skirts  of  mist  to  pirrco 
the  bounding  roes.  Wlicn  the  sun  looks  on  tho  field,  nor  hy  tho 
rock  nor  strcam  is  hc  !  Hc  shuns  thc  race  of  ISolga,  ^vho  dwcU  iii 
his  fatlicr's  liall.  Tcll  him  tliat  Fiiigiil  lii't.s  llic  t^i^m;  aiid  Ihat  his 
Ibcs,  porhaijs,  may  fail. 


TEMORA. 
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He  listeus  to  liim ;  (for)  tlie  priucc's  foes 
Axe  iu  Temora  of  re-eclioiug  souuds. 
He  comes  forth  from  time  to  time 
05  lu  tlie  skirt  of  mist  to  strike  tlie  clecr. 
Wlien  tlie  suu  looks  ou  tlie  gleu, 
He  is  not  seeu  ou  youcler  heights 
By  the  rock,  or  by  the  souud  of  streams  ; 
He  hides  himself  from  Bolga  of  warriors, 
100  Who  dwell  in  his  fathers'  first  abode. 
Tell  him  that  the  spear  is  raised, 
Aud  that  mayhap  his  foes  shall  melt  away. 

"  Sou  of  Morni,  raise  ou  high  the  shield  ; 
Dermid,  lift  Temora's  dusky  spear ; 

105  Let  thy  voice,  0  Carul  of  grey  hairs ! 

(Declare)  the  deeds  of  heroes  to  their  sou  ; 
Bring  him  agaiu  to  the  side  of  Moi-Lena, 
Dark  field  of  cleaviug  strokes  ancl  ghosts  : 
There  shall  I  strike  in  conflict,  alone, 

110  In  the  narrow  glen  of  a  hundred  bold  deeds. 
Before  duu  night  comes  dowu, 
Come  you  to  the  plaiu  of  Dunmora : 
Look  from  the  darkuess  of  the  hills, 
From  the  mist  that  is  dense  and  vast  of  fohl, 

115  By  Lena  of  great  and  sluggish  streams ; 
If  my  streaming  banners  are  seen 


DUAN  VIII. 


They  are  or- 
(lered  to  Ijring 
hiin  to  I)uu- 
niora,  wlicre 
Fingars  ban- 
ners  would 
be  seen  if  he 
were  to  ron- 
(juer  in  tho 
last  of  his 
fieias. 


"  Lift  iip,  0  Gaul !  tlie  shield  beforo  him.  Stretcli,  DerniiJ,  Te- 
mora's  spoar.  Be  thy  voice  iu  his  ear,  0  Carril !  witli  the  deeds  of 
his  fathers.  Lead  him  to  green  Moi-lena,  to  the  dusky  field  of 
ghosts  ;  for  there  I  fall  forward  in  hattle,  iu  the  folds  of  ■\var.  Be- 
fore  dun  night  descends,  come  to  high  Dunmora's  top.  Look  from 
the  grey  skirts  of  mist  ou  Lena  of  the  streams.     If  there  my  stand- 
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DUAX  viii.  Aii'  Lìibar  nau  glas  lùba  caoin, 

Clia  do  glieill,  'au  còmh  -stri  nan  laoc]i, 
'An  raou  deiridh  a'  Ijhaoth  cliòmhraic" 


"■  Goins  on, 
iind  looking 
down  ;  lit. 
/onk'nnj/rom 
tlieir  dìirk 
— a  niode  of 
expressiou 
fi'equeutly 
used  to  de- 
.scrilje  all 
oWitiue  look- 
ing.     In  this 
line  the  clear- 
ness  of  ar- 
rangenicnt  is 
sacrifieed  coni- 
Vlctcly  to 
rhythni. 
Falbh,  to  cor- 
rcspond  with 
buWli.  in  the 
preccding  linc, 
takes  the 
place  of  seall- 
tuinn,  ' '  look- 
ing ; "  and  it 
reads  "look- 
ing,  and  going 
froni  tlieir 
chcek." 

h  Oscar,  ever 
pronipt  ia 
battle;  lit. 
vlio  ininld  not 
fliivll  in  jicace- 
fal  ntotli'. 


120       Mar  sin  a  chiiahxs  focail  an  triaith  : 
Cha  clo  f  hreagair  o'n  triall  ua  treuna, 
lad  a'  sìneadh  an  ceuman  balbh 
A'  sealltuinn,  's  a'  falbh,  o'n  gruaidh," 
Air  sluaigh,  'us  gruaim,  'us  fuaim  na  h-Eh'iun, 

125  lad  a'  dorchadh  air  astar  nan  slial)h. 
Cha  do  thrèig  iad  au  rìgh  roimhe  riamh 
Anu  am  meadhon  uan  sgiathan  stoirmeil. 
'An  deigh  nan  triath  le  'chlàrsaich,  mall 
Ghluais  CaruU  fo  cheann  a  bha  liatli ; 

130  Chunnaic  e  bàs  sluaigh  auns  a'  ghlcaun, 
'S  bu  bhrònach  'us  fann  am  fonu, 
Mar  aiteal  caoin  gaoith'  bha  'm  fuaim, 
Mu  seach  'thig  fo  glu'uaim  air  Lègo 
Mu  lochau  nau  cuilc  a  tha  ruadh, 

135  'N  uair  a  theurnas  air  gruaidh  sealgaLr 
Caoin  chadal  air  còinnich  uan  còs. 

"  C'uim'  a  tha  aomadh  a'  bhàird  o  Chòua," 
Thuirt  am  mòr  rìgh,  "  thar  sruthan  diomhair  ? 
'An  àm  so  do  bhròu,  'us  do  dhòghruinu, 
140  'Athair  Oscaii',  nach  còmhnui  'dh  'an  siothaimh  ?'' 


ard  shall  float  on  wind  over  Lulsar's  <,'luaming  stroani,  thcn  has  not 
Fingal  failed  in  tho  last  of  his  fields." 

Such  wcrc  his  words,  nor  aught  rcplied  tlie  silcnt  striding  kings. 
They  looked  sidelong  on  Erin's  host,  and  darkened  as  they  wi^nt. 
Ncvcr  beforc  had  they  left  the  king  in  thc  niidst  of  thc  .stormy  field. 
Behind  theni,   touchiug  at  tiraes  liis  harp,  tlic  grcy-haired  Carril 


On  the  green,  smootli  ■u'iudiugs  of  Lubar, 
I  have  not  failed  in  tlie  conflict  of  Leroes 
On  tbe  last  fìeld  of  direful  war."' 
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120       TIius  werc  beard  tbe  words  of  tlie  cbief : 
Tbe  warriors  replied  not  on  tbeir  marcb — 
Tbey  stretebed  tbeir  steps  iu  silence, 
Going  on,  and  looking  down  " 
On  erowdiiig,  frowning,  sounding  Erin  ;  - 

125  Tbey  darkened  as  tbey  marcbed  across  tbe  bill 
Never  before  bad  tbey  left  tbe  king 
In  tbe  midst  of  tbe  stormy  sbiekls. 
Bebind  tbe  cbiefs,  witb  barp  of  measured  note, 
Walked  Carul  of  tbe  boary  bead  ; 

130  He  saw  tbe  deatb  of  people  in  tbe  glen, 
And  faint  and  slow  was  bis  song — 
Its  sound  was  as  a  breatb  of  gentle  wind, 
Wbicb  comes  and  goes  in  gloom  on  Lego, 
Around  tbe  locbs  of  reddisb  reeds, 

135  ^Vben  on  tbe  bunter's  cheek  descends 
A  sootbing  sleep  in  mossy  cave. 

"  ^Yherefore  bends  tbe  bard  of  Cona," 
Said  tbe  great  king,  "  over  secret  streams  1 
Ls  tbis  a  time  for  grief  and  saduess, 
UO  Fatber  of  Oscar,  ever  prompt  in  battle  ?  ^" 


They  set  off, 
accompanicd 
by  Carul  sing- 
ing  mouriilul 
strains. 


Ossian,  bend- 
Ing  over  a 
stream  in 
grief,  is  re- 
proved  by 
Fingal  for 
indulging  in 


moved.  He  foresaw  tlie  fall  of  the  people,  and  moiimful  was  the 
sound.  It  was  Hke  a  breeze  that  comes  by  fits  over  Lego's  reedy 
lake,  -n-hen  slecp  half  descends  on  the  hunter  witliin  liis  mossy 
cave. 

"Why  bonds  the  bard  of  Cona,"  said  Fingal,   "over  his  secret 
stream  ?     Is  this  a  time  for  sorrow,  father  of  low-laid  Oscar?    Be 
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DiJAN  Yiu.  Biodli  cuimliue  air  gaisgicli  'au  sith, 

'N  uair  nacli  cluiunear  air  stri  na  gruaim 
Mu  sgèith  bhallaich  'an  cruadal  nam  blàr. 
Aoms'  an  sin  'am  bròn  thar  sruth, 

145  Air  am  buaileadh  gaoth  fhuar  nan  cruach  ; 
Biodh  's  an  àm  sin  d'anam  fo  dhul)h 
Mu  na  gorm-shìiilich  sìnte  'an  uaigh. 
Tha  Èirinn  ag  iadhadh  a'  chòmhraig 
Gu  leathann,  gu  mòr,  gu  dorcha. 

150  Tog,  'Oisein,  do  sgiathsa  air  chòmhla  ; 

Tha  mi  'm  aonar  's  a'  chòmh  -stri,  a  thrcin." 

Mar  thig  guth  fuasach  o  ghaoith 
Air  long  'an  caol  glas  Innis  uaine 
'G  a  bualadh  tro'  'n  doimhne  'tha  faoin, 

155  'Ciar-mharcach  nam  baoth  thonna  mòra  ; 
Mar  sin  chuir  guth  uaibhreach  an  rìgh 
Mòr  Oisian  gu  strì  nan  sleagh. 
Thog  e  suas  a  chruaidh  'an  soillse, 
'An  cearb  dhubh  guu  bhoillsge  a'  chòmhraig, 

IGO  Mar  eudann  rè  leathaiun  gun  tuar, 
'An  iomall  ciar  nam  fuar  nial, 
Seal  mu  -n  dirich  an  stoirm  air  chuan. 

Àrd-fhuaimneach  o'  chòinuich  Mhòra, 
Thaom  gu  dòmhail  còmhrag  sgiathach. 
165  Treun  Fhionnghal  a'  gluasad  a'  mhòr  shluaigh. 


tlio  warriors  remem'hered  in  peace,  when  cchoing  shielJs  are  heard 
110  more.  Bend  thcn  in  grief  over  tho  flood  where  blows  the  moun- 
tain  breezc.  Let  them  jiass  on  thy  soul,  thc  hhie-cj-cd  dweUers  of 
the  tomb.  But  Erin  roUs  to  war,  wide-tumbliiig,  rough,  and  dark. 
Lift,  Ossian,  lift  the  shield  !  I  am  aloue,  my  son  !  " 

As  comcs  tho  suddcn  voice  of  winds  to  thc  becalmed  sliip  of  Iiiis- 
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Let  warriors  be  remembered  in  peace, 
When  nouglit  is  heard  of  lowering  war 
Around  the  bossy  shield  in  hardy  fights. 
Bend  then  in  grief  above  the  stream 

145  Smote  by  the  cold  wiuds  of  the  peaks — ■ 
Theu  be  thy  soul  in  blackuess 
For  the  bkie-eyed,  stretched  in  the  gTave. 
Eriu  comes  on  in  the  fokls  of  strife, 
Broad  and  grcat  and  dark. 

150  Ossian,  lift  with  us  the  shield; 
I,  0  hero  !  am  aloue  in  battle." 

As  comes  a  dread  voicc  from  the  wiud 
To  a  ship  in  the  grey  strait  of  Innis-huna, 
Driving  her  over  the  waste  deep, 

155  Darkly  riding  tlic  great  wild  waves — 
So  djove  the  lofty  word  of  the  kiug 
Great  Ossian  to  the  conflict  of  spears. 
He  lifted  high  his  shining  steel 
lu  the  dark  and  cloudy  skù't  of  battle, 

IGO  Like  the  face  of  a  broad  pale  moon, 
On  the  dusky  edge  of  cohl  clouds, 
The  momeut  ere  wakes  the  storm  of  ocean. 

Loud-souudiug  from  the  moss  of  Mora, 
Vast  iu  volume,  poured  the  shielded  war ; 
1G5  Strong  Fiugal  rousing  his  mighty  host — 

liuna,  and  drives  it  large  along  the  dee]),  dark  rider  of  the  wave  ;  so 
the  voice  of  Fingal  sent  Ossian,  taU,  along  the  heath.  He  lifted 
high  his  shining  shield  in  the  dusky  ■w-ing  of  war,  like  tlie  broad 
blauk  moon  iu  the  skirt  of  a  cloud  before  the  storms  arise. 

Loud  from  moss-covered  Mora  jioured  down  at  once  tlie  broad- 
winged  war.    FLiigal  lcd  his  peoiile  forth,  king  of  Morven  of  streams. 
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sorrow  wlien 
the  time  for 
actìon  had 
anived,  and 
Erin's  host 
was  advancing 
upon  theni. 


Ossian  is 
roused  by  his 
voice,  and 
rushes  to 
battle  like  a 
ship  driven 
onwards  by  a 
sudden  Idiist 
of  stormy 
wind. 


Fingal's  ad- 
vani-o  is  de- 
scribed. 
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Eigli  IMliorljlieiuu  uau  scòrr-shruth  ciara. 
Sgiatli  iohiir'  a'  sgaoileadh  's  au  àird, 
A  liath-fhalt  a'  taouiadh  ui'  a  ghuaiUoau, 
'Gharbh  cheuman  mar  thorruun  nau  càru. 
170  'S  tric  a  sheas  e,  's  a  shealladh  mu  'u  cuah-t, 
Teiue  'losgadh  o  bhuaireadh  uau  arm. 
Bu  choslach  e  ri  carraig  chruaidh, 
Fo  liath  eith  'am  bruachau  uau  alld, 
A'  choille  fo  ghaoith,  'us  i  'fuaim ; 
a  Around  its         1 75  Sruthau  'deah-adh  m'a  gruaidh  's  m'a  ceaim,' 
cheek!  'Sgaoilcadh  àrd  au  cobhair  air  osaig. 

A  nise  bhuail  e  còs  crcig  Lìdiair, 
'Us  Filleau  air  chìilaobh  'an  suain. 
Blia  Bran  'n  a  shìueadh  aii'  a  sgeith, 

180  It'  fhireoin  chòrr  a'  strì  's  a'  ghaoith  : 
Glau  o  fhraoch  chìteadh  thall 
Ceann  cruaidh  sleagh  fhada  au  hioich. 
Thog  an  dòghruiun  do  anam  au  triath, 
Mar  dhubh  ghaoith  'tha  'fiaradh  air  locli. 

185  Thionudaidh  e  'cheumaii  air  au  t-sHabh, 
'S  e  'g-  aomadh  o  'sgiath  air  a  shleagh. 


Leiun  Bran  an  uchd  bhàin  gu  luath, 
Gu  astar  rìgh  aian  sluagh  le  sòhas  : 


On  high  sprcads  the  eagle's  wing.  IIis  grey  hair  is  poured  on  his 
shouklers  broad.  lu  thunder  arc  liis  mighty  strides.  lle  ollca 
stood,  and  saw  bohind  the  wide-gleaming  rolling  of  armour.  A  rock 
he  seemed,  grey  over  with  ice,  whose  woods  are  higli  m  wind. 
Bright  streams  leap  from  its  head,  and  sprcad  thcir  foam  on  blasts. 
Nùw  ho  camo  to  Lubar's  cave,  whcro  FiUau  darkly  slept.     Bran 
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King  of  ÌMorveu  of  browu  rocky  streams. 

An  eagle's  wing  was  spread  on  high ; 

On  his  shoulders  flowed  his  hoary  hair  ; 

His  great  strides  like  thunder  of  the  craggy  peaks. 
1 70  Ofteu  he  stood  and  looked  around ; 

Fii'e  was  flashiug  fi'om  his  braudished  ai'ms  : 

He  was  like  to  a  solid  rock 

Clothed  with  ice  by  the  river's  banks, 

Wheu  the  wood  is  sounding  iu  the  wind  ; 
175  Streams  tìash  arouud  its  brow  aud  head," 

Fliugiug  high  theii'  foam  upou  the  blast. 


Now  he  reached  the  cave  of  Lubar's  rock, 
Where  Fillan,  lifeless,  lay  in  slcep  ; 
Bran  was  lying  ou  his  shield, 

180  The  great  eagle's  feather  tossing  iu  thc  wiud 
Clear-shiuiug  iu  the  heath  was  seen 
The  head  of  the  hero's  long  steel  spear ; — 
Auguish  rose  iu  the  soul  of  the  chief, 
Like  a  black  wiud  eddyiug  ou  the  hìch. 

185  He  turned  away  his  steps  ou  the  hill, 
Aud  leaued  from  his  shield  ou  his  spear. 


He  reached 
Lubar's  rcick, 
wliere  FiUau 
liad  falleii. 
liran  was 
lying  on  his 
shield. 


Quickly  Brau  of  the  white  breast  bounded 
lu  joy  to  the  path  of  the  kiug  of  meu  : 


and  quickly 
lioundcd  to- 
wards  Finf'aL 


still  lay  on  tlie  broken  shielil :  the  eagle-wing  is  .strewed  Ly  tlie 
winds.  Briglit  from  witliered  furze  looked  forth  the  kero's  spear. 
Thcn  grief  stiiTed  the  soul  of  the  king,  lilce  •whirlwinds  blackening 
on  a  lake.  He  turned  his  sudden  step,  and  lcaned  on  his  hending 
spear. 

AVhite-Lreastcd  Lran  came  Luuiidiiig  with  jny  tu  thc  knuwu  path 
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o  "  Grave"  or 
"  cave,"  UMÌijh, 
or  uaimh. 
The  two  Gaelie 
words  are  very 
siinilar,  aud 
seeiu  to  have 
beeii  the  sanie 
originally. 


Tluiiuig  e  's  a  sheallaclh  air  uaigh  " 

190  Anns  'n  do  shìneadli  'n  a  shuain  an  scalgair. 
Moch  's  a'  mhadainu  b'  auusa  do  threun 
Fuaim  faoghaid  mu  bheinn  nan  ruadh. 
An  sin  bha  sileadh  sìos  do  dheoii", 
0  anam  mòr  an  rìgh  fo  ghruaim. 

195  ]\Iar  thaomas  'an  àrdaibh  nan  gaoth, 
Stoirm  uisge  o  fhaoliliar  nan  cruach, 
A'  fàoail  shruth  ghxn  's  an  fhraoch  : 
Griau  a'  dearrsadh  air  aonach  uan  stuadh ; 
Ceannan  uaiue  uan  tom  fo  f  heur  : 

200  Mar  siu  a  ghhiais  an  deah'a  baoth 
0  chòmhrag  air  Laoch  nan  triath. 
Leum  e  air  a  shleagh  thar  Ltibair, 
'Us  bhuail  gu  'cìil  a  mhòr  sgiath. 
Bha  aomadh  'us  taomadh  an  t-.shiaigh, 

205  Le  'n  uile  roinn  chruaidh  gu  bLàr. 


Chual'  Èiriun  gun  eagal  am  fuaim; 
Leathanu,  ghhiais  i  a  shiagh  gu'ruidh. 
Bha  Malthos  ciar  'au  sgiatli  an  raoin, 
Le  seaUadh  uach  faoiu  fo  'dhul)h  fhàbhraid 
210  'Us  teaun  air  bha  'doalnidh  's  a'  ghleaun, 
Gath  sohiis  nam  Ijàrd  's  nan  triath, 
Hidalla  'bha  riamh  cho  ciuiu. 


of  Fingal.  1  Fo  cainc,  and  lookod  towards  the  cave  ■vvhere  the  hluo- 
eyed  huntcr  lay,  for  ho  was  wont  to  stride  with  morning  to  tho 
dewy  bod  of  the  roo.  It  was  tlien  the  tears  of  the  king  came  down, 
aud  all  his  soul  was  dark.  But  as  the  risLng  wind  rolls  away  the 
sturm  of  rain,  aud  leavcs  thc  whitc  stroams  to  the  sun,  and  high 
hiUs  with  their  licads  of  grass ;  so  tho  returnmg  war  hrightencd  tho 
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He  came,  aud  looked  to  tlie  grave" 
190  "Wliere  tlie  hunter  was  laid  in  his  sleep. 

At  early  morn  the  delight  of  the  chief 

Was  the  souud  of  the  chase  on  the  hill  of  deer. 

Then  was  there  raining  down  of  tears 

From  the  great  heart  of  the  kiug  in  sorrow. 
195  As  pours  in  the  high  plaees  of  the  winds 

A  storm  of  rain  from  the  side  of  the  peaks, 

Leaving  clear  streams  through  the  heather ; 

The  sun  shines  on  the  clouded  hill ; 

The  heads  of  knolls  are  green  iu  grass ; — 
200  So  passed  a  flickering  gleam 

From  battle  to  the  hero  of  heroes. 

He  leaped  over  Lubar  on  his  spear, 

And  struck  his  great  shield  with  might. 

Forward  the  people  bent,  and  rushed 
205  "With  all  their  sharp  steel  to  the  fight. 

Erin  heard  the  noise  ■without  dismay  ; 
Widespread,  her  people  to  the  ph^iu  advanced. 
Dark  Malhos  ou  the  wing  of  the  fiekl, 
AVith  threatening  glance  from  his  black  eyebrow  : 
210  And  near  him,  bright  in  the  glen, 

The  sunbeam  of  bards  and  of  chiefs — • 
Hidala,  who  was  ever  gentle  ;  . 


miml  of  Fingal.  He  bounded  on  his  spear  over  Lubar,  and  struek 
liis  eclioing  sliield.  His  ridgj'  host  bend  forward  at  once  'witli  all 
their  pointed  steel 

Xor  Erin  heard  with  fear  the  sound  :  ivide  they  came  roUing 
along.  Dark  Malthos,  in  the  -wing  of  ■\var,  looks  fonvard  from 
sliaggy  brows.     Next  rose  that  beam  of  light,  Hidalla ;  then  the 


Overcome 
witli  grief, 
tlie  king 
suJilenly 
tuvned  back. 


leaped  across 
the  river  of 
Lubar,  and 
sounded  his 
great  shield. 


The  host  of 
Erin,  nothing 
daunted,  canie 
onwards  : 
Ca-nior  aiid 
various  chiefs 
are  described. 
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Bha  gruaim  Mhathronnain  's  a'  chruaich, 
'Eosgan  'seaUadh  o  ghruaidh  air  uàmliaid. 

215  Air  sleagh  bha  Clouar  uan  gorm  sgiath, 
Corniar  ciar  nan  ciabha  mòra 
Gu  dòmhail  fo  chomas  na  gaoithe, 
Mall,  0  chìil  tòrr  àrd  nan  còs 
Ghluais  gu  mòr  cruth  còrr  rìgh  Atha  ; 

220  An  dà  shleagh  a'  dealradh  'n  a  làimli, 
'Us  leth  a  gldas  sgeith  thall  ag  eirigh, 
]\rar  ghath  teine  'an  oidhche  'dol  suas 
Air  beanutaibh  ruadh  uam  fuar  thaibliseau. 
'N  nair  a  dheah-adh  leis  uile  'am  fàire, 

225  Thaom  au  sluagh  a'  buaireadh  stri ; 
Bha  sradadh  dearg  dealain  na  stàilinn 
A'  beumadli  's  a'  snàmh  o  dlui  thaobh. 

]\Iar  thachras  'am  bruaillein  dà  chuau 
Le  'u  uilc  stunidh,  fo  fhuaradh  sliiau 

230  'An  àm  dlioibh  faireachadh  fo  glu-uaim 

Àrd  chòmh  -stri  chruaidh  uan  gaoth  's  uau  uial 
'An  caol  ghlas  Lùmoiu  nan  creag  fiar ; 
Air  faobhar  chruachan  àrd  nam  fuaim 
Faoin  astar  nam  fuath  guu  lcus ; 

235  O'u  osaig  tha  tuitcam  air  cuan 

Ard  choiUe  o  cliruaich  gach  beiuu', 
'Measji;  cobhair  'us  iadliaidh  nau  torc : 


.siilelong-lookiiig  glooni  of  Maronnan.  Blue-sliielilcd  Clonar  lifts 
tlie  spear ;  Coraiar  shakcs  his  hushy  locks  on  the  wind.  Slowly 
from  hchind  a  rock  rose  thc  ln'ight  form  of  Atha.  Firet  appeared 
liis  two  pointed  spears,  then  the  half  of  his  Lurnislifid  sliield ;  like 
the  rising  of  a  nightly  metcor  over  tho  valc  of  ghosts.  15ut  when 
ho  shonc  all  ahroad,  the  hosts  pluuged  at  onco  into  strife.     Tlio 
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]\Lirounau's  frowu  Avas  ou  tlic  liiU, 
His  eye  askauce  upon  the  foe  ; 

215  Ou  his  spear  (leaued)  Clouar  of  bhie  shields  ; 
Thc  bushy  locks  of  swarthy  Cormar 
Heavily  waved  at  the  will  of  the  wiud  : 
Slowly  from  the  back  of  the  high  peak  of  caves 
Moved  stately  the  noble  form  of  Atha's  kiug ; 

220  Two  spears  were  glitteriug  iu  his  haud ; 
Half  of  his  shield  rose  up  (to  view), 
Like  a  fire-beam  ascending,  at  uight, 
The  browu  hiU  of  spectres  cold. 
Wheu  fuUy  he  shoue  on  the  ridge, 

225  The  people  pkmged  iuto  raging  fight ; 
Eed  Hghtuiug-sparks  from  steel 
Ai-e  struck,  aud  float  ou  either  side. 


As  iu  wild  tumult  meet  two  seas 
With  aU  their  biUows  in  the  height  of  storm, 

230  What  time  they  feel  in  WT.'ath 

The  high  hard  couflict  of  wiuds  aud  of  clouds 
In  Lumon's  grey  strait  of  jutting  crags  ; 
On  the  brow  of  high  aud  souudiug  peaks 
Is  the  dark  aud  empty  spirit-path ; 

235  Beneath  the  blast,  faU  on  the  flood 

High  trees  from  the  crests  of  every  hiU 
Amid  the  foaming  aud  roUing  of  whales ; — 


The  onset  of 
the  two  hosts 
is  compart'd 
to  the  mpeting 
of  two  storniy 


gleammg  Tvaves  of  steel  are  pouied  on  either  side. 

As  meet  two  troubled  seas,  with  the  rolling  of  all  their  ^vaves, 
when  they  feel  the  ìràgs  of  contending  winds  in  the  rock-sided 
frith  of  Lumon  ;  along  the  echoing  hills  is  the  dim  course  of  ghosts : 
from  the  bhist  fall  the  torn  groves  on  the  deep  amidst  the  foamy 
path  of  whales.     So  miscd  tlie  hosts.     Now  Fingal,  now  Cathmor, 
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DUAN  vin.  Mar  sin  a  tliaom  's  a'  cheile  an  sluagli ; 

Nis  Fionnglial  nam  buadh,  nis  Cathmor 
240  'Ai'd-leumadh  a  mach  air  a'  chruaieh, 
Duljli  aomadh  a'  Lliàis  air  dà  thaoljh, 
'Liath-dheakadli  o  chùmh  -stri  na  cruaidhe, 
A'  leantuinn  suas  garbh  astair  nan  triath, 
'S  iad  a'  sìneadh  an  ceuman  fo  f  huaim, 
245  'Gearradh  sìos  garbh-fhaobhar  nan  sgiath. 

Thuit  Mathronnan  fo  làimh  an  rìgh, 
Sìnte  sìos  thar  strì  nan  sruth ; 
R'a  thaobh  thionail  uisge  na  frìth' 
'Liath-leumadli  thar  aomadh  a  sgeitli'. 

250  Bhuail  Cathmor  'an  Clouar  a  chruaidh ; 
Clia  do  thuit  e  gun  tuar  air  làr  ; 
Ghal)h  darag  a'  chiabh  'bha  m'a  ghruaidh, 
A  gliarbh  ehcann-bheairt  a'  gbiasad  mall ; 
Tuitidh  deoir  o  ThL^thmliìu  's  au  talhi 

255  Fo  dirigh  uchd  banail  ua  fìal. 

Cha  do  dh\-chuimhn'  mise  ft5in 
Sleagh  fhada  nan  treun  'an  còmhrag. 
Bha  aomadh  nam  marbh  fo  mo  bheum, 
Og  Hidalla  gun  fheum  's  a'  chòmh  -sti'i. 
2G0  A  chaoin  ghuth  Chlonrath  nan  sruth  ciar, 


came  abroad.  Tlio  dark  timiLling  of  death  is  before  tlicm  :  tlie 
gleam  of  brokeii  steel  is  rolled  ou  tlieir  steps,  as,  loud,  tho  higli- 
bounding  kings  hewed  dowii  tlie  ridge  of  shields. 

Maronnan  fell  by  l'ingal,  laid  large  across  a  strcain.  Th(!  watcrs 
gathered  by  his  side,  and  leapt  grey  over  his  bossy  sliiehl.  Clonar 
is  pierccd  by  Cathmor :  uor  yet  lay  the  chief  ou  carth.     An  oak 
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So  rushed  on  cacli  otlier  the  hosts  : 
Now  glorious  Fingal,  and  now  Ca-mor, 

240  Hisrh-bounding  forward  on  thc  hill : 
The  dark  swoop  of  death  on  either  side 
Grey-gleaming  from  the  strife  of  steel, 
Followed  close  the  gi-eat  strides  of  the  chiefs 
As  they  stretched  their  sounding  steps, 

245  Hewing  down  the  iiigged  rims  of  shields. 

Maronnan  fcU  by  the  haud  of  the  king, 
Stretched  across  a  brawling  stream  ; 
Against  him  heaped  the  waters  of  the  hill, 
And,  grey,  leaped  over  the  slope  of  his  shield. 

250  Ca-mor  pierced  Clonar  with  his  steel ; 
Wan,  he  fell  not  on  the  ground — 
In  an  oak  the  locks  round  his  face  wcre  caught : 
His  great  hehnet  slid  slowly  down  : 
Tears  wiU  fall  from  Thìmin  in  the  hall — 

255  Her  womanly  and  noble  breast  will  heave. 

Nor  did  I  myself  forget 
The  long  spear  of  the  stroug  in  fight. 
lu  death  they  bowed  beneath  mj-  strokcs ; 
Youug  Hidahì  failcd  in  battle. 
260  Sweet  voice  of  Clonra  of  dark  streams, 


seized  liis  liaii  in  liis  fall.  His  lielmet  rolled  on  the  groimd.  Ey 
its  thong  liung  his  broad  shield  ;  over  it  wandered  his  streaming 
hlood.  Tla-min  shall  weep  in  the  haU,  and  strike  her  heaving 
breast. 

Xor  did  Ossian  forget  the  spear  in  the  ■n-ing  of  his  Tvar.     He 
strewed  the  field  with  dead.     Young  Hidalla  came.     Soft  voiee  of 
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Tlie  steps  of 
both  Fingal 
aud  Ca-mor 
are  foUowed 
by  death 
whithersnever 
they  turn. 


Fingal  slays 
Maronuan. 


On  the  othor 
hand,  C'a-nior 
slew  Clonar, 
whose  wife, 
Tlaniin,  is 
deseribed  as 
niouming  for 
liim. 


Ossian  kills 
Hidala, 
wliose  fall  he 
deeply  regrets. 
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'«  "  Morven 
stooLl  bertl't 
ol'  strengtli, 
iui.l  jKile." 
'l'liey  also 
^vere  apjialled 
by  the  sudileu 
storm. 


*  I  pressed  on 
tlie  hosts,  &c. 
The  Gaelic 
verb  Aneudh, 
here  used  iu 
a  transitive 
sense,  now 
always  takes 
the  preposi- 
tion  air  after 
it  when  signi- 
fying,  as  here, 
to  "pursue," 
or  "presson." 


C'uim'  a  tliogas  air  triatli  a'  cliruaidli  ? 

Truagh  !  nach  tachradh  'an  talla  fial, 

'An  strì  rau  'n  iadhadh  na  luaidh  'ì 

Chunnaic  Malthos  ìosal  au  triath  ; 
2G5  Ghlac  dubhar  a  thriall  's  e  gun  chlì  : 

Air  dà  thaobh  liath  alldain  nan  sliabh 

Chrom  sinn  'an  ciaradh  na  stri. 

Theiring  s\os  an  speur  air  a'  chuan  ; 

Bln-is  guthan  mu  'n  cuairt  o  fhiar  ghaoith, 
270  An  truscanaibh  teine  gach  cruaich, 

Garbh  thorrunn  a'  fuaim  o  cheò  baoth. 

'An  dìiljhra  shìohiidh  sìos  an  nàmhaid ; 

Sheas  Mòrl>heinn  gun  chàil  'us  gun  tuar ;" 

Bha  m'  aomadh  thar  sruthau  a'  chàthair 
275  'Measg  faruim  nach  gann  mu  mo  chluais. 

'N  sin  chuahxs  guth  fuasach  an  rìgh, 
'Us  toirm  shìl  Bholga  o  strì. 
Chìt'  an  treun  o  àm  gu  àm 
'An  dcalan  a  cheum  nach  robh  maH. 
280  Bhuail  mi  sgiath  chaismeachd  uam  fuaim, 
Mi  'sìneadh  Aluecma  nan  sluagh  ;  ^ 
lad  ag  iadhadh  'an  ciaradh  nan  gleann 
Fo  cho-thional  mùig,  nach  'eil  gann. 

Slicall  a'  ghrian  gu  'trian  à  'uial ; 


streaiiiy  Clonra  !  -wliy  do.st  thou  lift  the  steel  ?  0  that  -we  met  in 
the  strife  of  song  in  thy  own  rushy  vale !  Maltlios  beliekl  hini 
low,  and  darkened  as  hc  nishcd  along.  On  either  side  of  a  sticiini 
we  hend  in  the  echoing  strife.  Heaven  comcs  rolling  down  :  annmd 
hurst  the  voices  of  squally  ■vvinds.  Hills  arc  clothed  at  tinics  in  lire  ; 
thunder  rolls  in  'wrcatlis  of  mist.  In  darkness  shrunk  tlie  foe  : 
Morvcn's   wanùors  stood  agliast.       Still  I  bcnt  ovcr  the  stream 
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^Vhy  raise  tliy  spear  agaiust  a  warrior  'ì 
Would  tliat  we  met  in  the  festive  balf, 
In  the  contest  wreathcd  with  song ! 
Malhos  saw  the  chief  laid  low  ; 

205  Darkuess  and  faintness  took  his  step  : 

On  the  bauk  of  a  grey  streandet  of  the  hills 

We  bent  in  the  darkeuiug  of  strife. 

The  sky  descended  on  the  sea ; 

From  the  whii-lwind  voices  bnrst  aronnd  ; 

270  Through  the  fiery  robe  of  every  hill, 

Great  thunders  roared  in  waudering  mist. 
lu  the  darkness  ebbed  away  the  foe. 
Morven  stood  bereft  of  streugth,  aud  pale  :  " 
I  leaped  over  the  streams  of  the  moor 

275  'Mid  din  lond-sonnding  iu  my  ears. 

There  was  heard  the  kiug's  dread  voico, 
And  the  noise  of  Bolga's  race  iu  flight : 
The  hero  was  ever  and  auou  beheld 
In  the  lightuing  of  his  rapid  strides. 
280  I  struck  the  souudiug  shield  of  war-ahirm, 
"\Yhile  I  pressed  on  the  hosts  of  Alnecma,* 
As  they  wouud  their  way  in  dusk  of  glens, 
Through  gathering  of  far-spread  mist. 

The  sun  looked  forth  through  a  cloud  ; 


Malhos  at- 
tacks  Ossian  ; 
buf  meantiiiie 
a  great  tliuu- 
derstoim, 
accoiupaiiit'd 
witli  beavy 
mist,  coiues 
on,  aud  the 
host  of  Erin 
retreat. 


Ossian  puvsues 
them. 


amid.st  luy  whistling  locks. 

Tlien  rose  the  Toice  of  Fingal,  and  the  sound  of  the  flying 
foe.  I  saw  the  king  at  times  in  lightning,  darldy  striding  in  his 
mifht.  I  struck  my  echoing  shiehl,  and  hung  forward  on  the 
steps  of  Ahiecma :  the  foe  is  rolled  before  me  like  a  -wreath  of 
smoke. 

Tho  sun  lookud  furth  from  his  c-loud  ;  tlic  hundred  streams  of 
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rt  In  tlie  diuk 
i.'orri<',  &o. ; 
lit,  IK  tUe  darh 
annint. 


285  Ccud  snithan  'dol  sìos  'au  soillse. 

Bu  mliMl  an  ceò  air  tliaoljli  uan  .slialjli, 
Air  eudanu  uan  liath-cluirn  a'  boillsgeadh. 
C'  àit'  am  bheil  na  gaisgich  threun  1 
Mu  shruth,  mu  bheinn,  mu  chraoibh  o  àrd  1 

290  ]\Ii  'cluinutinn  fuaim  arma  nam  beum  : 
Tha  'n  strì-san  mu  iadhadh  nan  càru, 
'An  acldais  dhuibh  mhaill  a'  cheò." 
Mar  sin  tha  strì  nam  fuath-thaibhs'  fdin 
'An  oidhche  dhuibh,  air  beinn  nan  nial, 

295  lad  a'  còmh  -stri  mu  sgiathan  garbh  treun 
Gaoith  gheamhraidh  'tha  'beumadh  nan  sian, 
Thar  taomadh  'us  aomadh  nan  tonn. 


Ghhiais  mi  thall ;  thcich  liath  cheò  mall ; 

A'  deah'adh  fann  sheas  iads'  aig  Lùbar, 
300  Treun  Cliathmhor  ri  carraig  nan  alld 

Leth-aomta  air  sgeith,  's  e  fo  dhùbhra, 

A  ghabh  gu  'cìd  sruth  ìir  nan  càrn, 

'Bha  'leum  o  charraig  nan  dos  liath. 

Bha  ceuman  garbh  an  righ  gu  triall ; 
305  Ach  chunnaic  e  am  fial  fo  fhuil ; 

Thuit  gLas  hinn  Luinne  r'a  thaobh  ; 

Labhair  e  's  a  shòLis  a'  dorchadh. 

"  An  gèill  mac  Bhorbair  nan  còru  fial, 


Moi-lena  slionc.  Slow  rose  the  hlue  colunms  of  mist  ag.iinst  the 
glittering  liill.  "  Where  are  tlie  niighty  kings  ì  Not  by  lliat  strcam 
nor  wood  are  they.  I  hcar  the  clang  of  arms :  their  strifc  is  in 
thc  ìiosom  of  that  inist.  Such  is  thc  contcnding  of  spirits  in  a 
nightly  chiud,  wlicn  thcy  strive  for  tlie  wintry  wings  of  winds  and 
the  rolling  of  the  foam-covcred  waves. 
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285  A  liundred  streams  flowed  dowu  iu  light ; 
Sluggish  the  niist  ou  the  hiU-sides, 
Gleamiug  on  the  face  of  hoaiy  crags. 
Where  are  the  mighty  warriors  ? 
By  stream,  or  Ben,  or  tree  on  high  'ì 

290  I  hear  the  noise  of  cleaving  arms  : 
They  fight  in  the  hoUow  of  the  hills, 
In  the  dark  corrie  of  slow-mo^dng  mist.'* 
So  is  the  strife  of  spectres  dread 
In  dark  uight  on  the  ch)udcd  Beu, 

295  As  they  fight  on  the  strong  wild  wings 
Of  winter-wind  that  cleaves  the  storm, 
Over  the  breaking  headlong  waves. 

On  I  went ;  slowly  flcd  the  hoary  mist ; 

Faintly  gleaming,  they  stood  at  Lubar  : 
300  Brave  Ca-mor  stood  by  the  rock  of  streams, 

Half  leaning  in  gioom  on  his  shield, 

Agaiust  it  tìowed  tlie  cairu's  fresh  streams 

That  leaped  from  the  rock  of  hoary  trees. 

The  kiuo's  great  strides  were  about  to  turn, 
305  But  he  saw  the  hero  in  blood  ; 

The  blue  sword  of  Lnno  sauk  I13-  his  side ; 

He  spoke  while  his  joy  grew  dark  : 

"  Yields  Borbar's  sou  of  festivc  cups  ? 


I  rusLed  along.  The  grey  mist  rose.  Tall,  gleaming,  they  stood 
at  Liibar.  Cathmor  leaned  against  a  rock  :  his  half-fallen  shield 
received  the  stream  that  leapt  from  the  moss  above.  Towards  him 
is  the  stride  of  Fingal :  he  saw  the  hero's  blood.  His  sword  fell 
slowly  to  his  side.     He  spoke  midst  his  darkening  joj^ 

"  Yiclds  the  race  of  Borbar-duthul?  or  still  does  hc  lift  the 


The  stonii 
clears  ofl'. 
He  hears  tlie 
sounding 
arms  of  the 
two  kings, 
Fiugal  iiiul 
C'a-mor,  in 
combat,  but 
for  a  time 
docs  not  see 
thcm. 


When  hc 
drew  near 
them,  he  saw 
Ca-mor,  sorely 
wounded, 
leaning  ou  his 
shiuld. 
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<•  Thy  name 
is  iiot  uu- 
known  ;  lit. 
under  whis- 
per,  oTsecret 
alijn. 


No  'u  togar  leis  sgiatli  'us  sleagli  ì 

310  Cha-u'eil  J'aium  -sa  fo  sliauas,  a  tlniatli, 
'Au  àrd-Atha  a's  ciara  magh, 
Talla  mòr  uam  fleagh  's  uau  sàr  ; 
ThàLuig  e  mar  aiteal  thar  stuadh 
Gu  mo  chluais  'au  tìi'  uam  beauu. 

315  Thig-sa  gu  mo  chuirmibh,  a  threin  ; 
Bithidh  gaisgich  fo  bheud  air  tim. 
Cha  teiue  do  uàimhdean  mi  feiu  ; 
Cha  shòlas  do  threuu  mu  mharbh 
No  calmai  garbh  air  làr  'au  còmhrag. 

320  Is  eòlas  dìiuadh  lot  dhomh  ièìn  ; 

Gach  dìthcau  'tha  'm  frìth  no  'ii  gleanu 
Ghlac  mi  'u  caoin  cheauua  's  a'  bheinn, 
'S  iad  ag  aomadh  uui  shruthau  thall 
Fo  chàruaibh  'bu  dìomhaire  gaoth. 

325  Is  dorcha  sàmhach  am  mòr  thriath, 

Eìgh  Atha  uan  ciar  shruth  's  uan  dàindi 

"  Aig  Atha,  a's  ciara  sruth, 
Tha  dirigh  carraig'  dhuibh  fo  chòiunich  : 
Air  a  ceauu  tha  seachrau  uau  geug 
330  Fo  bhaoth  astar  uau  treuu  ghaoth  ; 
Dorcha  fo  'h-eudaun  tha  còs 
Ri  glan  shruthan  a's  mòr  fuaim  : 
Auus  an  àite  siu  feiu,  a  threiii, 


spe;ir  3  Not  Tinhcanl  is  thy  namo  at  Atha,  Ì!i  tlio  green  dwelling  of 
strauger.s.  It  has  come  liko  the  brccze  of  his  dosort  to  the  oar  of 
Fingal.  Comc  to  my  hiU  of  feasts  :  tlio  mighty  fail  at  tinies.  No 
fire  am  I  to  low-hiiJ  foos  :  I  rcyoice  not  ovor  thc  fall  of  tlio  hra\o. 
To  close  tho  woimd  is  luiue  :  1  have  kuown  thc  herhs  of  thc  liill.s. 
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Or  will  lie  lift  liis  sliield  and  sworcl  ? 

310  Thy  namc  is  not  unknown,  0  cliief ! " 
In  lofty  Atha  of  dusky  phiin, 
Great  d^vclling  of  feasts  and  of  heroes  ; 
It  has  corue  like  a  breeze  across  the  waves 
To  my  ear  in  the  hxnd  of  hills. 

315  Come  to  my  feast,  thou  brave  one ; 
Warriors  at  times  must  faiL 
No  fìre  am  I  to  foemen ; 
The  brave  rejoice  not  over  thc  dead, 
Nor  over  the  great  and  strong  laid  hjw  in  'war. 

320  The  art  of  closing  wounds  is  mine  ;  ^ 
Of  every  flower  in  wood  or  glen 
I  have  plucked  the  ripe  heads  on  thc  hill, 
As  they  beut  before  me  by  the  stream, 
Under  thc  rocky  peaks  of  secret  winds. 

325  Dark  and  sileut  is  the  mighty  prince — 

King  of  Atha  of  brown  strcams  and  strann'crs.' 
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Fingal  gener- 
ously  offei's 
him  frii'iiil- 
ship,  and 


pvomises, 
through  liis 
kiiowìi'ilgc  of 
tlie  virtui's  of 
lierlis,  to  hial 
his  wouuds. 


"  By  Atlia  of  darkest  stream 
Rises  a  black  and  mossy  crag ; 
On  its  licad  is  the  wanderiug  of  boughs 
330  In  thc  wihl  track  of  mighty  winds  ; 
Uuder  its  face  is  a  darksome  cavc 
By  a  clear  loud-sounding  rivcr  : 
In  that  same  spot,  0  hero  ! 


Ca-mor  replics 
liy  deserihing 
the  place 
where  he 
wishes  to  he 
buried, 


I  seized  their  fair  lieads  ou  liigh,  as  they  ■\vaved  Tiy  their  secret 
streams.     Thou  art  dark  and  sileut,  king  of  Atha  of  strangers  ! " 

"  By  Atha  of  the  stream,"  he  said,  "  there  rises  a  mossy  rock. 
On  its  head  is  tlie  wandering  of  boughs  within  the  courso  of  ■wiuds. 
Dark  in  its  faoe  is  a  cavc  with  its  own  loud  rill.     Theru  have  I 
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CliuiUa  mi  ceumaii  iiau  dàimli, 
335  'N  uair  a  gliluais  iad  gu  talla  uan  tcud 
'Us  nau  slige  guu  bheud  fo  dhàn  ; 
Las  sòhis  mar  theiue  dhomh  feiu 
Air  m'  auam  mu  charraig  nan  crann. 
Biodh,  'an  dorcha,  an  so  mo  chòmhnuidh 
340  'Au  gleannan  còmhnard  m'  eòhiis  fein. 
0  so  bi'dh  mo  dhìreadh  gu  luath 
Air  aiteal  'tha  'ruagadh  nan  cluaran, 
'Us  coimh  'didh  mi  sìos  gun  ghruaim 
Air  Atha  nan  cruach  'us  nan  sruth." 


"  My  years 
are  closing  in ; 
lit.  are  about 
lìwir  circle — 
i.e.  are  around 
(uie). 


345       "  C'uim'  a  labhras  an  rìgh  mu  'u  uaigh  'i 
'Oisein,  thrèig  a  thuar  an  laoch  ! 
Biodh  sòhis  mu  'anamsan  shuas 
]\Iar  shruth  a  tha  'fuaim  gu  Ijaoth — 
Ard  Chathmor,  ceann  faoilidh  nan  dàimh. 

350  A  mhic,  tha  mo  bhliadhna  mu  'n  cuairt," 
lad  a'  sanas  'an  cluasaibh  an  righ, 
lad  a'  ghicadh  mo  slilcaghsa  uam, 
'Dol  thairis  gun  luaidh  mu  strì. 
'  C'uim'  nacli  siohiidh,'  their  iadsau  fein, 

355  '  Liath  Fliionnghal  o  fliuum  ann  a  thìn  ? 
'Bheil  do  sliòhas  'an  lotailjh  nam  beum  ? 
'An  deuraibli  uan  treun  fo  mhùig  ? ' 
A  liath  bhliadhna,  siohiidh  mi  feiu  ; 
Cha-n'eil  sòhis,  no  fuum  'am  fuiL 


heard  the  tread  of  strangers  when  they  passed  to  niy  hall  of  shells. 
Joy  rose  like  a  flame  on  my  soul :  I  blest  thc  echoing  roek.  Ileio 
he  my  dwelling  in  darkiiess,  in  my  grassy  vale.  From  tlus  I  sliuU 
mouiit  the  hroezc  that  imrsucs  uiy  thistle's  beard,  or  look  duwn  iui 
bhic-wiuding  Atlia  from  ils  wanck'ring  mist." 

"  Why  spcaks  the  king  of  thc  tomb  ì     Ossian,  thc  warriur  lias 
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I  Lave  lieartl  tlie  tread  of  strangers, 
335  As  tliey  advanced  to  tlie  laall  of  harps 

And  of  faultless  shells,  together  with  the  soug  : 
Then  kindled  joy  like  fire 
Ai'ound  my  soul  on  the  rocks  of  trees. 
There,  in  darkness,  let  my  dwelliug  be, 
340  In  my  own  smooth  and  well-kuowu  gleu. 
Thence  shall  I  speedily  ascend 
Ou  the  breeze  that  chases  the  thistle  ; 
And  I  will  look  without  a  frown 
On  Atha  of  mountains  aud  of  streams." 

345       "  Why  speaks  the  kiug  of  the  grave  ? 

Ossian,  the  hero's  hue  has  fled  ! 

Let  joy  surrouud  his  soul  on  high 

Like  a  river  loud-resoundiug — • 

Great  Ca-mor,  oenerous  chief  of  strangers  I 
350  My  years,  0  son  !  are  closing  in  ; " 

They  warn  the  ears  of  the  king  ; 

They  are  wresting  from  me  the  spcar ; 

They  pass  without  praise  of  war. 

'  Why  uot  withdraw/  they  say, 
355  '  Grey  Fingal,  from  war  to  thy  tower  1 

Is  thy  joy  in  gashing  wounds  ì 

In  the  tears  of  the  brave  in  grief  ? ' 

Ye  hoary  years,  I  wiU  withdraw  ; 

There  is  uor  joy  uor  gain  iu  blood. 
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aud  immedi- 
ately  dies. 


Fingal,reflect- 
ing  on  liis  own 
advanced  age, 
and  the  many 
sorrows  ac- 
companying 
wai*,  resolves 
to  draw  his 
spear — "the 
spear  of 
Treiinmor  " — 
no  more,  and 
resigns  it  to 
his  only  son 
Ossian, 


failed !  Joy  meet  thy  soul  like  a  stream,  Cathmor,  friend  of 
strangers  !  Mj'  son,  I  Lear  the  call  of  years  ;  tliey  take  mj'  spear 
as  tliey  pass  along.  '  ^Vliy  does  not  Fingal,'  they  seemto  say,  'rest 
■\vithin  his  hall  ì  Dost  thou  al-n-ays  delight  in  hlood  ì  in  the  tears 
of  the  sad?'  Xo,  ye  dark-rolling  3'ears,  Fingal  delights  not  in 
blood.  Tears  are  wintry  streams  tbat  'waste  away  my  soul.  But 
VOL.  II.  2  K 
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TIGHMORA. 


«  Laymedown 
in  puace ;  lit. 
when  strdclies 
my  sidc  in 
peace. 

6  And  draw- 
ing  my  willing 
steel;  lit. 
drawing  with- 
oiit  streii(/th 
mij  spcar. 
I  undcrstand 
by  thi.s  that 
he  had  no 
streiigth  to 
re.si.st  the 
"  lioarse 
voice  "  of  war 
— i.c.  that  lie 
was  .still  in- 
clined  to 
fight  on ;  but 
the  transla- 
tion  is  mainly 
coujectural. 


3G0  Tha  deuran  mar  gharbh  rè  nan  speur 
'Cur  auaim  fo  bheud,  's  fo  dhubh. 
'N  uair  a  shìueas  mo  shlios  sìos  'an  sìth,  " 
Guth  garbli  uam  baoth  strì  'am  chluais 
Gu  mo  mhosgladh  'an  taUa  nau  rìgh 

365  'S  a'  tarruing  gun  chlì  mo  chruaidh ' — 
Cha  tarruing  siu  mo  chruaidli  na  's  mò  : 
Ghicsa  sleagh  d'athar,  a  thruiu-f  hir  ; 
Tog  suas  i  'an  còmhragaibh  còrr, 
'N  uair  a  ghluaiseas  a'  mhòrchuis  gu  beuman 

370       "  Tha  mo  shìnns're  air  mo  thriall, 

]\Io  ghuiomha  do  thriathan  fo  'n  sùilibh. 
'N  uair  ghluaiseas  mi  a  mach  air  sliabh, 
Air  mo  raonsa  tha  liath  an  dùbhra. 
Chum  mo  làmh  na  lagaich  o  bheud, 

375  'S  leagh  mòrchuis  gun  fheum  fo  m'flieirg, 
Gun  sòLas  mu  thuiteam  nan  treun 
Mo  shùilean  ag  iadhiidh  mu  leirg. 
Tachraidh  mo  sliìuns're  mise  thall 
Aig  talla  nan  garbh  ghaoth  fiar 

380  'An  truscanaibh  soluis  ueo-ghann, 
Sùilean  'lasadh  gu  mall  do  thriaith. 
Do  dhonaibh  'an  armaibh  gun  flieum 
Mar  t6  iad  'an  dìibhra  nan  speur, 
'Tha  'trusadh  teiu-oidhche  m'a  gruaidh 

385  'Dearsf-sheachrau  air  eudauu  eun  tuar. 


when  I  lic  dowii  to  rcst,  tlien  comes  the  mighty  voico  of  war.  It 
awakes  mc  in  my  hall,  and  calls  forth  all  my  stecl.  It  shall  call  it 
forth  no  more.  Ossian,  take  thou  thy  fatlier's  spear.  Lift  it  in 
hattlo  wlien  tlic  proud  ari.se. 

"  j\Iy  fatliers,  Ossian,  tracc  niy  .slc]>s  ;  my  dL'cds  arc  pleasant  to 
their  cycs.     "Whcrcver  I  conic  fnrlli  lo  lialtlc,  on  niy  licld  arc  tlicir 
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360  Like  a  stormy  moon  iu  thc  sky  are  tears, 
Weakening  and  darkening  tlie  soul. 
(But)  when  I  lay  me  down  in  peace," 
Fierce  war's  hoarse  voice  is  in  my  ear, 
Eousiug  me  in  the  d^velling-place  of  kings, 

3G3  And  di'awing  my  williug  steel.'' 
That  shall  draw  it  forth  uo  more  : 
Grasji,  thou  brave  oue,  thy  father's  spear ; 
Lift  it  high  in  giorious  war, 
AYhen  pride  comes  forth  to  slay. 

370       "  My  ancestors  are  on  my  track ; 
]\Iy  deeds  are  before  the  eyes  of  chiefs. 
When  I  go  forth  upou  the  hill, 
Their  hoary  shades  are  with  me  on  the  iìekl. 
My  hand  has  kept  the  weak  from  harm ; 

375  Vainglorious  pride  has  melted  'neath  my  wrath ; 
I  never  joyed  at  the  fall  of  the  brave 
Wheu  my  eye  ranged  over  the  field. 
My  fathers  will  meet  me  afar 
lu  the  hall  of  the  great  and  eddying  winds 

380  lu  robes  of  plenteous  light, 

While  the  eyes  of  the  herocs  mildly  shiue. 
To  the  weak  and  worthless  in  arms 
They  are  like  the  moon  in  a  loweriug  sky, 
W^hich  gathers  lightniug  round  her  cheek, 

385  Red-flashing  across  her  pale  face. 
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telling  liiin 
how  lie  haJ 
used  it  in 
shielding  the 
weak  and  in 
ijuelling  vain- 
glorious  pride. 


columns  of  mist.  Eut  mine  arm  rescued  tlie  feeble ;  tke  haughty 
found  my  rago  was  fire.  Xever  over  the  fallen  did  miiie  eye  rejoice. 
For  this  my  fathers  shall  meet  me  at  the  gates  of  tlieir  airy  halls, 
tall,  vrith  rohes  of  light,  with  mildly-kindled  cyes.  But  to  the 
proud  iu  arms  they  are  darkeaed  moons  in  hcaven,  whiuh  send  the 
fire  of  nif'ht  red-wanderLuK  over  their  face. 
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a  '•  (Thougli 
now)  thou  art 
nouf;ht  but 
wiiiil."  I  have 
l.rM.k.tcd 
this  line  be- 
eause  it  seems 
altogether  in- 
congruous 
with  the  con- 
text.     Liter- 
ally,  it  runs  : 
•'  Thou  thyself 
art  nothing 
but  wind," 
wliich  sounds 
very  like  an 
insult  to  the 
great  Treun- 
nior,  every- 
vbere  else 
spoken  of  with 
reverence, 
sometiiues 
with  a  nieas- 
nrc  of  dread. 


"  'Atliair  nan  triath  àrd,  0  Thrc^inmhoir, 
'Thus'  'tha  'chòmhnuidh  leat  fèin  'am  fiar  ghaoith, 
Mo  shleaghsa  do  Oisian  nam  beuma ; 
Biodli  do  .shìiilean  fo  shòlas,  a  hxoich, 

390  Chunna'  mise  fèin  thu  air  àm 

'An  dealra  neo-fhaun  'an  ueuhiibh. 
Mar  sin  biodh  do  shealhidh  neo-ghann 
Mu  mo  mhacsa,  's  e  'togail  na  sgèithe ; 
Mar  sin  bi'dh  cuimhne  air  àrd  threun, 

395  Air  do  mhòr  ghnìomh,  a  thriath  nan  garbh  bheum  ; 
[Cha-n'eil  annad  fein  ach  gaoth.]  "  " 

Slùn  e  'n  t-sleagh  mhòr  do  mo  hiimh  -sa, 
'Us  thog  e  air  àrd  clachan  ciar 
Gu  hibhairt  mu  iadhadh  'àm-sau, 
400  'S  an  liath  cheann  'an  còinnich  nan  sliabh. 
Fo  chloich  dh'adhhaic  triath  a  lann 
'S  ghan  chopan  o  shlios  a  sgeithe  ; 
E  'dorchadh  fo  smuaintibh  ueo-ghann ; 
Bhris  focail  gu  mall  o  'chliabh. 

405       "  'N  uair  thuiteas  tusa,  'chlach,  fo  smùir, 

'S  tu  air  chall  am  measg  còinnich  nam  bliadhna, 

An  sin  thig  fear-siubhail  o  chìd 

E  'feadadh  air  d'ùir,  's  e  'triaU. 

Cha-n  aitlme  dhuits',  a  hiig  gun  fheum, 
410  So  monadh  Mhoilena  fo  chliu, 


"  Father  of  heroes,  Trenmor,  dweller  of  eddying  wtnds  !  I  give 
thy  spear  to  Ossian ;  let  thinc  eye  rejoice.  Thee  have  I  seeu  at 
tinics  bright  from  between  thy  clouds  ;  so  appear  to  niy  son  wlien 
he  is  to  lift  tlie  spear ;  then  shall  lic  rcmeuiLcr  thy  miglity  dccds, 
tliough  thou  art  now  but  a  blast." 

IIc  gave  thc  spcar  to  my  haiid,  and  raisod  at  oiicc  a  stouc  on 
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"  Fatlier  of  noble  clnefs,  0  Treuumor ! 

Thou  wlio  dwellest  alone  in  tlie  wliirlwind, 

To  Ossian  of  cleaviug  blows  (I  give)  my  spear ; 

Let  tliiue  eye  be  iu  joy,  0  liero  ! 
390  I  have  beheld  thee,  in  time  of  need, 

Shiuing  brightly  'mid  the  clouds. 

So  do  thou  oftentimes  appear 

To  my  son  as  he  lifts  the  shiehl ; 

He  thus  shall  remember  the  high  chief — 
395  Thy  mighty  deeds,  hero  of  weighty  stroke, 

[(Though  uow)  thou  art  nought  but  wind.]  "  " 

He  reached  the  great  spear  to  my  haud, 
And  dusky  stones  he  raised  on  high 
To  tell  the  doings  of  his  day 
400  Wheu  mountain-moss hasclothed  thcir  hoary heads. 
Buried  the  chief  his  sword  beneath  a  stone, 
And  a  shiuiug  boss  from  the  face  of  his  shiehl, 
While  darkening  uuder  crowdiug  thoughts  ; 
His  words  came  slowly  from  his  chest : 

405       "  0  stone  !  wheu  thou  shalt  fall  iu  dust,'* 
Lost  amongst  the  moss  of  years, 
Then  a  traveller  unkuown  shall  come, 
Aud,  as  he  passes,  whistle  o'er  thy  dust. 
Thou  knowest  not,  thou  sorry  weakliug, 

410  This  to  be  Moi-Lena's  hill  renowned, 

high,  to  speak  to  future  times,  witli  its  grey  liead  of  moss.  Beneatli 
}ie  placed  a  sword  in  earth,  and  one  bright  hoss  from  his  shiekl. 
Dark  in  thought  awhile  he  bends  :  his  words  at  length  came  forth. 
"  Whcn  thou,  0  stone  !  shalt  mouhler  down,  and  lose  thee  in  the 
moss  of  years,  then  shaU  the  traveller  come,  and  whistling  pass 
away.     Thou  know'st  not,  feehle  man,  that  fame  ouce  shone  ou 
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He  prays  tliat 
liis  groat  an- 
cestor  Treun- 
mor  may  ha 
present  with 
Ossian  as  ho 
had  been  with 
him. 


He  then 
fonnally  gives 
over  the  spear, 
and  raises 
stones  to  com- 
memorate  tlie 
eveut. 


Addressing 
the  stone,  he 
jiictures  the 
time  when  the 
weak  and  the 
worthless  wiU 
stand  beside 
it,  ignorant  of 
all  the  glory 
of  the  battles 
of  Moi-Lena  : 
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o  I  liave 
liracketed 
these  two 
lines  as  alto- 
getlierunintel- 
ligible.     Tlie 
translation  is 
purely  conjec- 
tural.     There 
is  evidently  a 
serious  mis- 
take  of  writer 
or  jjrinter  in 
regard  to 
them.     They 
will  not  con- 
strue  iu  any 
way. 


'S  au  do  glaèill  an  rìgh  a  slileagh  f  hèin 
'An  deireadh  a  bheum'  air  an  raon. 
[Grad  o  fhianixis,  a  thrian  de  thuar, 
'An  deireadh  nam  beum  gu'n  cìil.]" 

415  Cha-n'eil  cliu  no  luaidh  ann  do  ghuth ; 
Do  chòmhuuidh  mu  chaochan  chruach, 
Tha  do  bhliadhnan  gu  luath  fo  dhubh  ; 
Cha  bhi  cuimhne,  no  hiaidh  ort  fhcin, 
'Fhk-  a's  dona  's  a'  bheinn  fo  cheò. 

420  Tha  mo  chlius'  'an  truscan  nan  treun, 
Gath  soluis  do  'n  àm  nach  'eil  beò  : 
Shiubhail  mise  a  mach  'an  cruaidh 
'Shaoradh  hxio-se  e;un  bhuaidh  'an  armaibh. 


E  'lasadh  suas  'u  a  chliu  mòr  feiu 
42.5  Ghrad  sgaoU  au  treuu  a  cheumau  còrr 
Fo  f  huaim  daraig  Lùbair  's  a'  bheinu, 
Thar  taomadh  'us  boucadh  sruith  mhòir 
Ag  iadhadh  sìos  o  thòrr  'an  soiUse. 
Gorm  raona  caol  fo  aomadh  cruaich 
430  Caoin  thoirm  nam  fuaran  shuas  o  chàrn ; 
Bha  sgaoUeadh  brataich  mhòir  nau  sluagh 
A'  taomadh  air  fuar  ghaoith  nam  beanu. 
So  comharadh  iuil  an  òg  rigli 
0  fhaoiu  uam  frìth  'an  dìomhair  ghun. 
435  'Glan-bhriseadh  au  athair  o  iar. 


Moi-leiia.  Hero  Fingal  rGsignud  hìs  spcar  aftcr  tlio  last  of  liis 
ficlil.s.  I'ass  away,  lliou  cniiity  sliadc  !  in  Ihy  voice  tliei'o  is  no 
reniiwn.  Thou  dwollest  by  somo  pcacoful  stream  ;  yet  a  few  ycars, 
and  tliou  art  gone.  No  one  reniemhcrs  thee,  thou  dweller  of  thick 
mist !  But  Fingal  shall  bc  clotlied  with  fiime,  a  beam  of  light 
to  othcr  limcs ;  for  hc  wcut  forth  in  echoing  stcel  to  save  the 
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AVhere  tlie  kiug  resigued  liis  spear 
lu  tlie  close  of  Lis  wars  uu  tLe  field. 
[Quick,  begoue  !  tliou  lioUow  sbade, 
From  tbe  sceue  of  bis  bitest  deeds.]  " 

41.j  Nor  fame  uor  uamo  is  in  tby  voice  ; 

Tbou  dwellest  bj  tbe  stream  of  rocky  peaks, 
Tby  years  pass  quickly  iuto  dusk  ; 
Nor  memory  uor  praise  sball  e'er  be  tbiue, 
Tbou  weakest  ou  tlie  misty  bill. 

420  In  tbc  robe  of  tbe  brave  is  my  renown, 

A  beam  of  ligbt  to  tbe  time  tbat  lives  not ; 

I  bave  gone  fortb  in  (my)  steel 

To  save  tbe  weak  wbo  failed  iu  arms." 
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and  spcaks 
witli  grcat 
contem[it  of 
such. 


Kiudliug  iu  bis  own  great  fame, 
42.5  Quickly  stretcbed  tbe  king  bis  stalwart  strides 
Beneatb  tbe  souudiug  oaks  of  Lubar  on  tbe  bill, 
Across  tbe  flow  aud  roar  of  a  great  stream 
lìolliug  downwards  from  tbe  bill  iu  ligbt — 
Greeu  uarrow  plains  bcneatb  tbe  slope  of  bills, 
430  (Wbere)  sweetly  murmured  springs  from  caù-us— 
Here  tbe  great  banuer  of  tbe  bost  ■was  sprcad, 
Waviug  in  tbe  cold  wiud  of  tbe  Bens. 
This  was  tbe  landmark  to  tbe  youtbful  kiug, 
From  desert  wood  iu  bidden  gien. 
435  Brigbtly  partiug  tbe  clouds  in  tbe  west, 


He  tlion  goos 
forwanl  to 
the  [ihu-e  a]i- 
pointed  for 
meeting 
Artho,  the 
voun»;  king 
òf  Ullin, 


■weak  in  arms." 

Brigliteuing  in  liis  famc,  tlie  king  strode  to  Lubar's  sounding 
oak,  wliere  it  bent  from  its  rock  over  tlie  bright  tumbling  stream. 
Beneath  it  is  a  narroiv  plaLn,  and  the  sound  of  the  fount  of  the  rock. 
Here  the  standard  of  Morven  poured  its  'wreaths  on  the  ìvind,  to 
mark  the  way  of  Ferad-artho  from  his  secret  vale.     Bright  from  his 
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a  "  In  the 
rocky  gorge." 
Sdoirm, 
"gorge,"  or 
"throat," 
is  vcry  rarely 
used. 

^  Àlridh 
should  pro- 
bably  be 
fhàire. 


Sheall  grian  a'  dol  sìos  o  speuraibli  : 
Chunuaic  an  treuii  na  sluaigh  air  slialih ; 
Chual'e  gutJi  an  t-sòlais  m'a  chcuman 
'Briseadh  's  a'  sgaoileadh  mu  'n  cuairt, 

440  Ghm  dearrsa  'dol  suas  o  chruaidh. 
Ghlac  aiteas  còrr  cridh'  mòr  an  righ, 
Mar  shealgair  'n  a  ghleanu  uaiue  fein 
'N  dèigh  frasan  'tha  'sìoladh  'am  frìth. 
Carraig  ghhis  'tha  'boillsgeadh  air  beinn, 

445  An  droighionn  gorm  air  sgoirm  uan  càrn  " 
'S  e  'crathadh  a  chinn  air  gaoith  mhall, 
Na  ruadhan  'coimhead  o'n  àiridh.'' 

Liath  thall  aig  còinuich  chaoin  uan  còs 

Chrom  Chionmhal'  a  cheann  's  e  fo  aois, 
4.'50  Gun  leirsinn  'n  a  shùilean  fo  cheò. 

Air  maide  bàrd  còrr  'us  e  'caoineadh. 

Ghìu  làimli  ris  'an  sinbhal  a  ciabh. 

Sùibnhalhi  nan  triath,  'us  i  fanii 

Ri  dànaibh  thriath'  Atha  uan  sgiath 
455  Anu  an  làithean  na  h-aois'  a  bha  thaU. 

Ghluais  farum  a'  chòmhraig  o  'chluais ; 

Chaisg  focail  fo  bhuaireadh  a  chlcibh. 

]\Iall  osna  gu  dlomhair  'dol  suas. 

Bha  tannas'  nam  fuath,  their  iad  fèiu, 
4G0  Tric  mar  dhealan  a'  beumadh  a  smuaintean 


partcd  west,  tho  sun  of  lieaven  lookcd  ;il>in;ul.  The  hero  saw  his 
people,  and  heard  their  shouts  of  joy.  In  Ijroken  ridges  round  they 
glittcred  to  the  beam.  Thc  king  rejoiced  as  a  hunter  in  his  ovra 
green  vale,  wlien,  aftcr  the  storm  is  rollcd  away,  ho  sccs  the  gleam- 
ing  sides  of  thc  rocks.  Tlie  green  thorn  shakes  its  head  in  thcir 
face;  from  their  top  look  forward  the  roes. 


TEMOEA. 
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The  siin  looked  foi'th,  descendiiig  from  the  sky 
The  chief  beheld  the  people  on  the  hill, 
And  heard  the  voice  of  joy  at  his  approach 
Breaking  forth  and  spreading  round, 

4-10  While  brightness  shot  froni  their  steeL 

Exceeding  joy  possessed  the  kiug's  great  heart, 
Like  a  hunter  in  his  own  green  glen, 
When  showers  pass  away  in  the  forest : 
Glistens  a  hoary  cliiT  on  high, 

445  Green  briers  in  the  rocky  gorge  " 

AVave  their  heads  in  the  listless  wind  ; 
The  deer  look  down  from  the  ridge.'' 

Grey-haired,  on  the  soft  moss  of  caves, 

Cloumal  bent  his  agèd  head  ; 
450  His  eyes  are  sightless  under  mist : 

The  mighty  bard  leaned  on  a  staff  and  wept. 

Close  beside  him,  with  wandering  locks, 

Sulvalla,  faiut,  (the  daughter)  of  chiefs, 

Heard  the  tales  of  Atha's  shielded  heroes 
455  In  the  ancient  days  that  are  gone. 

The  noise  of  war  forsook  his  ear; 

His  words  were  hushed  in  his  troubled  brcast ; 

His  slow-drawn  sigh  arose  in  secret. 

Dread  spirits,  it  is  said, 
460  Oft,  like  lightning,  cleft  his  thoughts  : 


Grey  at  his  mossy  cave  is  Ijent  tlae  aged  form  of  Clonmal.  Tlie 
eyes  of  the  bard  had  failed.  He  leaned  forward  on  his  staflF.  Bright 
in  her  locks  before  him,  Sul-malla  listened  to  the  tale  :  the  tale  of 
the  kiugs  of  Atha  in  the  days  of  old.  The  noise  of  battle  had 
ceased  in  his  ear :  he  stopped,  and  raised  the  secret  sigh.  The 
spirits  of  the  dead,  they  said,  often  lightened  along  his  soul.     He 
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and  is  re- 
ceived  by  tlie 
people  with 
loud  shouts 
of joy. 


The  aged  and 
blind  bard 
Clonmal,  witli 
whoni  Sul- 
valla  had 
remained  dur- 
ing  the  battle, 
is  described, 
grieving  deep- 
ly  as  he  saw 
the  fall  of 
Ca-mor. 
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TTGHMORA. 


DUAX  VIII.  Cliunuaic  e  rìgli  Atlia  an  treun 

Fo  chròiu  chrauu  na  beiun'  air  clùilaoLli. 

"  C'uim'  a  thàinig  an  clorch'  ?  "  thuirt  au  òigl 
"  Shiubhail  farum  a'  chòmhraig  uainu  : 

4G5  Ann  a  dheireadh  thig  an  righ  còrr 

Thar  còmhnaird  gu  'shruthauan  ruadh. 
Tha  griau  a'  sealltuiun  sios  o  iar, 
An  dubh  cheò  a'  fìaradh  o'n  lòu 
E  'ssraoileadh  gu  tiuoh  air  na  sliabhau 

470  Mu  luachaii'  fo  iadhadli  nan  tòrr. 
0  cheò  tha  do  theurnadh,  a  rìgh  ! 
Faic  a  cheuman  'cur  sìos  fo  chruaidh. 
Thig  do  chòs  Chlaoiumhail  o  strì, 
'Shàir  ghaisgich,  do  'm  bi  mo  hiaidh." 

475       'S  e  tannas  rìgh  Atha  a  tli'  ann, 

A  gharbh  cheuman  mall,  a  chruth  fo  lous." 

Thuit  esan  'an  gearradh  nan  alkl 

Ag  iadhadh  o  chàrnaibh  le  beuc. 

"  'S  e  'n  scalgair  a  th'anu,"  tliuirt  an  òigh, 

480  "  Fear-faoghaid  nan  tòrr  mu  ua  ruaidh  : 
Cha-n'eil  ceum  da  gu  còmhrag  nau  scòd  : 
'Bhean  ghasda  's  i  òg,  a  luaidh, 
'S  i  'feitheamh  fo  ghruaim  na  h-oidhclie. 
Tilleas  esan  o  thaobh  nau  sliabh 

485  Le  fiiobhan  nam  fiadh  eilid  dhonn." 


0  "  Dira  liis 
form,"  oi', 

"  liis  form  in 
lÌKlit."     The 
wonls  may  be 
ronilered 
citliiT  way. 

1  tliinlv  the 
formcr  most 
in  acnordance 
witU  the  con- 
text. 


saw  the  king  of  Atha  low  heneath  his  bending  tree. 

"  Why  art  thou  dark  ì "  said  the  niaid  ;  "  the  strife  of  arms  is 
past.  Soon  shall  he  come  to  tliy  cave,  over  thy  wiuding  streams. 
Tlio  sun  looks  from  tho  rocks  of  tlic  west.  The  mists  of  the  lalce 
ariso.  (Ircy  they  spread  on  tliat  hill,  the  ru.shy  dwelling  of  roes. 
Fium  tlic  mist  sliall  my  king  appear  !     Behold,  lie  comes  in  his 
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He  saw  the  brave  kiug  of  Atlia 
Stretched  uuder  the  beut  tree  of  the  hiU. 

"  "Wherefore  has  darkness  come  ì  "said  the  maiden ; 

"  The  diu  of  battle  has  travelled  from  us  : 
465  At  its  close  •will  come  the  peerless  king 

Over  the  pkiu  to  his  own  brown  streams. 

The  suu  looks  down  from  the  west ; 

The  murky  mist  slants  upwards  from  the  phriu, 

Spreading  in  masses  ou  the  slopes, 
470  'Mongst  rushes  at  the  foot  of  swelling  knolls. 

Fi'om  mist  thou  comest  down,  0  king  ! 

Behold  his  steps  advaucing  iu  his  steel. 

To  Clonmars  cave  come  from  the  couflict, 

True  hero,  ever  to  be  loved  by  me." 

475       It  is  the  spirit  of  the  kiug  of  Atha  ! 

His  great  stride  slow,  (and)  dim  his  form :  " 

He  sank  iu  the  chaunel  of  the  stream, 

Which,  roaring,  breaks  from  rocky  heights. 

"  A  hunter  it  is,"  said  the  maiden, 
480  "  Who  follows  the  deer  on  the  hills  : 

He  goes  not  to  the  battle  of  warriors  ; 

His  goodly,  youthful  wife,  his  kive, 

Awaits  him  with  the  dusk  of  uight. 

He  will  return  from  the  mouutain-side 
485  With  spoils  of  the  wikl  duu  hiuds." 


DUAN  VIII. 


Sulvalla  sees 
liis  i'onn,  or 
gliost.clesi'eiid- 
ing  tlie  liill. 
Believing  hini 
to  be  alive, 
she  rejoices 
greatly. 


She  then 
niist.ikes  him 
for  a  hunter, 


arms.     Come  to  the  caTe  of  Clonmal,  0  my  Lest  beloved  ! " 

It  was  tlie  spirit  of  Catkmor  stalking  large,  a  gleaming  form.  He 
sank  by  tlie  hollow  stream  tliat  roared  botween  the  hills.  "  It  was 
hut  the  hunter,"  she  said,  "  who  searches  for  the  bed  of  the  roe. 
His  steps  are  not  forth  to  war ;  his  spouse  expects  hini  with  night. 
He  shall,  whistling,  returnivith  the  spoils  of  the  dark-bro^vn  hinds." 
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TIGHMORA. 


a  Slirinking 
ìn  size,  he 
sank  in 
gloom  ;  lit. 
ke  sank  In 
gloom,  and  lie 
(reduced)  lo 
his  Ihird 
jMtrt. 


Sùil  àillidli  na  li-òigli'  mu  an  chruaicli, 

Garlih  thannas  guu  tuar  a'dol  sios, 

'An  sòlas  a  mhosgail  i  suas. 

Thuit  esan  fo  ghruaim  's  e  gu  'thriau  :  " 
490  Shiolaidh  an  cruth  gu  mìigach  thall 

'Measg  gaoith  nan  càrn  mall  a'  triall. 

]>ha  'h-aithne  mu  thuiteam  au  triath' ; 

"  Tha  rìgh  Eiriun  nan  sgiath  aii'  làr !  " 

Na  biodh  cuimhn'  air  a  bròn  gu  'thrian, 
495  'Chaitheas  anam  na  h-aoise  o-u  bàrr. 


Thuit  dìibhra  clubh  air  taobh  Mhoileua, 
Liath  iadhadh  nani  fiar  shruth  'an  gleann  : 
Chualas  guth  Fhionnghail  ag  dirigli 
'Us  lasair  o  chiar  chraobh  nam  beann. 

500  Thiouail  thall  na  sluaigh  fo  shòlas, 
Le  sòlas  leth  dhorcha  fo  ghruaim, 
A'  coimhead  fo  'n  gruaidhean  air  mòr  thriath 
Gun  'anam  'am  mòrchuis  's  an  àm. 
'Us  caoin  o  fhàsach  nam  faoin  bhcann 

505  Ghluais  guth  mall  nau  teud  gu  cluais, 
Mar  thoirm  nan  sruth  o  shlios  chàrn, 
lacl  fada  thall  'an  gleann  nan  cruach 
Neo-throm  air  aomadh  donn  nan  sliabh, 
Mar  osag  chiar  air  sgiath  nan  stuadh, 


Her  eyes  were  tiirnod  to  the  liUl;  again  the  stately  form  came 
down.  She  rose  in  the  midst  of  joy.  He  retLred  again  Ln  mist. 
Gradual  vanish  his  limbs  of  smoke,  and  mix  with  thc  niduntaiu- 
■wind.  Then  she  knew  that  he  fell !  "  King  of  Erin,  art  thou 
low  ì  "  Let  Ossian  forget  her  grief ;  it  wastes  the  soul  of  age. 
Evening  came  down  on  Moi-lena.    Grey  roUed  tlie  streams  of  the 
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Tlie  maidcn's  lovely  eye  was  on  the  peak, 
A  ereat  dim  form  was  comino-  down  : 
She  brightened  up  in  ghidness  : 
Shrinking  in  size,  he  sank  in  gloom," 

490  And  dimly  vanished  the  form, 

Sloìv-moving  on  the  wiud  of  cairns. 
She  knew  of  the  fall  of  the  chief : 
"  The  shiekled  king  of  Erin  is  laid  low  !  " 
Let  there  Le  no  remembrauce  of  her  grief, 

495  It  sorely  wastes  the  agèd  souL 


DUAN  VIII. 


but  the  ap- 
parition  soou 
vanishes  in 
gloom, 

and  she  umler- 
stands  that 
C'a-mor  has 
fallen.    Ossìan 
refuses  to  de- 
scribe  her 
ffTÌef. 


Fell  darkness  black  on  the  side  of  Moi-Lena, 
Grey  ^vinding  of  eddpng  streams  in  the  glen  : 
Fingal's  voice  was  heard  loud-sounding ; 
Flame  (went  up)  from  the  dark  trees  of  the  hiIL? 

500  The  people  gathered  around  in  joy — 
Joy  half  darkened  by  gloom, 
As  sidewise  they  glanced  on  the  mighty  priucc 
AVhose  soul  did  not  then  exult. 
Sweetly  from  the  waste  of  desert  hills 

505  Came  the  slow  voice  of  chords  to  his  ear, 

Like  murmur  of  lìrooks  from  the  face  of  cairns 
Far  away  in  the  glen  of  peaks, 
Lightly  (floating)  on  dark-slopiug  hiUs, 
(Or)  as  dusky  breeze  from  the  wing  of  cloud.s. 


Night  eomes 

;  the  sound 
of  distant 
music  is 
beard.    Canil 
and  Condan, 
the  bards, 
approach 
the  army  of 
Fingal 


land.  Loud  came  forth.  tlie  voice  of  Fingal :  the  team  of  oaks 
arose.  The  people  gathered  round  -with  gladness — 'with  gladness 
blended  with  shades.  They  sidelong  looked  to  the  king,  and 
beheld  his  unfinished  joy.  Pleasaut  from  the  -way  of  the  desert 
the  voice  of  music  came.  It  seemed  at  first  the  noise  of  a  stream 
far  distant  ou  its  rocks.     Slow  it  rolled  along  thc  hill,  like  the 
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a  Him  of 
lioary  tufts 
— i.e.  the 
thistle. 


510  'N  uair  a  ghlacas  i  fear  nan  dos  liath  "■ 
'Am  fiaradh  ua  h-oidhche  fo  ghruaim. 
'S  e  focal  chaoin  Chondain  a  th'  ann, 
'Us  Carull  le  clàrsaichean  theud. 
Thàinirr  an  "■orm-shìdlcach  a  nall 

515  Gu  Mòra  uam  mall  shruth  fo  bheuc. 


Ghrad  bhris  ua  fonuan  o  bhìiird 
Air  L(5na  nan  càrn  's  uan  àrd  thòrr ; 
Bhuail  na  slòigh  uile  an  sgiath' 
'Measg  tionndadh  'us  fiaradh  uam  fonn. 

520  GhUm  sòlas  'an  eudann  an  rìgh, 
Mar  dhearrsa  'dol  sìos  o  nial, 
Air  aomadh  uaine  nam  mòr  fhrith, 
Seal  mu  -n  èirich  an  f  hiar  lom  ghaoth. 
Bhuail  e  copan  caismeachd  a  sgèith  ; 

525  Ghrad  chaisg  e  na  sldibh  mu  'n  cuairt : 
Bha  aomadh  uan  sluagh  ris  an  treun, 
Pd  guth  an  tìr  feiu  thar  ua  stuaidh. 

"  'Shiol  Mhòirbheinn,  sgaoilcar  au  so  fleagl 
Cuircar  thairis  an  oidh(;h'  'am  fonn  ; 
530  Tha  'n  dearrsa  mu  'n  cuairt  air  magh  ; 
Shiubhail  dìilihra  nau  torruun  a  null. 
Mo  shluaofh  so  mo  charraigcan  treun 


rullled  -wing  of  a  Ijreeze  when  it  takes  the  tufted  heard  of  the  rocks 
in  tlio  still  season  of  night.  It  was  the  voico  of  Condaii  mixed 
with  Carril's  tremhling  harp.  Tlicy  canio  with  Ijhio-ojcd  Forad- 
artho  to  Mora  of  tho  stroanis. 

Siiddon  hursts  tlic  song  from  our  hards  on  Lcna  :  tho  host  struck 
thcir  shiolds  'niidst  tlio  soimd.     Gladness  rose  brif'hteuing  on  tho 
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510  "Wlicu  it  seizes  liim  of  hoary  tufts  "  ^ 
lu  its  sweep  amid  uiglit  of  gioom. 
It  is  the  voice  of  tuueful  Coudau, 
Aud  of  Carul  with  the  striugèd  harp. 
The  blue-eyed  oue  eame  across 

515  To  Mora  of  slow-souudiug  streams. 


along  witli  tlie 
youDg  king, 


Straightway  lu-oke  the  sougs  from  bards 
Ou  Leua  of  caii'us  and  lofty  mounds  ; 
The  host  all  struck  their  shiekls 
Amid  the  wiudiug  of  the  changeful  straius. 

520  Joy  shoue  ou  the  countenance  of  the  kiug 
Like  brightness  coming  down  from  cloud, 
On  the  green  slope  of  great  forests, 
Brief  time  ere  rises  the  cold  whirlwind. 
Ou  his  shield  he  struck  the  waruiug  boss, 

525  Aud  suddeu  hushed  the  hills  all  rouud  : 
The  host  beut  forward  to  the  hero — 
To  the  voice  of  their  own  land  across  the  wave. 


and  aie  joinej 
hy  many 
other  liards, 
who  celelirate 
the  victory 
gained,  and 
its  results. 


"  Race  of  Morven,  here  let  the  feast  be  spread  : 
Let  the  night  pass  on  in  song ; 
530  Brightuess  encii-cles  the  field  ; 

The  darkuess  of  thuuder  has  passed  away. 
These  my  people  are  my  rock  of  streugth, 


Fingal  re- 
joices ;  ad- 
dresses  his 
people  as  his 
strength  aud 
the  source  ol' 
his  renown  ; 


kiiig,  like  the  lieam  of  a  cloudy  day  ■wlien  it  rises  on  tlie  green  liill 
before  the  roar  of  winds.  He  struck  tlie  bossy  sliield  of  kings ; 
at  once  they  cease  around.  The  people  lcau  forward  from  tlieir 
spears  towards  the  voice  of  theù'  land. 

"  Sons  of  Morven,  spread  the  feast ;  send  the  night  away  in  song. 
Ye  have  shone  around  me,  and  the  dark  storm  is  past.     My  people 
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0  'ii  sgaoilear  sgiatli  iolair'  gu  'cìil, 
'N  uair  a  sliiùblilas  mi  mach  gu  beum, 

535  'Us  mi  'glacadh  dhomh  fèin  mo  chliu. 
Tha,  'Oisein,  mo  shleaghsa  a'  d'  làimh  ; 
Cha  bhioran  fann  balaoich  a  crann, 
A  chuireas  an  cluaran  ah-  chall, 
Air  raon,  'us  e  mall  'n  a  thriall. 

540  So  sleagh  nan  garbh  threuna  'an  àm 
'Chur  sìneadh  nan  himh  gu  bàs. 
Coimhead-sa  rì  smns'ribh  nan  treun, 
'Tha  mar  dliearrsa  nam  fuath  o  speur. 
'N  uair  a  ghhxsas  caoin  shokis  aù-  chuan, 

545  Gabh  Artho  nan  sluagh  ri  d'  thaobh 
Gu  Tighmòra,  a's  fuaimeara  stuadh  ; 
Cuir-sa  rìghrean  ghorm  Eirinn  fo  'shìiil, 
Cruthan  àillidh  'thog  cliu  o  shean, 
Gun  dì-chuimhn  na  thuit  anns  a'  bhlàr, 

550  Mosgail  foun  do  na  sàh'  air  an  raon  : 
Cuireadh  Carull  gu  luaidh  an  dàn  ; 
Biodh  sòlas  mu  ghluasad  nan  laoch 
'An  ceò  maidne  mu  iadhadh  nan  càrn. 
EirJdh  am  màireach  mo  shiuil  bhàn 

555  Gu  Sehna  nau  ci'ann  's  nan  tìir 

Garbh  shruthan  'tha  'fiaradh  o  gLlenim 

557  'Meassr  tuiuidh  nau  ruadh  fo  mhùiir." 


are  tlie  windy  rocks,  from  which  I  sprcad  my  cagle-wings,  -vvhen  I 
rush  forth  to  renown  and  seize  it  on  its  ficld.  Ossian,  thou  hast 
the  spear  of  Fingal :  it  is  not  the  staff  of  a  boy  with  which  he 
strews  the  thistle  round,  young  wanderer  of  tlie  field.  No ;  it  is 
the  lance  of  the  miglity,  with  which  they  stretclied  forth  their  liands 
to  death.     Look  to  thy  fathers,  my  son ;  they  are  awful  boams. 
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From  ■\vliicli  the  eagle-wing  is  fuUy  spread, 

When  I  go  forth  to  smite, 
535  And  win  for  myself  renowu. 

Ossian,  my  spear  is  in  thy  hand; 

No  weak  stripling's  wand  its  shaft, 

"With  which  he  lays  the  thistle  low 

On  the  field,  as  he  saunters  slowly. 
540  This  is  the  spear  of  the  great  and  strong, 

Whose  stretching  forth  of  hands  is  death. 

Look  to  the  fothers  of  the  brave, 

They  are  like  shining  spirits  from  the  sky. 

AVhen  tlie  kiudly  light  gleams  on  the  sea, 
545  Take  Artho  of  hosts  by  thy  side 

To  Temora  of  loud-resounding  wave  : 

Before  him  briug  gTeen  Erin's  kings — ■ 

Stately  forms  who  won  renown  of  old ; 

Nor  forgotten  be  those  who  fell  in  battle ; 
550  Eaise  a  strain  to  the  brave  on  the  field  : 

Let  Carul  sing  their  sonsf ; 

Be  joy  around  the  steps  of  the  warriors 

lu  moruing  mist  as  it  twines  arouud  the  cairns. 

To-morrow  shall  my  white  sails  rise 
555  For  Selma  of  trees  and  of  towers — 

Of  gi'eat  rivers  winding  through  giens, 
557  Amid  the  niisty  hauuts  of  deer." 
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puWicly  ad- 
dresses  Ossiau 
as  his  succes- 
sor; 


orders  him  to 
lead  Arthij  to 
his  fathers' 
haU: 


aud  declares 
his  resolution 
to  sail  for 
Selma  on  the 
foUowing 
moming. 


With  mommg  leacl  Ferad-artlio  fortli  to  the  echoLng  halls  of  Temora. 
Eemind  liim  of  the  kings  of  Erin;  the  stately  forms  of  old.  Let 
not  the  fallen  Le  forgot,  they  were  mighty  iu  the  iìeld.  Let  CarrO 
pour  his  song,  that  the  kings  niaj'  rejoice  in  their  mist.  To-morrow 
I  spread  my  sails  to  Selma's  sliaded  walls,  where  streaniy  Duthula 
winds  through  tho  seats  of  roes." 


V()L.  II. 


2  L 


EXPLANATION   OF   PROPER   NAMES 


T    E    M    0    R   A. 


Xote. — There  are  very  few  names  of  importance  mentioned  in  Temora  wliich  have  not 
occiirreil  in  the  previons  poenis,  except  that  of  Ca-mor ;  and  as  the  seene  is  nearly 
the  same  with  tliat  of  the  battles  described  in  the  poem  of  Fingal,  there  is  little 
need  of  explaining  proper  names  in  this  poem  ;  hut  I  give  the  leading  ones  for  the 
salie  of  imiformity.— A.  C. 


Alnecma,  tlie  aiioient  name  of  Connaiiglit,  or  for  tlie  south  of  Eriii 
generall}'. — ]  )uaii  I.  li  jxif'f:. 

Alpix,  an  aged  bard. — Duan  Y. 

Althan,  son  of  Conacliar,  the  chief  liard  of  Artho,  kiiig  of  Erin. 

AiìTno,  Arthro,  Arth,  called  Ferad-Artlio  by  Jracpherson,  tlie  legiti- 
niate  king  of  Erin  whom  Fiiigal  restored  to  hi.s  throne. — l)uan  VIII. 

EoLGA,  a  nanie  for  the  south  of  Erin,  the  resiikmce  of  thc  litilgi,  or 
Fif-Moh/,  -who  are  said  to  have  been  the  sanie  with  the  Eelgae.  Tlie 
name  Fir-hhoìg  means  "  quiver-men,"  or  "  arrow-men." 

EoREAR-DU-HAL,  Borh-fìiciir-ihilili-sìiul,  "  fierce  blaclv-eyed  one."  He 
was  lord  or  king  of  Bolga,  also  called  Alnecma,  and  fathcr  of  Cairbar 
and  Ca-mor.  His  character  fully  justifles  his  name  as  fierce  and  savage. 
— Duan  II.  et  al. 

Cairbar,  a  naiue  formerly  explained,  and  a  very  coinnion  one — here 
borne  by  the  son  of  Borbar,  wlio  murdered  Coriiiac  the  young  kiiig  of 
Erin,  or,  more  properly,  of  UUin,  and  also  treacherously  slew  Oscar. 


EXPLAXATION    OF    PROPER   NAMES    IN    TEMORA. 


His  usurpation  of  tlie  throne  of  ITllin  was  the  causo  of  Fingal's  expedi- 
tion,  descriljed  in  this  poem. — Duan  I. 

Ca-min,  Cath-min,  "  gentle  in  battlo,"  a  chief  of  Ullin,  father  of 
Comla. — Duau  II. 

C.\-MOR,  Ciith-iiìòr,  "  great  in  hattle,"  son  of  Borhar  and  hrother  of 
Cairbar,  wlio  fought  with  Fingal  in  his  brotlier's  cause — a  truly  noble 
character,  and  the  hero  of  tliis  poem.  For  boundless  hospitality  he  has 
been  comisared  to  Axylus  in  Hnmer,  and  to  CìaUius  of  Agrigentum. 

Clatho,  daughter  of  Catli-uUa,  kiug  of  Inistore,  Fiugal's  second  wife, 
and  mother  of  fiUan. — Duan  II. 

Clona,  Cìaonadh,  "  shiping,"  "  •n'indiug,"  the  name  of  a  narrow  glen 
near  the  river  Lubar. — Duan  V. 

Clonmal,  Claon-malì,  probaldy  "  stoopingand  slow,"  one  of  Ca-mor's 
aged  bards,  to  whom  he  consigned  SulvaUa  during  the  war,  and  Avho 
foresaw  his  death. — Duan  YIII. 

Clonra,  Cluon.  ratli,  "  sloping  ridgc,"  the  honie  of  Hidala. — Duan 
VIII. 

Cluaner,  probably  Cìiuiiii-flu'ar,  "  a  man  of  guile,"  a  chief  of  Erin, 
slain  by  Cormac. — Duan  VII. 

Cluba,  a  bay  in  luui.s-huna,  the  home  of  >SulvaIla. — Duan  IV. 

Cldnai,  probably  Clmiincan,  "  meadows,"  or  "green  pastures,"  stiU 
a  common  name  of  places  in  the  Highlands. — Duan  VIII. 

Clungel,  Gìtin  ijraì,  "  whitu  knee,"  themotherof  Sulvalla. — DuauVI. 

CoLC-ULLA,  Colg  ulìamh,  "  prompt  to  fight,"  "  fiery-tempered,"  a  chief 
who  had  defeated  Cormac,  king  of  Erin,  and  was  in  his  turn  dcfeated 
by  Fiugal  iii  his  first  oxpedition  to  Erin. — I)uan  IV. 

CoMLA,  Caijìiiìi  ìàiiili,  "  sni'joth  or  soft  hand,"  daughtcr  of  Ca-min. — 
Dnan  II. 

CoNAR,  probably  Caoin-flimr,  "  gentlo  or  mild  one,"  the  son  of 
Treunmor,  and  first  Caledonian  king  of  Ireland. — Duan  II. 

CoNDAN,  Caoin-dàn,  "  swect  song" — i.c.  "  swoot  .singor"- — a  bard 
attoniling  on   Ailho,   Iho  voun^  king  of  niin. — Duan   A'III. 
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CoxMOE,  Caoin-mòr,  "  mild  anJ  tall,"  king  of  Imiii-liima,  and  fatlier 
of  Sulvalla. — Duau  IV. 

ConMUL,    prolialily    GorìnmJiealI,  "greeu  kill,"    a   liill  occupied  ty 
Fingal.— Duau  VIII. 

CoRMUL,  probalily  Gorm-diuil,  "  Llue-eyed,"  is  also  the  name  of  ono 
of  Ca-mor's  warriors. — Duan  III. 

Cromal,  Ci'òm-mhcall,  "sloping  liill,"   a  mountain  in  Eriu. — Duan 
VIII. 

CcL-ALUixx,  "  lieautiful  liair,"  tke  mothcr  of  Culmecna. 

CuLMEEXA,  Cul-mìn,  "  soft  hair,"  a  young  ■\varrior  slain  Ijy  FiUan. — 
Duan  V. 

Dalriach,  Dail-rialiltaclt,  "  mottled  field." — Duan  V. 

Dalrua,  Dail  riMiìIt,  "red  field." — Duan  V. 

Dearrsa-Lesa,   "  the  hrightuess   of  Lena,"  daug}iter  of  Folda. — ■ 
Duan  V. 

DoRA,  a  hiU  near  Temora. — Duan  I. 

Drum-ard,  "lofty  ridge." — Duan  II. 

Du-CARHON,   Duhh-carrunn,   said  hy  Macj)herson   to    mean    "dark- 
hrown  man." — Duan  III. 

Dux-LoRA,  "  the  fort  of  Lora,"  said  to  be  on  Loch  Etive  in  Aigyle- 
shire. — Duan  III. 

Duxo,  Dìdlino,  Duihhne,  probably  from  duhh,  "black,"  the  father 
of  the  celebrated  Dermid. — Duan  V. 

Dux-IÌATiio,  probablj^  a  "circular  fort,"  the  residence  of  Cormul. — 
Duau  III. 

Du-ULA,  Duhh-fhuilean,  "  dark  floods,"  a  river  in  Ahiecma. — Duau 
IIL 

Du-UMA,  Diihlt  uamltun,  "black  caverns." — Duan  VII. 

Eta,  Eititlli,  "  wild,"  "  fi-ightfid,"  said  to  be  Loch  Etive  in  Argyle- 
sliire. 
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Fl.vual,  Flaithi.'H,  "  stately,"  "  (ilogant,"  the  wife  of  Lar-lion. — Duan 
YII. 

FuLDA,  Fuldatìi,  said  to  be  tromfiulìiloacJ/d,  "  hospitality."  Ile  was 
cliief  of  Moma,  and  tlie  leading  man  in  Ca-mor's  army,  fierco  aud  (juar- 
relsomo  in  tomper — slaiu  by  Fillan. — -Duan  V. 

FoNNAR,  Fuìtitiiilior,  "  tuneful,"  "  musical,"  ono  of  Ca-mor's  bards, 
frociuently  mentioned. 

Innis-uuna,  Inuts-ìiainc,  "groen  islaud,"  the  home  of  Sidvalla.  (I 
have  allowed  both  spoUings  of  this  name  to  staud.) 

Lar-hon,  Lenr-tltonn,  "  wave  of  the  sea,"  the  name  of  the  first  leader 
of  the  Fir-blwlij  who  settled  in  Erin,  and  tho  first  man  who  ventured 
to  sea  from  his  native  place  Lumon. — Duan  VII. 

LoNA,  Lhn,  formerly  explained  as  "  meadow,"  "  lawn,"  a  glen  to 
which  SuIvaUa  retii'ed  before  Ca-mor's  last  battle. 

jMalhos,  ÈIuWws,  said  to  mean  "  slow  to  speak,"  one  of  Ca-nior's 
loadmg  warriors. — Duan  I.  at  al. 

]\Iaronnan,  ono  of  Cairbar's  followers,  slain  hy  Osear. — Duan  I.  it  aì. 

JIoMA,  or  ]\ru.MA,  a  district  in  Connauglit,  of  which  Fulda  was 
chief — Duan  V. 

Na-iios,  Niithn.-i,  son  of  Usnoth,  the  chief  of  Eta,  nephew  of  Cu- 
chullin,  and  a  supportor  of  Cormac  against  Cairbar. — Duan  I. 

Olla,  Cairbar's  bard,  who  sang  tho  doath-song,  warning  Oscar  of  tho 
attack  to  bo  made  on  him. — Duau  I. 

lìo-MAR,  Rìith-ìuar,  one  of  Ca-mor's  warriors,  slain  by  Fillan. — Duan  V. 

RoscRANNA,  said  by  ]\Iacpher.son  to  be  tho  "  beam  of  the  rising  sun." 
This  would  makc  the  word  Ro»j-ijreltie,  and  would  not  be  a  vory  literal 
rendering  after  all.  Probably  tlie  name  signifies  "  bright-eyed  " — lit- 
erally,  "  eye  of  the  sun."  She  was  tho  daugliter  of  Cormac,  king  of 
Erin,  and  the  first  wife  of  Fingal. 

Tradition,  in  tales  and  poems,  sjìeaks  of  Grain(3  as  the  wife  of  Fingal, 
of  herolopoment  with  Dermid,  &c.,  and  has  invcnted  various  romantic 
stories  about  Fingal's  revenge  and  Demiid's  death.  Ossian,  however, 
says  nothing  of  aU  thia;  but  if  Eoscranna  bc  Rosij-ijrelni;  she  is  in  all 
pidbability   tho  saiuo  with  Grainò,  ijriinc  bcing  tho  geuitivc  of  ijrlaii. 
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"  sun."  The  name  readily  suggo.sts  thouglits  of  sun-\vorship ;  nor  docs 
it  require  any  stretch  of  imagination  to  resolve  Fingal's  own  iiame, 
Fionn-r/eaì,  "  white-white,"  or  "  bright-hright,"  into  some  representation 
of  the  "  Ijright  light  of  day." — Duan  IV.  The  motlior  of  King  Arthur 
was  Ii/raitiè.    Can  a  connection  hetwcen  him  and  Fingal  be  cstuhli.shed? 

Samla,  SamJiìadh,  "  likeness,"  "  apparition,"  tho  name  of  the  hall 
huilt  by  Lar-hon  in  consequence  of  a  vision  which  appeared  to  him. — 
Duan  VII. 

Srumon,  or  Strumon,  Srntli-monaiJh,  "  mountain-stream,"  the  namc 
of  the  family-seat  of  Morni,  father  of  Gaul,  said  to  bc  near  Selma. — 
Duan  III. 

SuL-ALlN,  Sliil  ùltiinn,  "  bcautiful  cyo,"  the  wifc  of  Sonnmor, 
"great  hero,"  who  followed  liiin  to  battle,  where  his  love  for  her 
induced  him  to  cease  fighting,  in  consequence  of  which  his  enemy 
esoaped. — Duan  VII. 

SuLVALLA,  Sttil-mJiaìI,  "  slow-mo'ving  eye,"  daughter  of  tho  king  of 
Iiinis-huna,  who,  falling  in  love  with  Ca-mor,  foUowed  him  to  Erin  in 
the  disguise  of  a  warrior — was  recognised  by  him  as  her  helmet  feU  off 
when  she  was  asleep.  He  deeply  loved  her,  and  persuaded  hcr  to 
retire  to  the  glen  of  Lona  until  the  close  of  the  war.  Her  name  occurs 
very  frequently  throughout  the  pocm  of  Temora.  One  of  IMacpherson's 
miiior  poeiiis  (not  given  in  Gaelic)  bears  the  title  of  "SuLniaUa  [SulvaUa] 
of  Luinon." 

Temora,  is  said  by  Macpherson  to  be  TiijJt-nmr-rìijJt,  "  the  house  of  a 
great  king,  or  "  the  grcat  house  of  a  king ; "  but  it  is  generaUy 
written  TeamJiair,  "  pleasant,"  or  TeamJtra,  TeamJiair-ratJt,  "  pleasant 
circle,"  "  fortification,"  or  "  dweUiiig,"  modermsed  into  the  woll-known 
Tara,  the  palace  of  the  king  of  Ireland. 

Tlamin,  TlìdJi-mìn,  "  kindly  and  smooth,"  wife  of  Clonar,  slaiu  by 
Ca-mor. — Duan  VIII. 

TuRLA,  a  hcro  sLain  by  GauL — Duan  III. 

TuKLOcn,  a  name  of  frcquent  ocourrence,  probaLily  tur-IaocJi,  "  thor- 
ough  warrior,"  or  "hero." 

UsNOTH,  often  referred  to,  cLiief  of  Eta,  father  of  tliree  bra^'e 
sons,  wliose  sad  history  is  given  in  the  poem  of  Darthula,  of  which,  as 
observed  in  tlie  iiotes,  there  are  very  many  versions  preserved. 


N  0  T  E  S      T  0      T  E  M  0  R  A. 


D  U  A  N      I. 

^  "  ni.s  Viulililing  Ijlood  rod-gusliiug  froni  liis  Lreast." 
"  'l'liuil  cliraobli-dliearg,"  &c. 

Macfarlan  translates  tliis  by  "  sanguine  arhoreo  rufi'lo,"  an  extreme 
instauce  of  liis  tranditeration.  I  liave  heard  good  Gaelic  scliolars  sug- 
gesting  the  expression  crò-dhearg,  crò  being  used  for  deep-red  ;  but 
crnohh  is  frequcntly  applied  to  "  liulibles  "  or  "  bells  "  on  the  surface  of 
auy  liquid.  "  Lul.iljling "  or  "fuaming"  gives  a  literal  and  a  good 
meaning  here. 

2  "  iroranal,  to  the  liill  of  Lcua's  plain,"  &c. 

The  close  resenibhxnce  of  the  account  here  given  to  that  at  the  be- 
giuning  of  the  first  Duan  of  Fingal  is  very  obvious ;  and  the  names  of 
the  two  scouts,  Moranal  and  Moran,  are  so  very  similar,  as  to  render  it 
more  tlian  probable  that  tlie  one  scene  is,  at  least  in  part,  copied  from 
tlie  other. 

I  think  this  remarkable  siniilarity  a  strnng  proof  tliat  I\racpherson 
gave  the  two  pocms  as  he  fuund  tliem.  Ile  had  far  too  much  sliarpness 
to  commit  so  palpable  a  bhinder  a.s  tliis,  were  he  drawiiig  from  his 
owu  resources. 

*  "I  saw  on  high  tlie  lioro's  forward  spoar,"  &c. 
!Macpherson  says  that  wlien  any  one  approached  anfither  witli  tho 
point  of  his  spear  before  liim,  he  thus  intimated  that  he  came  for 
conibat. 

■•   "  Cairbar,  terrify  a  slave" — 

iii  (lacl.  tràilì,  and  occurring  nowhere  else  in  Ossian.  It  is  now  in 
comnion  use  :  but  it  seems  to  bc  the  Saxon  word  "  thrall ; "  and  it  is 
desurviiig  of  remark  tliat  the  Gaelic  for  "  servant "  or  "  slave "  given 
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in  the  Biblo  is  alwa^^s  ùglach  or  han-(i(jlach,  "  young  man  "  or  "  J'ouug 
■womau."  It  is  as  if  no  service  liad  been  known  among  tlie  Celts 
except  that  which  the  youuger  rendered  to  the  ekler. 

Sdrbhiseach  for  "  servant "  (servus)  is  quite  common  in  modern 
Gaelic,  but  does  not  belong  to  the  time  of  Ossian.  Probably  the  root 
of  tliis  word  is  searbh  (pronounced  shcirv),  "  bitter,"  "  hatefid." 

^  "  OUa  the  seer  ceased  the  song." 

OUa  (or  011(1  iiih)  ma.j  possiljly  be  here  the  projier  nauie  of  a  bard  ; 
but  more  probably  it  is  au  official  title — one  which  of  old  carried  high 
dignity  and  valuable  privileges  in  Ireland,  and  is  still  used  in  the  High- 
lands  as  the  equivalent  of  a  graduate,  ■whether  in  theology  or  mcdicine, 
D.D.  or  M.D. 

Filklh,  or  Filc,  ofton  taken  as  signifying  a  bard  or  poet,  denoted  in 
Ireland  a  man  of  learning — what  in  the  present  day  is  understood  by  a 
man  of  liberal  or  university  education.  There  were  no  fewer  than  seven 
classes  or  grades  in  fiUclheachd.  To  one  of  these  was  committed  the 
preservation  of  the  genealogies  of  families — to  another  the  recording 
the  history  of  the  country.  Otliers  were  poets  and  musieians ;  but  the 
ollamli  stood  at  the  hcad  of  them  all.  In  rank,  he  took  precedence  of 
the  whole  nobility  {flaithean),  standing  next  the  king.  There  was  a 
liberal  public  provision  made  for  his  maintenance,  and  not  only  was 
his  person — as  were  those  of  tlie  whole  class — held  sacred  from  violence, 
but  he  had  the  privilege  of  establishing  a  sanctuary  around  his  dwelling 
wherever  he  was. 

These  few  facts  I  take  from  the  very  able  work  of  Professor  O'Curry 
on  the  MS.  materials  of  Irish  history ;  and  I  will  venture  to  say  that 
any  one  who  reads  these  most  elaborate  lecturcs  will  admit  at  least  the 
possibility  of  high-class  poetry  being  produced  by,  and  preserved  among, 
the  ancient  Celts. 

"  The  death  of  Osoar  by  Cairbar,  the  account  of  which  occupies  from 
1.  257  to  381  of  this  Duan,  is,  I  believe,  more  widely  known  thi-oughout 
the  Highlands  than  any  other  event  recorded  in  Ossianic  poetry.  It  is 
called  Bà)s  Oscair,  Laoiclh  Oscair,  Marhh-Rann  Oscair,  Calli  Gìtahlira, 
&c.  &c.  There  is  an  outline  of  the  story  in  the  Dean  of  Lismore's 
Book  (1530),  a  long  ballad  on  the  subject  in  Jerome  Stone's  MS. 
(before  175G),  one  in  Kennedy's  CoIIection  (1783),  one  in  the  Irvine 
MS.  (1800),  two  versions  in  Gdlies  (1786),  one  in  MacCaUum  (1816), 
and  one  in  Mr  J.  F.  CampbeU's  '  West  Highland  Tales,'  got  Lu  1860, 
besides  an  Irish  version  got  in  1853. 
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It  would  be  a  If  Jirms  woi-k  to  anal^'so  auj  compare  tlioso  various 
versious ;  nor  would  it  repay  tlie  uecessary  labour.  They  all  difler 
froia  eacli  othcr  in  length,  iu  arrangement,  and  in  various  iucideuts, 
but  agree  in  statiug  that  Cairbar  slew  Oscar,  who,  however,  before  fall- 
ing,  iuflicted  a  uiortal  wound  on  his  enemy.  Macpherson's,  as  iu  simi- 
lar  cases,  is  greatly  sujoerior  to  tho  others  iu  clearuess  and  in  poetic 
beauty. 

It  may  be  remarked,  as  oue  instance  of  tho  corruptions  which  creep 
iuto  such  baUads  when  recited  by  persons  uusldlled  iu  the  lauguage  iu 
which  they  are  composed,  that,  in  several  of  tlie  versions  which  I  have 
seen,  Fingal,  when  describing  wounds  which  Oscar  had  received  ou 
former  occasious,  is  made  to  saj', 

"  SlmàmlunUi  ua  corrain  ro'  d'  cluicas  ;" 
aud  agaiu — 

"  SluiàmhaJIi  na  gfòidL,"  &c.  : 

wliich  has  bcen  translated — 

"  Tlie  criincs  woulil  swini  tlu'ough  thy  waist," 
aiid 

"  The  r/ccsc  would  swim,"  &c. 

It  need  hardly  be  said  that  this  is  nonseuso.  I  observe,  in  Jerome 
Stone's  MS.,  the  first  line  running  thus — 

"  Nitinh  na  corthoin  ro'  d'  chueas  ;" 

aud  in  the  sccond  hc  has/c/ti/i  for  ijcoiJh,  wliich,  if  translated  according 
to  the  most  obvious  meauiug,  would  make  Oscar's  wouud  so  wide  that 
deer  might  swim  through  it — worse  than  even  r/ecse. 

Corran  is,  however,  au  okl  word  for  some  kind  of  arrow.  Thus,  in 
Dr  Smitli's  '  Tiomna  GhuiU,'  Gaul,  iu  "  I-freoin,"  is  described  as  haviug 

"  Ceud  corran  'n  a  tliaohh  'an  shs ;" 
which  Dr  Siuith  translates  by 

"  A  hundred  arrows  with  iron  heads,"  &c. 

Fiiti  is  another  word  for  arrow  frequently  used  by  Ossian;  aud  it  is  said 
also  to  siguify  a  spear-shaft.  The  ìiamh  sccnis  to  be  thc  oolloquial 
abbreviation  of  'n  àiii  hhn,  "  at  tlio  time  whcn  " — aud  tlms  tho  liues 
would  ruii  as  follow.s : — 

"  'N  !lni  bha  na  ua  corrain  tro'  d'  chueas;  " 

"  'N  àm  bha  na,fiuidh*  tro'  d'  chneas" — 

*  Fiuidh  mji'idh,  by  crror  of  writer  niaile/tiW/t. 
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that  is — ■ 

"  AVlxen  tlie  arrows  were  througli  tliy  ivaist;" 

"  AVhen  tlie  spear-shafts  were,"  &c. 

I  iloubt  not  tliat  niany  similar  oLscurities  aud  apparent  coutradictions 

iu  old  poetry,  Celtic  and  other,  liave  arisen  from  such  causes  as  gave  to 

Oscar  tlie  unlieard-of  wounds  mentioned  in  the  ballads. 

ìso.  VII.  of  Macpherson's  'Fragments  '  gives  an  account  of  the  deatli 

of  an  Oscar,  son  of  Caruth ;  but  the  circumstances  do  not  in  the  least 

resemble  those  detaQed  in  the  account  of  the  death  of  Oscar  the  son  of 

Ossian.     Oscar  was  a  very  common  name. 

"  "  Wlio  but  tlie  sons  of  noble  Usnoth, 
From  Eta  of  the  hoary  streams  ] " 

The  children  of  Usnoth — Ifahos,  Ardan,  Aille — are  well  known  in 
Higldand  and  Irish  tradition.  Macphersou  in  "  Darthula,"  one  of  his 
minor  poems  (of  which  he  left  no  Gaelic  original),  gives  the  tragical 
tale  of  their  death.  There  is  in  the  Advocates'  Library  a  MS.,  bearing 
the  date  of  1238,  containing  the  "Lament  of  Deirdre,"  or  "Darthula," 
(tlie  bride  of  Kahos)  for  Alba,  which  is  translated  by  Mr  Skene. —  (Intro- 
duction  to  Dean  of  Lismore's  Book,  p.  87.)  There  is  a  long  version 
of  the  whole  story  of  "  Clann  LTsnoich  nan  each  gcahi,"  "  the  cliildren  of 
Usnoth  of  the  '  white  horses,' "  in  Gillies  ;  another  in  Stewart's  CoUec- 
tion ;  and  I  have  a  very  long,  though  imperfect  one,  which  was 
got  in  the  Island  of  Barra  three  years  ago  by  Mr  Carmichael  of  the 
Inland  Eevenue,  Lochmaddy — a  very  zealous  and  successful  collector 
of  old  tales  and  traditions.  His  name  frequently  appears  in  Mr  Camp- 
beU's  most  interesting  work  of  the  '  West  Highland  Tales.'  There  are 
also  Irish  versions  of  the  story.  The  heroine's  name  is  sometimes  Dèir- 
dre,  more  frequently  Dhard-ghvil,  probably  meaning  "  bright  eye."  A 
"  vitrified  fort"  in  Glen  Nevis,  and  another  on  Looh  Xess,  are  caUed 
Dun-dèard-ishuil ;  and  on  the  farm  of  Dalness,  in  Glen  Etive,  thcre  is  a 
place  caUed  Grianan  Dèard-shuil.  For  the  locaUty  of  Eta,  vidc  note 
9,  Yol.  i.  p.  81. 

*  "  Unlike  each  other  are  our  souls,  thou  hero, 
Thou  of  feeblest  hand  iu  battlo." 

It  is  very  remarkable  that  he  "  of  feeblest  Laud  in  battlu  "  sliould  be 
addressed  as  a  "hero."  The  words  are  a  thrcin,  "  tliou  strong  one,"  or 
"  thou  hero."  Possibly  the  term  may  be  used  as  one  of  courtesy  to 
which  aU  engaged  in  war  were  held  to  be  entitled,  or  probably  the  bard 
often  uses  the  varioiis  teruis  for  hero,  as  I  have  formerly  remarked  he 
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does  those  descriptivo  of  jilace,  lucrelj'  to  bulance  his  lines  when  needed. 
Their  nimiher  is  very  great — àrmunn,  curaidh,  flath.,  fjaisgcach,  laoch, 
saoi,  sàr,  sonn,  treun,  triath,  and  some  more,  without  any  niarked  differ- 
ence  of  meaning,  oocur  with  a  frequenoy  monotonous  to  the  reader,  and 
very  trying  to  the  translator. 


DUAN    IT. 

*  "  EecalHng  the  fame  of  the  Bolgi." 

Macpherson  considers  the  Bohji,  or  Fir-hholg,  to  be  a  tribe  of  "  Bel- 
gae  "  who  made  their  way  to  Ireland  ;  and  Professor  O'Curry  rejieatedly 
speaks  of  the  Boìiji  as  early  iuhabitants  of  his  countrj',  who  fought 
with  the  Tuath  de  Danan.  I  will  say  nothing  on  the  subject,  exoejit 
that  their  name  impHes  their  being  known  as  ''  archers."  Maopherson 
is  quite  riglit  in  translating  Fir-hholj  by  "  meu  of  the  quiver "  or 
"  arrow-bag." 

-  "  Three  times  called  the  bards  of  song 

The  soul  of  Colgar,"  &o. 

This  reminds  us  of  tlie  "  clamor  supremus"  of  tlu>  Ttomans — "magnà 
nianes  ter  voce  vocavi "  (,En.,  YI.  50G).  I  do  not  remember  any  otlier 
instance  in  Ossian  where  the  call  is  thrice  repeated  as  here  ;  but  as 
Fingal  (Duan  IV.,  1.  189,  190)  charges  the  "  cold  bla.st  of  Lena"  to 
waft  to  tlieir  native  land  the  spirits  of  thc  warrioi's  wlio  might  faU  in 
battle  in  Erin,  it  is  probable  that  the  calling  of  the  bards  here  was 
intended  to  assist  Colgar's  spirit  iu  regaining  his  own  laud. 

'  "]\ry  vongeance  flies,"  &c. 

In  the  text  we  have  nio  gliamhlas,  the  common  term  for  "  vengeance," 
"  malice,"  &c. ;  but  Dr  Eoss  gives  at  the  foot  of  the  page  mo  ghallt'nas, 
which  means  my  "  stranger-/(00(7,"  or  "  strangcr-.s/((y;,"  the  feelings  with 
which  a  GalJ,  or  "  stranger,"  was  regarded  by  Ossian.  Thc  probability 
is  that  Dr  Eoss  found  tliis  word  in  Macphersou's  MS. ;  but  wherever 
found,  it  is  remarkable  as  showing  the  bitter  feeling  entertained  towards 
"  Gatls."  lu  translating  tho  word  here  by  "  strangcr,"  I  follow  tlio 
c'onimon  usage  ;  but  in  thc  text  I  have  retained  the  word  Gall 
untranslated.      The  meeting  with  gullt'nas  as   the  original  form   of 
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gamlilas,  "hatred,"  "vengeance,"  confirms  me  in  the  propriety  of  thus  re- 
taining  it ;  for  if,  acconling  to  the  common  acceptation,  we  take  dàinih 
to  signify  "  stranger "  (imdoulitedly  its  frequent  though  not  uniform 
me;ming),  and  remembcr  witli  what  hospitalit}'  and  courtesy  "strangers" 
■were  always  treated,  it  wlU  appear  impossible  that  the  two  words, 
Gall  and  dùimh,  apply  to  the  same  class  of  people.  It  seems  probable 
that  Gall  denoted  some  race,  or  apparently  various  tribes  of  the  same 
race,  ■who  were  particularly  obnoxious  to  the  meu  of  Alba  in.  Ossian's 
day. 

*  "  As  they  hear  thee  rising  in  noise." 
.     .     .     or  "  with  noise." 

Vide  also  Duan  YIL,  1.  422,  423— 

"  Where  rises  the  resounding  sun 
From  the  waves  of  hoary  heads." 

I  do  not  know  what  exact  opinion  regarding  the  sun  originated  the 
remarkable  phrasc  before  us.  In  '"  Jlòrdubli,"  a  Gaelic  fragment  of 
undoubted  antiquity  and  of  great  beauty,  published  by  Gillies,  and 
translated  Lato  English  by  Clark  in  his  '  Caledonian  Bards,'  tliere  is 
a  sim-]i\-mn,  as  is  so  frequently  to  be  met  with  in  old  Gaelic  ijoetrj-, 
and  therein  he  is  thus  addressed — 

"  Eetiii?  to  thy  beJ  with  mtislr, 
Thou  who  art  great  among  the  stars." 

It  is  not  improbable  that  they  who  worshipped  the  sun  would 
celebrate  both  his  rising  and  his  setting  with  music  and  song.  Or 
the  reference  may  be  to  one  of  the  many  Aryan  myths  which  repre- 
sent  the  Sun-god  as  for  a  season  overpowered  by  Darkness,  and 
regaining  his  freedom  through  contest  and  struggle,  which  naturally 
suggests  tlie  idea  of  noise.  Have  we  a  trace  of  a  belief  in  tliis 
struggle  Ln  the  words  which,  both  in  Gaelic  and  English,  describe  the 
first  appearance  of  daj^ — hriseadli,  "  breaking,"  or  "  breaking  forth  of 
day"1 

It  is  remarkable  that  in  almost  all  the  beautiful  sun-hymns  pre- 
served  in  Gaelic,  whatevcr  homage  is  paid  to  the  gi-eat  light  for  his 
brightness  and  power,  he  is  spoken  of  as  hastening  to  darkness  and 
decay.  The  warrior  sometimes  boasts  that  his  renown  wiU  survive  the 
shining  of  the  sun.  But  it  appears  that  this  idea  of  the  mortahty  of 
the  gods  was  arrived  at  liy  thoughtful  men  wlierever  the  powers  of 
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nature  were  deified.  The  clianges  seen  on  tliese  tlirougli  tlie  Rcasons 
of  tlic  year  necessarily  suggested  tlie  mutability  and  final  destruction  of 
those  whom  thcy  rcpresented  ;  aud  the  Teutonic  mj'thology  came  to 
the  dark  conchision  that  "  all  gods  must  die."  Thus  it  was,  however, 
that  the  mind  rose  to  perceive  the  necessity  of  one  supreme  and  ahso- 
hite  ruwer. — T7</c  '  Cliips  from  a  German  Workshop,'  by  Profcssor  M. 
l^ruller.  V(il.  i.  c.  X. 


DUAN    III. 

'   "  Sing,  ye  bards,  an  nndying  song  !  " 

In  tliis  lino  I  have  departed  very  much  farther  froni  a  litcral  render- 
ing  tliau  I  usuaUy  do.  The  words  are  "  Fàgaibhse  'bhirda,  am  fonn" — 
literallj',  "  leave  you,  ye  bards,  the  song;"  and  Macfarlau  translates  it 
"  omittite  cantum,"  &c.  The  context  clearly  shows  that  this  cannot 
be  the  meaning.  Fingal,  about  to  engage  in  tlie  List  of  his  battk^s, 
spcaks  thus  to  his  bards,  and  chargcs  them,  in  the  foUowiug  Unes,  to 
"  shed  plenteous  Ught  on  the  combat."  It  is  evident  that  lie  wished 
them  to  sing ;  and  his  meaning  seems  to  be  that  they  were  to  sing  a 
battle-song  which  would  not  peri.sh  with  tliemselves,  but  remain  after 
them — "  Leave  a  song  (behind  you),"  which  I  have  rendered,  as  above, 
an  "  undying  song." 

-  "  WhUe  he  rides  the  horse  of  thc  whirlwind." 

The  expressions  "  riding  the  storm"  and  "  the  riding"  or  "careering 
of  tlie  storms" — "marcachd  nan  sian" — arc  stiU  preserved  in  GaeUc; 
and  there  are  days  whcn  its  appropriatene.ss  can  be  fidly  understood. 
We  now  and  then  see  the  elements  rushing  onwards  as  if  in  their 
utmost  strength — mist  and  sleet  or  rain  driven  along  the  steep  face  of 
the  mountain  by  a  raging  and  roaring  wind ;  and  often  they  heave 
in  great  surges  or  ridges,  extending  from  the  depth  of  tho  glen  to  tlie 
summit  of  the  mountain.  This  terrific  lieaving  and  roUing  is  calli'd 
tlie  "  riding  of  the  storm,"  and  the  scene  naturaUy  enougli  suggcsts  tlic 
idea  of  the  wild  career  of  cloud-born  stceds  rusliiiig  onwards  with  fear- 
ful  swiftncss  in  resistless  and  destructivc  strcngth. 

Ossian  frequently  rc;presents  the  storm  as  undor  thc  control  of  spirits 
hostUe  to  man,  and  thus  fittcd  to  awakcn  terror  iu  Iho  mind.     ]5ut  in  this 
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he  expresses  a  feeling  natural  to  man,  and  wliicli  ■vve  meet  with  in  lieathen 
poets  generally.  It  is  the  Bible  that  first  speaks  of  the  thunder  as  the 
voice  of  Jehovah — "  of  fire  and  hail,  snow  and  vapour,  and  stormy  ■n-ind 
fidfilling  His  word " — that  represents  Him  as  ruling  supreme  over  all ; 
and  it  is  only  when  -we  dwell  under  the  covert  of  His  wing  that  we 
can  contemplate  the  war  of  the  elements  with  a  sense  of  security,  or 
in  any  degree  rejoice  in  the  sublimity  of  the  spectacle.  The  deep 
gloom  which  often  pervades  Ossian's  pictures  of  the  aspect  of  nature 
has  heen  complained  of ;  but  it  aflbrds  a  strong  proof  that  the  author, 
whoever  he  was,  actually  lived  amid  the  oft-dosolating  stornis  and 
floods,  aud  the  nigged  mist-shrouded  mountains,  of  the  north-west  High- 
lands — proof  also  that  he  did  not  view  nature  through  the  henign  light 
shed  on  hei  face  by  the  rovelation  of  the  God  cf  nature  as  tho  Father 
and  the  Friend  of  man. 

^  "  Thej-  never  can  quit  tlie  earth 

F"or  the  home  of  the  wùids  without  tJw  srnu/." 

From  this  and  many  other  passages  of  a  similar  import  we  see  wliat 
niighty  power  the  bardic  order  must  have  wielded  over  a  people  who 
helieved  that  their  song  or  publicly-awarded  praise  was  necessary  for 
admitting  the  spirit  to  a  state  of  happiness  after  death  ;  and  we  have 
here  at  least  the  elements  of  a  puhlic  judgment  heing  passed  on  men 
when  their  Hves  came  to  an  end.  The  bards  refused  to  sing  the  praises 
of  Cairbar,  hecause  he  had  been  dark  and  bloodthirsty;  and  it  was 
solely  through  the  generosity  of  Ossian — wonderful  generosity  towards 
au  enemy  who  had  treacherously  slaLn  his  onlj'  son — that  he  was  at 
length  released  from  his  imprisonment.  We  road  of  many  others  who 
seemed  to  have  been  doomed  to  hover  amid  the  vapour  of  the  reedy 
marsh  without  any  prospect  of  deliverance. 

From  the  praj'er  of  the  shade  of  Patroclus  to  his  friend  and  patron 
Achilles  (H.,  XXIII.  ver.  72  et  seq.),  we  see  that  the  performance  of  due 
funeral  rites  was  required  to  admit  the  departed  Greeks  to  happiness 
beyond  the  grave ;  and  Yirgil  (^En.,  YI.  ver.  329)  shows  that  the 
Eomans  whose  remains  lay  unburied  were  condemned  to  wander  for  a 
hundrod  years  on  the  banks  of  the  Styx,  forbidden  to  cross  the  fated 
stream.  But  there  is  no  mention  of  persoual  merit  or  demerit  as  affect- 
ing  their  position. 

■*  The  episodo  of  Evir-choma,  the  wife  of  Gaul  (I.  310-319),  seenis  to 
1)6  entirely  out  of  placo  here,  and  T  havo  accordingly  bracketed  it. 
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'  lìaise  stones 

To  all  wlio  have  fallen  in  the  war. 
Leaders  they  were  not,  but  their  arms 
Were  strong  as  heroes'  in  the  fight. 
My  strength  they  were  in  danger  of  the  spcar; 
My  rock  in  the  time  of  arrows — 
The  monntain  from  which  rose  ou  high 
The  sounding  eagle-wing  of  my  renown. 


Carul,  forgct  not  thou  thcir  dust." — L.  4G0  4G9. 

It  is  refrcshing,  aniong  tlie  constantly-recurring,  high-sounding  praises 
of  heroes  and  cliiefs,  of  lords  and  kings,  to  fiiul  sucli  a  recognition  as 
we  have  here  of  men  of  common  mould  and  stamp ;  and  it  shows  the 
wisdom  as  well  as  the  kind-heartedness  of  Fingal  to  acknowledge  the 
nicrits  of  those  who  must  ever  be  the  strength,  not  mercly  of  the  war- 
rior,  but  the  strength  and  the  stay  of  every  kingdom  and  country. 

The  popular  idea  of  the  chxn  system  entertained  in  the  southern 
part  of  the  kingdom  calls  up  a  pompous  petty  tyrant  on  the  one  hand, 
and  a  crowd  of  abject  serfs  on  the  other.  But  whatever  may  be  the 
era  of  Fingal,  we  have  Gaelio  poems  in  abundance,  unquestionably 
composed  more  than  two  hundred  years  ago,  which  represent  the  chief 
tlien  as  following  Fingal's  example  in  showing  true  regard  for  his 
clan,  acting  as  the  ceunn-chine,  tho  head  of  the  kinch'ed ;  and  it 
would  be  well  for  the  Highhands  if  tliis  .spirit  were  once  moro  restored 
— if  due  vahie  were  set  on  the  native  race  of  the  niountains,  and  a  stop 
put  to  those  "  cleaiances"  which  are  fast  realising  Teunyson's  di'eary 
description  of  Lritain  before  Arthur  rose — 

"  And  80  there  grew  great  tracts  of  wililerncss, 
Wherein  the  beast  was  more  .aiul  inori', 
AnJ  mau  was  less  and  less." 


DUAN    IV. 

1  "  Connac  drew  toward  my  ste]>s." 

"  ( Ihluais  snas  di)  m'  cheumaibli  ('oriuiic." 

TIu'  u.se  of  tli<'  prcpòsition  do,  as  hcrc,  is  cnlin'ly  ii])p(ise(l  to  mddcrn 
nsage.  Gu  woukl  be  used  instcad.  Ewcn  ì\r'I,;ichliin,  in  various 
instanccs,  changes  the  dn  to  <ju,  and  in  thc  Ix'ginniug  of  my  work  I 
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followed  liis  exainple  ;  Init  on  seeiiig  tliat  it  is  freij;icntly,  tliou^^li  not 
uniformJy,  used  tlius  by  Ossian,  I  have  retaiueJ  it,  as  I  do  evory  forni 
of  expression  wliich.  is  cliaracteristic  of  liis  style. 

-  "  TJic  wind  was  umler  cloud  of  darkest  skirt, 

Wliich  he  had  snatched  off  the  rough  hreast  of  night, 
As  he  rose  from  the  praiso  of  the  cliariots." 

The  whole  history  of  the  hurial,  and  of  the  suhsequent  fate  of  Cairhar, 
is  interesting  in  various  respects.  I  have,  in  a  note  on  Duan  III.,  ad- 
verted  to  the  power  of  the  hards  to  give  or  to  refuse  entrance  to  the  Celtic 
Valhalla,  or  the  "abode  of  the  hrave  and  the  hospitahle" — Flath-innis, 
as  it  was  called.  It  appears  that  the  hards  of  Cairhar's  friends  could 
not  give  him  right  of  admission.  It  was  necessary  tliat  the  hards  of 
him  whom  he  hail  injured  should  consent  to  this — shoidd  sign  his  pass- 
port ;  othorwise  his  hrothor  Ca-mor,  who  had  ahundanee  of  bards  at  his 
commaml,  wouhl  not  apply  to  Ossian,  as  we  see  him  doing  toward  the 
close  of  Duan  II.  Ossian  had  very  generously  sent  Carul  to  raise  him 
on  high.  From  the  lines  before  us,  however,  it  secms  that  lie  found  the 
ascent  a  diffioult  one.  He  had  to  snatch  a  cloud  off  the  rough  (or 
rugged)  breast  of  night  to  carry  him  upwards.  It  appears  that  cliiefs 
of  stainless  oharacter  easily  ascended  on  "  cloud-cars,"  and  were  joyfully 
welcomed  hy  those  who  were  before  tliem.  Cairhar's  crucl  niurder  of 
young  Cormac  carried  a  Nemesis  with  it,  which  clung  to  him  through 
life,  in  death,  and  beyond  it. 

"  As  lie  rose  frora  tlie  praise  of  tlie  chariots." 

This  obscure  line  seems  to  poiut  to  the  song  of  Carul,  who  probahly 
praised  Cairbar  as  a  chief  or  ruler  of  chariots — a  description  often  given 
of  other  chiefs,  and  very  freqiiently  of  CuchuIIin. 

^  "  My  form  is  in  the  dusky  hall, 

Like  dreaded  lightnmg  of  the  storms, 

"When  it  bursts  and  scatters  on  the  hill, 

And  the  night-tempest  travels  from  tlio  north." 

The  charaoter  wlii'jh  Cairbar  here  gives  of  himself  eorresponds  well 
with  the  ferocity  which  he  manifested  in  the  hall  of  Temora,  but  it 
does  not  seem  to  be  in  harmony  with  the  circumstances  in  which  he 
gives  this  acoount  of  himself  He  rejoices  at  his  rclease  ;  he  shows 
gi'eat  tendemess  towards  his  brother ;  and  this  cxulting  in  the  posses- 
VOL.  II.  2  M 


546  NOTES   TO   TEMORA. 


sion  of  dread  destructivo  powers  seems  quite  at  varianoc  with  the  affec- 
tion  and  sj-rapathy  which  he  expresses  for  Ca-mor.  I  think  it  prohable 
that  the  last  three  lines  of  the  quotation  belong  to  some  other  scene, 
and  are  herc  misplaced. 


■•  "  The  breezes,  dusky  and  light, 

Darkly  leaned  on  the  edge  of  the  wavcs." 

Attributing  colour  to  the  viewless  wind  appears  to  be  a  considerable 
stretch  of  poetic  licence;  but  if  authority  were  required  to  justify  Ossian 
in  a  practice  which  he  very  frequently  foUows,  the  high  names  of  Homer 
and  of  Horace  might  be  quoted,  both  of  whom  speak  of  "  the  white  soiith 
wind."  I  know  not  why  tliey  call  the  soutli  wind  white;  but  every  ono 
who  has  noticed  the  darkening  effect  of  a  breeze,  from  whatever  quarter, 
on  tlie  face  of  previously  stLll  water,  will  acknowledge  that,  if  the  cause 
is  to  be  characterised  by  its  effects,  a  breeze  may  in  all  truth  be  dcscribed 
as  dark  or  dusky. 

I  am  not  sure  that  I  give  the  right  word  in  speaking  of  the  breeze 
leaninrj  on  the  edge  of  the  waves — ag  aomadh  is  very  ofteu  applied  as 
here.  It  signifies  "  to  lean,"  "  to  bend  forward,"  "  to  slaut."  It  clearly 
impHes  coutact  between  the  wind  and  the  sea ;  but  I  cannot  fiud  an 
English  word  to  express  this  contact  appropriately.  It  is  one  of  very 
many  instances  where  the  widely-different  idioms  of  Gaelic  and  English 
renders  a  good  translation  (strictly  so  called)  from  the  ono  into  the 
other  a  matter  of  extreme  diffìculty,  if  not  impossibility.  C'iar,  used 
here  and  elsewhere  so  often,  signifies  "  dark "  or  "  dusky,"  and  has 
Cfiire  iu  the  gen.  Cèire  is  pronounccd  Jarè,  aud  remiuds  oue  of  the 
Greek  x^jss,  or  "  darkness  "  0). 


''  "  Battle  is  pouring  froni  the  wood." 

Taomadli,  "  pouring,"  is  very  often  used  to  describe  a  battle-charge, 
and,  speaking  of  the  engagoment  of  two  hosts,  it  is  frequontly  said, 
"  thaom  iad  's  a  chèile,"  "  they  imirnd  in  to  each  other."  I  have  some- 
times  endeavoured  to  avoid  what  ajipears  a  harsh  expression  in  English 
by  subatituting  "  rushing  on  each  otlier,"  but  I  have  observed  tliat 
Virgil  uses  thc  same  figure  wherc  Acha;menides  describes  tho  attack 
wlùch  he  and  liis  com])anions  made  on  the  monstcr  Polyphemus — 

.     .     .     "  Un!l,  undique  circuni 
iMiii.lÌMiiH-,"  li.<:—A'.\ì.  iii.  V.  634. 
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DUAN    V. 

'  "  Son  of  xVlpm." 

"  The  son  of  Alpin  "  is  a  title  frequently  given  ty  the  Higlilanders  of 
Scotland  to  St  Patrick,  the  apostle  of  Ireland ;  and  as,  according  to  the 
Irish  theory,  Ossian  recited  his  poetry  to  the  saint,  his  addressing  the 
"  son  of  AlpLn"  in  "Temora"  is  held  to  be  a  confirmation  of  the  Irish 
origin  of  the  poem.  Alpin  was,  however,  a  common  name  in  the  High- 
lands  of  old,  and  is  still  frequently  to  be  met  with.  It  was  the  name 
of  a  very  celelirated  bard,  who  is,  in  Smith's  '  Sean  Dàna '  (p.  98,  4to 
ed.),  associated  with  Ullin  and  Carul — 

"  'Ulainn  aos.iii'  nan  teuJa  binn, 
'Aìpuinn  ghrinn,  's  a  Charuil  cUeòImhoir;" 

and  it  frequently  occurs  in  ]\Iacplierson.     Consequently  the  occurrence  of 
the  name  in  "  Temora  "  decides  no  question  as  to  the  origin  of  the  poem. 
The  clan  Alpin  claim,  like  so  many  others,  to  bo  the  oldest  and  first 
of  clans,  foundiug  on  the  ancient  saying — 

"  Cnuic,  'us  uilc,  'us  Ailpeinich  ; 

Ach  c'uin  a  thainig  Arturaich  ? " 
"  Hills,  and  ills,  and  Alpin-men ; 

But  when  came  the  Arthurmen?" 

-  "  A  new  bright  light,"  &c. 

The  Gaelic  term  here  is  dealan,  which  I  have  generally  translated 
"  lightning,"  its  more  common  acceptation.  Here,  however,  as  applied 
to  Fillan,  Fingal's  son,  "  light "  or  "  brightness  "  is  the  more  appropriate 
reudering,  as  it  is  also  the  root-meaning  of  the  word — one  to  be  found 
in  various  Aryan  languages — deal  and  geul  in  Gaelic ;  òr,'>.og  and  its 
cognates  in  Greek ;  jala,  Sanscrit  for  "  light." 

'   "  Their  memorj'  and  their  wortli  unknown." 
The  Gaelic  here  is  puzzliug — 

"  Gun  chuimhne,  gun  diù  ri  èirigh." 

Diìi  generally  signifies  what  is  "  worthless,"  or  "  the  worst."  I  see  it 
in  the  Soc.  Dict.,  however,  marked  as  signifying  "  worth  whUe,"  and 
apparently  as  a   variation  of  Jiù,   well   known   as   meaning   "  good," 
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"  valuable."     Tlie  scope  of  tlic.  passage  iiere  evidently  iìxes  tlie  tcrm 
as  implying  something  ■n-ortliy  of  remem'brance. 

*  "  His  idle  sliic'ld  is  liloody  in  tlie  hall." 

It  appears  from  tliis,  and  many  similar  statements  thronghout  the 
Ossianic  poems,  that  ■when  a  warrior  fell  in  dcath,  the  shield  'wlnch  he 
had  left  at  home  assumcd  a  bloody  hue.  We  have  also  references  to 
intimations  of  tlie  death  of  a  master  being  given  by  the  howling  of  his 
dogs.  And  not  only  in  the  Ilighlands,  but  throughout  evcry  part  of 
the  world,  people  believe  La  various  death-omens  as  superstitious  as 
those  mentioncd  in  Ossian. 


DUAN    VI. 


^   "  Grasping  Tomora's  spcar  a.s  I  strode." 

"  The  spear  of  Temora  was  that  which  Oscar  had  received  in  a  present 
from  Cormac,  the  son  of  Artho,  king  of  Irelaud.  It  was  of  it  that  Cair- 
bar  made  the  pretext  fur  quarrcUiug  with  Oscar  at  the  fcast  in  the  first 
book." — M. 

2  "  In  my  first  battle  I  have  fallcn 

Without  renown  or  conquest  by  my  spcar." 
"  Gun  chliu  'us  gun  nith  aù'  mo  lann." 

The  word  rath,  vvhich  I  have  translated  "  oonquest,"  generally  means 
"  prosperity  "  or  "  good  luck."  It  is  evidently  connected  with  re,  rà, 
ro  (Lat.  ro-ta),  "a  circle,"  the  symbol  of  completcness ;  and  I  mention 
it  on  account  of  a  singular  notion  prevaUing  in  some  (possibly  in  all) 
parts  of  the  Higlilands  regarding  the  lot  of  every  individual  in  life.  It 
is  said  that  in  the  youth  of  each  man  a  spirit  appears  to  him — whether 
corresponding  to  the  character  of  a  guardian  spirit,  I  caunot  say — and 
asks  the  very  serious  question — 

"  Co  dhifibh  'bhios  agad  ealaiii  gun  rath, 
No  ralh  gun  ealain?" — 

i.  p,.,  "  Whether  wilt  thou  havo  talent  (genius)  without  prospcrity,  or  pro- 
spcrity  without  talent  ì  "  And  aocording  to  the  answcr  given,  the  man's 
fatc  is  fi.Ked  cithcr  in  siilcndid  failurc,  or  in  obscurc  good  luck. 
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^  "  Tlie  slaaggj'  foot  of  tlic  Lrave  dog  Bran." 

The  toucliiiig  accouiit  liere  given  of  tlie  affoction  of  tlie  uoLle  stag- 
hound  to  young  Fillan  must  give  liLm  a  liigh  place  in  tlie  regard  of 
every  reader  wlio  can  appreciate  the  ■wonderful  devotedness  of  the  dog 
to  man.  But  there  is  far  more  than  is  to  he  found  in  Ossian  told  in 
Gaelic  song  and  story  of  the  surpassing  qualities  and  feats  of  Bran — more 
than  is  told  of  Gell-hert,  or  any  other  liound  that  I  have  read  of.  Bran 
is,  indeed,  to  this  day  more  popular  among  Highlanders  than  are  many 
of  the  Ossianic  heroes  ;  and  he  must  have  held  a  very  high  place  in  tlie 
estimation  of  Fingal  himself,  who  is  said  in  some  of  the  stories  never 
to  have  wept  except  twice — once  at  the  death  of  his  grandson  Oscar, 
and  again  at  the  death  of  Bran. 

He  is  celebrated  for  several  oxtraordinary  feats  in  a  well-knoTm  poem 
called  "Dàn  a'  Choin  Duibh,".  or  the  "Lay  of  the  Black  Dog;"  and 
niany  descriptions  of  his  appearance  are  still  to  be  heard  througliout 
every  corner  of  the  Highlands.  I  give  one  which  was  printed  by 
the  late  Eev.  Dr  M'Leod  of  Glasgow  in  his  admirable  periodical  the 
'Teachdaire  Gaelach,'  and  was  sent  to  him  by  the  late  Archibald 
M'XeiU,  Esci.  (ùf  Culonsay),  W.S.,  Ediuburgli :— 

"  Sud  mar  thaghadh  Fiònn  a  chtl : 
Sùil  mar  àirneig,  cluas  mar  dhuiUeig, 
Uchd  mar  ghearran,  speir  niar  chorran, 
'S  an  t-alt-lùthaidh  fad'  o  'n  cheann." 

"  Thus  would  Fingal  choose  his  dog : 
Eye  like  a  sloe,  ear  like  a  leaf, 
Chest  like  a  horse,  hough  like  a  reaping-hook, 
And  the  neck-joint  far  from  the  head." 

What  I  render  tlie  nerl^-joiut  here  refei-s  to  the  juuction  of  the 
highest  of  tho  cervical  vertebraj  with  the  head,  and  the  expression 
evidently  means  that  the  head  shoidd  play  freely  on  the  neck. 

A  second  account  I  have  got  from  a  very  intelligent  old  man  living 
in  my  immediate  neighbourhood,  Angus  ^MacPhie,  a  descendant  of  a 
race  who  were  foresters  (deer-hunters)  to  Loehiel  for  generations.  It 
Ls  substantially  the  same  with  tho  above,  but  longer  and  more  minute — 

' '  Miann  mhic  Cumhail  air  a  chù, 
An  t-alt-lùthaidh  fad  o  'n  clieann  ; 
Jleadhon  leathann,  leobhar  cliabh  ; 
Uih-ann  f  hiar,  agus  speir  chàm  ; 
Earball  seach  .speir,  speir  niar  chorran, 
Sìlil  mar  àirneig,  cUias  mar  dhuilleig  ; 
Sud  mar  thaahadh  Fionn  na  Fèinne  cuilein-cuaiu." 
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I  havc  gnt  a  thirJ  from  Mv  Carmichael,  Lochmaddj',  Uist,  and  I  see 
his,  word  for  word,  iu  the  Irvine  MS.,  written  in  the  ceutre  of  Perth- 
shire  at  tlie  beginning  of  the  century.  These  begiu  "  Casan  huidlie  bhi 
air  Bran."  They  give  liim  yellow  feet,  a  green  back,  and  make  him  as 
wonderful  for  colour  as  others  do  for  extraordinary  feats  of  sagacity  and 
strength. 

I  tliiiik  it  needless  to  insert  them  in  fall,  but  I  mention  tlie  great 
variety  of  descriptions  of  Bran  to  be  found  iu  the  widest-apart  dis- 
tricts  of  the  HigUands  as  illustrative  of  the  diversified  and  fragmentary 
knowledge  of  some  Ossianic  subjects  still  to  be  found  througliout  tlie 
country ;  and  the  state  in  which  these  scraps  are  found  gives  strong 
confirmation  to  what  Macpherson  and  Dr  Smith  both  say  as  to  the 
variety  of  editions  of  the  same  subject  which  they  often  met  with. 
Surely  they  were  right  in  selecting  the  best,  and  rejectiug  the  worst, 
out  of  them  all. 

*  "  Lubar  wound  before  the  host." 

I  give  Macphersou's  note  on  this  ILne.  "  In  order  to  ilhistrate  this 
passage,  it  is  proper  to  lay  before  the  reader  the  sccne  of  the  two  pre- 
ceding  battles.  Between  the  hills  of  Mora  aud  Lona  lay  tlie  plain  of 
Moi-Lona,  through  which  ran  the  river  Lubar.  The  first  battle,  wherciu 
Gaul  the  son  of  Morni  commanded  on  the  Caledonian  side,  was  fought 
on  the  banks  of  Lubar.  As  there  was  little  advautage  obtained  ou 
either  side,  the  armies,  after  thc  battle,  retained  their  former  position. 
In  the  second  battle,  wherein  l'iUan  commanded,  Ihe  Irish  after  the  fall 
of  Foldath  were  driveu  up  the  hiU  of  Lena,  but  upon  the  coming  of 
Cathmor  to  their  aid,  they  rcgained  their  former  situation,  and  drove 
back  tho  Caledonians  in  their  turn  ;  so  that  Luhar  aijain  ioindal  in 
tìu'ir  host." 

5  "  Urgc  not  their  lingoring  gliosts." 

I  havc  already  remarked  that  the  song  of  thc  bard  was  necessary  to 
enable  disembodied  spirits  to  asceud  to  the  hall  of  clouds.  Accord- 
ing  to  the  words  before  us,  it  would  sccm  that  tlioy  could  be  urged  to  a 
more  rapid  flight  than  thoy  desired.  And  it  says  mueh  for  thc  generos- 
ity  of  Ca-mor  that  he  wishes  so  much  respect  to  be  shown  to  his  fallon 
enemies  as  is  implied  in  his  rcmonstranco  with  ^lalhos. 
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DUAN    VII. 

1  "  Pouring  gliost-mist  slowly 

On  FiHan,  by  Lubar  of  streams." 

Macplierson  says  ttat  durLng  tlie  interval  betvveen  th.e  fall  of  a 
■Nvan'ior  and  his  ascent  to  the  "  airy  hall "  of  his  ancestors  on  the  wings 
of  the  song  of  the  hard,  "  it  was  the  business  of  the  spirit  of  the  nearest 
relation  to  the  deceased  to  take  the  mist  of  Lego  aud  pour  it  over  the 
grave.  We  fìnd  here  Conar,  the  son  of  Treunmor,  the  first  king  of 
Ireland,  performing  this  oflfice  for  Fillan,  as  it  was  in  the  cause  of  the  rSy 

fauiily  of  Couar  that  that  hero  was  killed."  .  ^  tta-vvi-^ux*;?^  i<S-^*tA 

2  [•■  This  is  dark  ! "]  'h^'iUfk. /^    ^  ù^ 

["IsdoiUeirso!"]  ^ /u^^^. 

Mr  Campbell,  in  his  fourtli  rolume  of  the  '  West  Highland  Tales,' 
where  he  so  fuUy  and  ably  discusses  many  points  of  the  Ossianic  con- 
troversy,  remarks  on  this  abrupt  and  irrelevant  line  that  it  is  more 
probably  a  despairing_reniark  by  the  scribe  than  an  utterance  by  the 
author,  and  I  eutirely  concur  with  him ;  for  I  do  not  see  it  possible 
to  connect  it  with  either  preceding  or  succeeding  context.  I  have 
tlierefore  put  it  withùi  brackets. 

^  ''  The  husband  of  Clutho  ;  " 

Gaelic,  fear-pòsda.  In  a  marginal  note  on  this  word  I  noticed,  as  has 
been  often  said,  that  it  seemed  to  be  a  modern  one.  Since  that  note 
was  printed  oft",  I  have,  however,  observ'ed  that  in  the  '  Book  of  Deer,' 
p.  95,  hen  jiliustn  is  used  for  "wedded  wLfe."  A  word  belonging  to 
the  eleventh  or  twelfth  century  cannot  be  called  modern ;  and  I 
lielieve  the  more  thorough  the  investigation  iuto  Ossian's  phraseology, 
the  more  ancient  it  ^vill  be  seen  to  be. 

*  "  "Whicli  waved  to  the  si(jhing  of  the  skies." 

The  Gaelic  word  which  I  have  translated  "  sighing  "  is  oma  (I.  87), 
and  osna,  or  osann,  is  now  generaUy  used  for  "  sigh,"  while  osag  is  the 
tenn  for  "  breeze  "  or  "  blast "  of  wind. 

The  sighing  of  the  -wind,  or  of  the  skies,  is  a  more  poetical  expres- 
sion  than  the  other,  and  probably  I  might  with  advantage  have  used 
it  more  frequently  than  I  have  done,  but  there  are  many  places,  such 
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as  1.  6G,  wliei'o  tlie  movo  coiniiioii  word  is  evidently  requircd.  Tlie 
distinctiou  now  oTjserved  between  two  terms  origiiially  one  and  tlie 
same  seems  to  have  Tseen  unknown  to  Ossian ;  and  here,  as  Ln  a 
hundred  other  instances,  the  translator  must  he  guided  by  the  context, 
and  by  common-sense  more  than  by  the  dictionary. 

^  "  Seveu  bosses  were  on  the  shield — 

Ou  every  boss  there  is  a  star  of  night." 

IMuch  has  been  said  iu  ridicule  of  the  description  of  Ca-mor's  shield 
as  implying  a  knowledge  alike  of  decorative  art  and  of  astronomy,  such 
as  the  Celts  could  not  possibly  have  possessed  in  tlie  days  of  Fingal. 
It  woukl  be  well,  iiowever,  before  endorsing  tliis  oTijection,  to  look  at 
Wilson's  '  Pre-Historic  Annals,'  where  it  is  said  (vol.  i.  p.  4.32)  that  the 
"  Caledoniau  metallurgist  "  dispLiyed  "  skill,  taste,  and  ingenuity  iu 
the  manufacture  both  of  bronze  and  of  gold  ornaments  during  tlie 
bronze  period" — that  is,  I  need  hardly  say,  long  bcfore  the  period 
assigued  to  Fingal.  Throughout  the  chapter  (xi.)  ample  proof  is  given 
of  the  Caledonians  having  made  sucli  attainmeuts  iu  decorative  art  as 
would  make  it  a  very  small  matter  indeed  to  their  workmen  to  engrave 
the  figure  of  a  star  on  a  sliield. 

The  objections  to  the  mention  of  the  "  scvcu  stars "  is,  I  bchevo, 
likewise  ftumded  on  absoUite  ignorance  of  the  Caledoniaus,  ancicut 
and  modcru.  I  do  uot  assert  that  they  ever  framed  a  tlieory  of  the 
heavens,  or  au  astrouomical  system  properly  so  called,  though  the 
Druids,  writing  in  thc  Greek  character  (accordingto  Cajsar),  might  liavo 
known  the  Greek  systems ;  but  lOiO  every  people  endowed  with  ordi- 
nary  intelligcnce  and  observation,  they  gave,  and  still  give,  names  to 
the  more  conspiouous  stars.  The  Pole-star  is  very  gcuerally  known  as 
lìenll  na  h-àirdi;  Tualhu,  "  the  star  of  the  north;"  Mare,  as  An  reull 
de.arij,  "  the  red  star;"  tho  Piough,  as  in  so  many  languages,  as  An 
crann-araìn,  "  the  plough  ;"  and  a  score  more  might  be  uamed  were 
it  needful.  I  have  to  add  that  the  Highlanders  of  the  prcscnt  day, 
besides  having  Gaolic  uames  for  many  of  the  stars,  kcep  a  remarkably 
aocurate  reckoning  of  timo  from  thcir  nightly  progross,  especially  from 
tho  movements  of  tho  Plough  and  the  Plciadcs,  tlic  two  constcUations 
which  are  cliiefly  cousulted  as  time-measurers. 

Of  the  Pleiades  I  must  say  a  few  words  more.  In  some  parts  the 
group  is  called  Seacaran,  "  scptonary,"  or  Seoener,  a  namo  interesting  as 
confirming  the  old  notion  that  that  group  of  stars  at  one  timo  numbered 
sevcu,  thougli  long  ago  reduced  to  six.     The  more  cominou  name,  how- 
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ever,  anJ  one  witli  wliicli  I  am  familiiir  from  j'outh,  is  An  fjrioijìndian, 
in  the  Western  Isles  changed  to  grigneachan.  Both  words  have  the 
same  root,  greijh  (Lat.  grex,  gregis),  signifying  "  flock,"  "  assemblage," 
"  cluster."  Grignmchan  is  also  used  for  a  "  sieve,"  on  account  of  the 
numher  of  its  perforations. 

The  Pleiades  L'!  the  only  constellatiun  of  which  I  have  gathored  any 
Gaelic  account  in  the  least  savouring  of  myth  or  fahle.  Eut  the  follow- 
ing,  given  on  the  authority  of  Mr  Carraichael,  to  whom  I  have  repeat- 
edly  referred,  is  worth  recording.  He  says  that  an  old  'woman  in 
Uist  tells  him  that  in  her  youth,  when  tending  cattle  or  sheep  at  night, 
she  and  her  companions  used  to  look  up  to  the  Scacarun  (Pleiades), 
and  ittvoke  them  as 

"  Nighean  rigli  Mheangain, 

'S  a  triuir  leannan, 

A  giUe,  's  a  cù,  's  a  còcaire  " — 

"  Daughter  of  King  ilengan,  and  her  three  lovers,  her  ser\-ant-man, 
her  dog,  and  her  cook."  And  they  firmly  helieved  that  the  daughter 
of  the  king,  who  was  herself  a  shepherdess,  listened  to  this  address  from 
shepherdesses. 

Meangan  signifies  "  branch  "  or  "  shoot,"  but  I  can  give  :io  further 
explanation  of  the  word;  nor  can  I  tell  how  this  king's  daughter 
attained  so  exalted  a  place.  The  mention  of  a  cook  seems  to  savour  of 
modern  luxury;  but  I  see  the  word  occurs  as  coic  in  the  Irish  '  Life  of 
St  Columba,'  -nTÌtten  as  far  back  as  the  tenth  century.  The  only  point 
in  common  between  the  Greek  and  the  Gaelic  account  of  the  Pleiades 
seems  to  be  that  the  seven  sisters  in  the  former,  like  tlie  one  lady  in 
the  latter,  had  a  royal  fatlier.  I  do  not  suppose,  however,  that  it 
woidd  be  easy  to  ideutify  King  Atlas  with  King  Mcngan. 

We  have  still  in  every  part  of  the  United  Kingdom  various  traces  of 

the  sun-worship  which  at  one  time  prevaUed  among  our  ancestors.     In 

England  there  are  thousands  who  now,  as  in  the  days  of  Shakespeare, 

go  forth 

"  To  do  observance  for  a  mom  of  May." 

In  Ireland  these  oljservances  are  too  weU  known  to  need  description. 
In  Scotland  May-day  is  expressly  designed  as  Beltane — i.e.,  Bel-teine, 
"  the  fije  of  Bel,  or  Baal."  In  Orkney  fires  are  kindled  on  heights,  and 
people  walk  round  them  with  loud  blo'W'ing  of  horns.  In  some  parts 
of  Perthshire  and  Bardfshire  fires  are  kindled;  young  people  dance 
around  them,  rush  through  the  flames,  and  also  roU  cakes  through  them, 
afterwards  breaking  the  cake  into  fragmeuts,  the  ntunber  of  which 
represents  the  tale  of  years  before  him  wlio  breaks  it.     AVe  have  these 
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various  traccs  of  sun-worsliip  ;  but  tliis  strange  adilress  to  tlio  Seacaran 
(Pleiades)  is  tlie  only  remnant  I  know  of  the  worsliip  of  the  "  heavenly 
host,"  which  prcvailed  to  some  extent  wherever  the  adoration  of  tho 
sun  was  ohserved. 

The  names  of  Ca-mor's  stare  have  nothing  very  distinctivo  or  inter- 
esting  about  them,  but  I  subjoin  their  meaning  in  English  :  1.  Ccann- 
nudhain,  wliich  Macpherson  doubtiugly  transhites  "  the  bear's  head." 
I  cannot  give  a  better  translation,  but  I  would  suggest  that  the  word 
may  be  Ccann-ileangain  (ì).  2.  Caol-dearrsa,  "  slender  Ijeam."  3.  lìd- 
oidhche,  "  night-guide."  4.  Catli-lin  (ijath-linne),  "  bcam  of  the  watcrs." 
5.  Rcidl-dliblira,  "evening"  or  "  twilight  star."  6.  Beur-lheiw, 
"  fire  of  the  hill,"  or,  more  probably,  "  fiery  serpent."  7.  Tnnn-theinc, 
"  iire  of  the  waves." 

It  would  be  interesting  to  kuow  if  there  be  a  connection,  beyonil  llio 
generally  sacred  character  of  the  number  seven,  between  these  aud 

"  The  scven  clear  .stars  of  Arthur's  tablc  round," 
mentionod  by  Tenny.son  in  the  '  Holy  Grail.' 

Macpherson's  description  of  the  shield  of  Ca-mor  lias,  as  a  matter  of 
course,  been  said  to  be  a  copy  of  that  of  the  shield  of  Achilles  (II., 
xviii).  But  tliere,  only  four  constellations  are  mentioned  ;  whde  thero 
is  added  an  elaborate  description  of  various  scenes,  by  sea  and  land,  of 
war  anil  peace,  of  towered  citios,  and  of  green  fields,  occupying  upwards 
of  one  hundred  and  thirty  lines  of  Iloiner's  best  poetry.  If  the  extremo 
simplicity  of  Ca-mor's  sliicld  l)e  contrasted  with  tliis,  the  resemblance 
wiU  be  soon  to  bo  of  tho  faintest,  and  tlic  cupying  of  tho  loast  skLIfuI 
kincL 

"  "  Over  the  wavc  he  urges  the  black  oak 
In  tlie  many-billowed  bay  of  Cluba. 

For  never  had  they  beheld  a  shii) — 
Tho  dark  rider  of  great  ocean." 

We  have  littlo  account  except  here  of  Lar-hon,  tlic  Lold  marincr  wlio 
ILrst  venturcd  from  Innis-huna  across  the  deep  sea,  and  would  thus 
earn  so  very  liigh  a  place  in  the  estimation  of  Horace  for  daring  valour. 
I  notice  what  is  said  of  his  sailing  in  the  dark  oak  .sliip  on  account  of 
the  assertions  frecjucntly  and  confidently  made  regarding  the  seamau- 
ship  of  the  ancient  Caledonians — saying  that  tliey  had  no  other  boats 
than  the  hido-covered  rurarh,  and  tliat  thinr  very  name  for  a  ship, 
liinri,  is  dcrived  from  the  navin  lonr/a  of  the  Komaus,  which  I  rogard  as 
the  crownhig  absurdity  of  iguorant  etymological  pretension. 

'Withiiut  ilwellingon  tho  cortainty  that  a  pcnplo  uicupying  so  many 
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islaiuls,  wbicli  were  scattered  over  a  stonny  sea,  must  liave  liad  sea- 
■vvorthy  craft,  I  would  refer  to  the  account  which  we  have  of  naval 
matters  in  the  island  of  lona  during  the  days  of  the  great  Cohnnha. 
Adamnan  says  that  the  society  there  had  "  onerarics  naves,"  or  "  lomjce 
naves,"  or  "  rates,"  some  of  -vvhich  were  of  wood,  some  of  wicker-work 
covered  with  hides,  called  curucce  or  sccq}ha>.,  and  capacious,  furnished 
with  masts,  antennce,  rudentes,  vela,  and  palmuhe,  having  carince,  latera, 
puppis,  proi-ce,  capable  of  heing  served  both  hy  wind  and  oar,  and 
forraed  to  hold  a  crew.  They  had  smaller  kinds — naviculce,  ccnipaìli 
(col)bles),  and  cijmbce.  —  Vicle  Dr  Eeeves's  '  Adamnan's  Life  of  St 
Columba,'  p.  303.  It  is  clear,  then,  that  in  the  sixth  century  some- 
thing  of  navigation  was  known  in  lona ;  and  from  the  situation  of  the 
islanders,  as  weU  as  ù'om  the  many  okl  Celtic  names  for  boats — bùta, 
eithear,  iiirach,  ìArlinn,  sgoth,  long,  soithcach — it  is  probable  that  they 
were  as  well  acquainted  with  sailing  as  their  contemporarios. 

Much  has  been  said  of  the  frequent  mention  of  the  term  curach. 
"We  see  from  the  above  passage  that  a  curach  might  be  a  vessel  of  con- 
siderable  capaoity.  And  in  a  poem  attributed  to  St  Columba,  pro- 
bably  more  recent  than  his  day,  but  unquestionably  very  old,  the 
WTÌter  speaks  with  great  affection  of  his  liitle  curach,  "curachdan," 
which,  at  tlie  same  time,  was  formed  of  "broad  oak  planks." — Dr 
Eceves's  '  Adamnan's  Life  of  St  Columba,'  p.  286.  Virgil  uses  ^caics 
and  rates  as  the  terms  for  the  ships  of  .i35Ineas,  which  were  something 
better  than  "logs"  or  "  rafts ; "  and  slige,  or  "  shell,"  to  this  day 
denotes  a  drinking-cup,  whatever  be  its  material  or  furni. 


DUAN    VIII. 


^   "  As  grasps  an  angry  nnd  keen-freezing  wind 
A  gloomy  tarn  in  the  moor  of  dark-rod  Bens — 
As  it  gras23S  on  a  night  of  storm 
The  slender  crests  of  its  chill}'  waves, 
And  spreads  a  robe  of  ico  around,"  ttc. 

The  very  beautiful  simile  contained  in  the  first  fourteen  lines  of  tbis 
Duan  has  been  objected  to  as  built  on  a  false  foundation — as  untrue  to 
uature;  and  certain  it  is  that  "  the  keenest-freezing  wind"  which  can 
be  supposed  to  have  blown,  even  during  the  glacial  period,  could  not 
arrest  and  congeal  the  surging  waves.     It  is  difficult  to  uuderstand  Iiow 
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a  poet  ■wJio  fjenerally  dclineatos  nature  so  very  faitlifiilly  shonld  so 
mispresent  lier  as  seems  to  be  liere  done ;  nor  do  I  see  anytldng  that 
can  be  said  in  defence  or  extenuation  of  his  fault  more  than  the  com- 
nion  one  of  saying  that  he  has  erred  in  good  company — 

"Aliquaudo  dormitat  bouus  Homerus." 
I  must  ohserve,  however,  that  I  have  seen  a  picture  not  unlilce  that 
here  described  by  Ossian.  When,  after  frost  and  snow,  a  sudden  thaw 
accompanied  by  high  wind  comes  on,  the  mountain-streams  rapidly 
fill  with  the  melting  snow  and  rush  into  the  lake  in  torrents.  The  ice 
is  speedily  torn  up,  and  driven  in  masses  to  the  lee-shore,  where,  in  a 
partially  sheltered  bay,  it  accumulates  in  great  quantities.  It  often 
happens  in  our  very  variable  climate  that  frost  again  .sets  in  as  suddenly 
as  did  the  thaw  and  storm.  Thon  these  masses  of  ice,  frequently  resting 
on  thcir  edges,  are  in  a  few  hours  fixed  in  their  position,  and  present, 
at  a  little  distance,  a  very  serrated,  ridgy  apjìearance,  bearing  a  strong 
resemblance  to  frozen  waves. 

-  .  .  .  "  Looking  down 
On  crowdiiig,  frowning,  sounding  Erin." 

This  is  one  of  the  vcry  few  instances  in  which  I  have  endeavoured 
to  present  some  imitation  of  a  style  common  in  Gaelic  poetry,  where 
the  repetition  of  the  same  sound  is  usod  to  give  imprcssiveness  to  thc 
line ;  and  I  believo  the  fewer  such  attempts  are  tho  better — for  while 
the  English  language  avaiis  itself  of  "  apt  aUiteration's  artful  aid,"  it  does 
not  tolerate  thc  reduplication  of  ois  and  ow's,  common  in  Gaelic  and 
in  Greek.  The  very  frequont  combination  of  two  and  threo  vowols 
in  Gaelio  affords  great  facilities  for  the  rhythm  which  is  characteristic 
of  its  pootry — that  is,  "  assonanco  "  instead  of  "  consonance,"  a  vowel- 
sound  at  the  end  of  one  line  corresponding  with  a  vowel-sound,  it 
may  be,  in  the  middle  of  the  next  line,  making  no  account  of  tlie 
consonauts;  and  when  the  matter  is  judiciously  managod,  it  gives 
sonorousnoss  and  impressiveness  not  attainable  in  a  language  where 
consonants  provail. 

^  "  Tho  art  of  closing  wounds  is  mine ; 
Of  every  flowor  in  wood  or  glen 
I  have  pluckcd  Ihe  ripe  lieads  on  the  hiU, 
As  they  bent  bofore  me  by  the  stream, 
Undcr  the  rocky  peaks  of  secret  winds." 

FLngal  horc  profcsses  an  art  for  whicli  he  was  very  famous.     IIis 


NOTES   TO   TEMORA.  557 


"  magic  cup,"  by  wliioli  hc  coiild  heal  all  diseases,  is  frequently  refcrred 
to  iii  the  Tales,  and  the  healing  art  seems  to  have  been  studied  by 
ancient  ■warriors  generally  more  than  by  modern  ones.  The  Homeric 
heroes  were  to  some  extent  both  surgeons  and  physicians.  Achilles 
received  medical  instruction  from  Chiron,  and  Patroclus  acts  as  sur- 
geon  to  Eurypyhis  (II.  xi.  v.  827-8-tl).  The  knights  of  the  middle 
ages  also  practised  rude  surgery,  as  they  had  frequent  need  of  doing. 
And  -whatever  may  be  said  of  the  ancient  Caledonians  as  to  other 
attainments,  we  have  fuU  proof  that  hundreds  of  years  ago  the  medi- 
cal  art  in  all  its  branches  was  carefully  aud  scientifically  cultivated 
among  them. 

Among  the  Gaelic  MSS.  in  the  Advocates'  Library,  Edinburgh,  there 
are  some  medical  treatises,  two  of  which  deserve  special  mention,  being 
translations  of  Galen  on  Anatomy,  and  of  the  '  Schola  Salernitana,' 
by  Dr  Malcolm  Lethune ;  and  Martin  (Western  Isles)  says  that  Fergus 
Eeaton  in  Uist  had  Gaelic  translations  of  Avicenna,  Averroes,  Joannes 
de  Vigo,  Bernardus  Gordonus,  and  several  volumes  of  Hippocrates.  This 
Bethune  family  was  for  ages  highly  celebrated  as  physicians  tlu'oughout 
the  Western  Isles — more  particularly  in  Mull  and  in  Islay ;  and  some 
of  their  prescriptions  may  stiU  be  lieard  throughout  every  corner  of  the 
Western  Highhinds.  In  Cosmo  Innes's  '  Skotches  of  Early  Scottish  His- 
tory '  it  is  mentioned  that  very  early  in  the  sisteenth  century  the  cele- 
brated  Dr  ISI'Conachar  from  Argyleshire  was  called  to  Irvine  to  attend 
tlie  famUy  of  the  third  son  of  the  Earl  of  Argyle — the  founder  of  the 
Cawdor  family.  The  M'Conachars,  like  the  Bethunes,  studicd  medicine 
from  generation  to  generation,  and  like  them  were  meu  of  wealth  and 
position,  being  proprietors  of  the  lands  of  Ardorain  near  Oban.  Medical 
practice  does  not  now  enlist  in  its  ranks  men  of  such  standing  as  these, 
but  we  have  stiU  among  the  common  people  descendauts  of  those  who 
have  been  known  as  medical  herbalists  (hminaich)  as  far  as  tradition 
goes  back.  They  give  decoctions  of  herbs  for  almost  aU  the  iUs  that 
flesh  is  heir  to  ;  and  I  have  known  such  as  require  very  careful  dealLng 
— digitalis,  for  example — administered  with  great  care  and  success.  I 
may  also  mention,  what  I  have  fidl  proof  of,  that,  at  least  for  a  century 
back  (probably  for  many),  cod-liver  oU,  now  so  much  recommended  by 
the  medical  faculty,  was  given  in  the  HiglUands  for  pulmonary  aifec- 
tions — only,  however,  when  eel-oil  could  not  be  procured,  which  is 
said  to  be  far  more  nutritious  than  the  other.  I  have  seen  eel-oil  and 
hartshorn-jelly — jelly  made  from  stag-antlers  broken  down  and  boiled 
for  a  long  time — given  in  Lochaber  bj'  pcople  who  never  read  a  medical 
book,  nor  consulted  a  medical  nian. 
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^  "  0  stono !  wlicii  tliou  shalt  fall  in  dust,"  &o. 

Similar  addrosses  to  monumental  stones  are  of  frequent  occurrence. 
One  is  to  be  found  in  Duan  II.  I.  448-458,  and  anotlier  in  "  Golnan- 
dona,"  vol.  i.  p.  267.  They  are  not  identical,  but  the  resemblance 
between  them  is  suoh  as  to  lead  to  the  conohision  that  the  poet  imitated 
liimsclf,  or  some  other  bard,  if  the  authorship  be  various. 

^  "  As  dusky  breeze  from  the  wing  of  clouds, 
Wheu  it  seizes  him  of  hoary  tufts 
In  its  swuep  amid  night  of  gloom." 

The  thistle,  or  some  othcr  plant  of  "  hoary  tuft,"  is  evidontly  meant 
here.  The  Gaolic  is  faar  nan  dos  ìiath — fear  (vir)  being  the  coramon 
name  for  "  man,"  but,  according  to  Gaelic  usage,  being  also  put  for 
"  one,"  an  individual  object  of  any  kind,  animate  or  inaniinate. 

Macfarlan,  true  to  his  rule  of  absolute  literality,  transhites  the  line — 
"  Quaiulo  (ipprimit  illa  rirtim  oiirorani  canonim." 


CONLOCH   AND    CUHONA 


/^  ■ 

CG^^s  /s;/      —      ^''''- 

v/^.,c<L*v*v^    TH^    ^^^^      ^'^ev^     '^    ^^/v^A^  Ar" 


A  Pt  G  U  M  E  N  T. 


'  Conlath  was  tlie  youngest  of  lloriii's  sons,  and  brother  to  tlie  celebrated 
Gaul.  He  was  in  love  with  Cuthona,  the  daughter  of  Rumar,  when  Tos- 
car,  the  son  of  Kinfena,  accompanieJ  by  Fercuth  liis  friend,  arrived  froni 
Ireland  at  Mora,  where  Conlath  dwelt.  He  was  hospitably  received,  and, 
according  to  the  custoni  of  the  tinies,  feasted  three  days  with  Conlath. 
On  the  fourth  he  set  sail,  and,  coasting  the  island  ofwcives,  one  of  the 
Hebrides,  he  saw  Cutliona  hunting,  fell  in  love  with  her,  and  carried  her  ' 
away  by  force  in  his  ship.  He  was  forced,  by  stress  of  weather,  into 
I-thona,  a  desert  isle.  In  the  mean  time  Conlath,  hearing  of  the  rape, 
sailed  after  him,  and '  found  him  on  the  point  of  sailing  for  the  coast  of 
Ireland.  f ;  They  fought,  and  they  and  tlieir  followers  fell  by  mutual 
■wounds.  Cuthona  did  not  long  survive,  for  she  died  of  grief  the  third 
day  after.  Fingal,  liearing  of  tlieir  unfortunate  death,  sent  Storraal,  the 
son  of  Moran,  to  bury  them,  but  forgot  to  send  a  bard  to  sing  the  funeral 
song  over  their  tombs.  The  ghost  of  Conlath  comes  long  after  to  Ossian 
to  entreat  him  to  transmit  to  posterity  his  and  Cuthona's  fanie.  For  it 
■was  the  opinion  of  the  times  that  the  souls  of  the  deceased  were  nut 
happy  till  their  elegies  were  composed  by  a  bard." — M. 
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"  A  lÌTÌng 
voice ;  Gael. 
luo-fhaoin  ; 
lit.  not  va'm— 
i.e.  real,  or 
limng. 


An  cuala  Oisian  gutli  neo-fbaoin  1 " 
No  'n  gairm  lài  fo  aomadh  a  th'  ann  ? 
Tric  mo  smaoin  air  aimsir  nan  raon, 
Mar  ghrèin  fheasgair  'tha  claon  'an  gleann. 
5  Nuadhaichear  mòr  thorman  na  seilg, 
Sleagh  fhada  nam  marbh  a'm'  làimh. 
Is  ceart  a  chual'  Oisian  an  guth. 
Co  thusa,  'shìol  dìibhra  na  h-oidhclie  ? 
Tha  clann  gun  ghnìòmh  'au  suaiu  fo  dhul)li, 

10  Gaoth  'am  meadhon  an  tallaidh  gun  soillse. 
Tha  sgiath  an  rìgh  a'  fuaim  air  àm 
Ri  osaig  càiru,  a's  àirde  gruaim, 
Sgiath  chopanach  balladh  mo  thallaidh, 
Air  an  cuir  mi,  car  tamuill,  mo  làmh. 

15  'S  ceart  gu-n  cluinu  mi  mo  chara'  fein  ; 
Is  fada  guth  au  trcjin  o  'luaidh ! 
C'uim'  astar  air  dubh-nial  gun  fheuni, 
A  shìol  Mhorni  uam  beuma  cruaidh  ? 
An  gar  dhuit  càirdean  triath  fo  aois. 


DiD  not  Ossian  hear  a  voice  ì  or  is  it  the  sound  of  days  that  are 
no  more?  Often  does  the  memory  of  former  times  comc,  like  thc 
evening  sun,  on  my  soid.  The  noise  of  the  chase  is  renewcd.  In 
thought  I  lift  the  spear.  But  Ossian  did  liear  a  voice  !  Who  art 
thou,  .son  of  night?     Tlie  cliildren  of  the  feeble  are  asleep.     The 
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Has  Ossiau  lieard  a  Hviug  voice  ? " 
Or  the  call  of  days  that  are  gone  ? 
My  thoughts  oft  dwell  ou  days  of  battle, 
Like  eveuing  sun  wheu  slantiug  in  the  gleu. 
5  Reuewed  is  the  loud  clamour  of  the  chase  ; 
The  long  spear  of  death  (is)  in  my  hand  : 
Ossian  verily  hath  heard  the  voice. 
Who  art  thou,  sou  of  dusky  night  ? 
In  darkness  sleep  the  deedless  race  ; 

10  Cold  and  lightless  their  abode. 

The  shield  of  the  kiug  gives  forth  a  souud 
To  a  blast  from  the  steruly-fro'miiug  caii'u, 
The  bossy  shield  on  the  wall  of  my  house  ; 
ril  hiy  my  haud  upou  it  for  a  space. 

15  lu  sooth  I  hear  my  faithful  friend ; 
Long  has  the  hero's  voice  been  mute. 
Why  travel  on  the  dark  aud  empty  cloud, 
Son  of  ^lorui  of  the  heavy  stroke  ? 
Are  the  frieuds  of  the  agèd  hero  uioh  thee — • 


midnight  ■wiud  is  in  my  hall.  Perhaps  it  is  the  shield  of  Fingal 
tliat  echoes  to  the  blast.  It  hangs  in  Ossian's  hall.  He  feels  it 
sometimes  vnih  his  hands.  Yes  !  I  hear  thee,  my  friend  !  Long 
has  thy  voice  been  aljsent  from  mine  ear  !  What  brings  thee  on 
thy  cloud  to  Ossian,  son  of  generous  Momi  ì     Are  the  friends  of 


Ossian  hears  a 
voice  at  night, 
which  he  first 
imagines  to  be 
'  tlie  voice  of 
the  past,"  but 
at  length  re- 
eognises  as 
that  of  liis  de- 
parted  friond 
Gonloch. 


He  asks  hini 
about  his  sou 
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"  Slewart  lien 
givfs  theaddi- 
tional  line, 
"  Cia  f'ad' 
thitlieas  sinn 
air  neulaibli 
cìul  ? " 


20  Sàr  Oscar  neo-bhaoth  air  cùl  sgèith'  ? 
Is  tric  a  bha  'u  gaisgeach  ri  d'  thaobh, 
A  Chonhioich,  'an  àm  aomadh  nan  sleagli. 

Taibhs'  Chonlaoich. 

'Bheil  caJal  air  min-ohuth  Chòna 
'Am  meadhon  tallaidh  fo  mbòr-gliaoith  toirm  ? 
25  An  cadal  do  Oisian  nan  còrr  ghnìomh, 
'8  an  rò-chuan  m'a  cliòmhnuidh  fo  stoirm  ? 
Cha-n'eil  uaigh  'tha  fo  leirsinn  'an  Innis. 
Cia  fada  bhios  sinne  gun  chliu, 
A  rìgh  Shelma  a's  fuaimear  clcann  ?  " 

OlSIAN. 

30       'S  truagh  Oisian  do  nach  leir  tliu  fein, 

'Us  tu  'suidhe  gun  fheum  air  do  neul. 

An  ceò  thu  bhàrr  Làno,  a  threin, 

No  tein-athair  gun  bheum  air  sliabh  ? 

Co  dheth  tha  cearb  do  thruscain  bhaoith  ? 
35  Co  dheth  do  bhogha  faoin  nan  speur  ? 

Shiubhail  e  air  osaig  de  ghaoith, 

Mar  fhaileus  fo  aoraadh  nan  ncuL 

Thig  -sa  o  do  bhalhx  fein, 

A  chlàrsach  nan  treun,  le  fuaim, 


tlie  agcd  near  thci''!     AVIiltc  is  Oscur,  son  of  fanie?     IIc  wns  often 
near  tliee,  0  Conlntli  !  wlicn  thc  sound  of  lìattle  arose. 

GuosT  OF  CoNLATn. — Slecps  thc  sveet  voice  of  Cona  in  the 
niidst  of  his  rustling  hall  ì  Slecps  Ossian  in  his  liall,  and  his 
friends  without  their  fanie'ì  The  sea  rolls  round  dark  I-thona. 
Onr  tomlis   nrc  not  scen  in   our  isle.      How  long  slinll  rur  fame  hc 
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20  Great  Oscar,  strong  beneath  a  sliield  1 
Oft  did  the  hero  stand  beside  thee, 
Conloch,  iii  time  of  wielding  spears. 

The  Ghost  of  Conloch. 

Sleeps  the  sweet  voice  of  Cona 
In  the  hall  amid  the  roar  of  stormy  \vind  1 
25  Sleeps  Ossian  of  the  valiant  decds, 

When  the  deep  sea  rages  round  our  home  1 
In  the  isle  no  grave  is  to  be  seen. 
How  long  shall  our  praise  be  unsung, 
King  of  Selma  of  loud-echoing  glen  1 " 


30 


OSSIAN. 


Woe  is  to  Ossian  that  he  sees  thce  not, 
As  powerless  thou  sittest  on  thy  cloud ! 
0  hero  !  art  thou  mist  from  Lano, 
Or  harmless  sky-fii'e  on  the  hiU  1 
What  (is)  the  skirt  of  thine  aiiy  robe  ? 
35  Of  Tvhat  thy  shadowy  bow  in  the  sky  'ì 
He  is  goue  on  a  breath  of  wind, 
Like  a  shadow  uuder  driving  clouds. 
Come  down  from  thy  wall,  thou 
Harp  of  the  mighty !  with  thy  sound 


Osoar,  an<l  his 
other  friends 
wlio  were  in 
the  abode  of 
spirits. 


Conloch  an- 
swers,  com- 
plaining  that 
his  tomb  in 
the  stormy 
island  was 
unbuilt.  and 
liis  death- 
sonET  uusun'T- 


Ossian  bewails 
his  blindness, 
which  pre- 
vented  hira 
from  seeing 
his  friend. 


Conloch's 
ghost  van- 
ishes.     Ossian 
seizes  his 
harp,  which 
speedily  sheds 
"thelight  of 


imheard,  son  of  resoundiiig  Selma  ì 

OssiAN. — 0  that  mine  ej-es  coiild  hehold  thee  !  Thou  sittest 
dim  on  thy  cloud  !  Art  thou  like  the  mist  of  Lano  —  a  half- 
extinguished  meteor  of  fire?  Of  ■\vhat  are  the  skirts  of  thyrobe^ 
Of  what  is  thine  airy  bow  ì  He  is  gone  on  his  blast  like  the  shade 
of  a  wandering  cloud.     Come  from  thy  wall,  0  harp  !     Let  me  hear 
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<t  Oii  the 
inountain- 
slopu  ;  lit.  on 
tlu:  curve,  or 


b  "  Whose 
power  was  on 
the  night;" 
Oac'l.  a  bha 
trei;n  o'n 
Oìdhch\ 
Stewart  gives 
dha  'n  robh 
trHn'  na 
h-ohlhch'—a. 
^'(ind  rcading  ; 
llacplicrson, 
in  a  note.  has 
a  bha  breun 
's  an  oidhche  ; 
tlie  Irvine 
JIS.  a  reading 
whiih  is unin- 
telligible. 


40  Biodli  solus  na  cuimhne  air  beinn 

I-thonn  niu-n  èirich  an  cuan. 

raiceamsa  mo  chàird'  'an  gnìomli. 

Chi  Oisian  gu  'u  trian  na  trèin, 

Air  Innis  'tha  clìibh-ghorm  fo  nial ; 
in  Tha  còs  Thonn  nan  sìan  ag  èirigh 

Air  carraig  chòinnich  nan  cròm  clirann  : 

Tha  sruth  a'  torman  aig  a  bheul ; 

Tha  Toscar  a'  cromadh  thar  'fhuaim  ; 

Tlia  Ferguth  fo  mhuhid  r'a  thaobh, 
50  Cuthonn'  a'  caoidh  fiida  shuas. 

Am  bheil  gaoth  air  aomadh  nan  tonn  ? 

No  'n  cluinn  mi  air  chròm  an  guth  ? " 

TOSCAR. 

Tlia  'n  oidhche  fo  ghaillinn  nan  sìan  ; 
Thuit  coiUe  gu  'n  trian  o  chruaich  ; 

.55  Tha  dubh-shiubhal  mara  fo  nial, 

Tha  beucail  nam  fiar-thonn  mu  'n  cuaii't. 
Thàinig  tein-athair  lc  beum, 
'S  le  sealladh  na  fèarnaidh  doi-threun, 
Chunnaic  mi,  'Fherguith  gun  bhoud, 

CO  An  taibhs'  dona  'bha  treun  o'n  oidlich' ; ' 
Gun  fhocal  sheas  e  air  bruaich, 
A  thruscan  a'  cur  fuaim  air  gaoith. 


tliy  souiii'l.  Lct  the  lit,'1it  of  momory  ri.se  on  I-thona.  Let  mo 
lieliold  again  niy  friends  !  And  Os.sian  docs  behold  hi.s  friends  on 
the  (hirk-l)hic  isle.  The  cave  of  Tliona  appears,  with  its  mo.ssy  rocks 
and  hending  trecs.  A  stream  roars  at  its  mouth.  Toscar  bcnds 
over  its  courso.  Fcrcuth  is  sad  hy  his  side.  Cuthona  sits  at  a  dis- 
lance  and  wccps.    Docs  thc  wind  of  the  waves  dcceive  me  ì  or  do  I 
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40  Be  liglit  of  memoiy  upou  the  liill 

Of  Ee-hona,  girt  by  surging  sea. 

Let  me  see  my  ù-iends  iu  their  cleeds. 

Ossian  sees  the  heroes  clearlj', 

On  the  cloud-capped  dark-blue  isle  ; 
45  Rises  (to  ■\'iew)  the  cave  of  stormy  waves, 

In  the  moss-clothed  rock  of  bending  trees  ; 

A  stream  is  murmuring  at  its  mouth, 

Toscar  leans  over  its  sound  ; 

Be.side  him  is  Fergu  in  sorrow ; 
51)  Cuhoua  is  weeping  far  above  ; — • 

Is  it  the  wind  over  rolling  waves  ? 

Or  hear  I  their  voice  ou  the  mountain-skipe  ? ' 


meraory  on 
the  hiU  of 
Ke-hona,"  and 
reveals  to 
him  the  scene 
where  Con- 
loch  and  Cu- 
hona,  as  well 
as  Toscar  and 
Fergu,  lay  un- 
burìed  and 
unsung. 


TOSCAR. 

The  night  is  at  the  wiU  of  storm  aud  shower ; 

The  trees  are  strewu  upon  the  hiU  ; 
55  The  sea  scuds  darkly  under  cloud ; 

Abroad  is  the  roar  of  writhing  waves  : 

The  sky-fìre  came  in  a  flash,^ 

And  iu  the  shining  from  a  wasted  shiekl 

I  saw,  0  fauhkss  Fergu  I 
60  The  evil  wraith,  whose  power  was  on  tlie  uight ; ' 

Mutely  he  stood  upou  a  bauk, 

His  robe  resoundiuo;  iu  the  wiud. 


The  spirits  of 
Toscar  and 
Fergu,  con- 
versing  to- 
gether,  relate 
tlie  circum- 
stances  which 
led  to  the 
death  of  the 
whole  party. 

Toscar  de- 
scribes  a 
stormy  uight, 
in  w^hich  he 
had  seen  the 
form  of  a 
feeble  and 


hear  them  speak  ? 

ToscAR. — The  night  was  stormy.  From  their  hiHs  the  groaning 
oaks  came  do^ra.  The  sea  darkly  tumbled  beneath  the  blast ;  the 
roaring  waves  climbed  against  our  rocks.  The  lightning  came  often, 
and  showed  the  blasted  fern.  Fercutb,  I  saw  the  gliost  ■who  em- 
broiled  the  night.     Silent  he  stood  on  that  bank.     His  robe  of  mist 
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"  For  acann 
diUne,  Stewart 
gives  'an 
riochd  duine. 


f>  Stewart 
adds  the  lìne 
"OiUt 'us 
uainhann  'g 
aiii  shàrach;" 
ainl  it  is  clear 
that  a  line  is 
waiitiug  in 
the  text. 


Chunnaic  mi  'dheuran  le  truaigh, 
Seann  duine  gun  tuar,  'us  e  baoth," 
{J5  'S  trom  smaointean  a'  taomadh  mu  'chliabh. 

Ferguth. 

'S  e  d'  athair,  a  Thoscair,  a  bh'  anu ; 
Tha  e  'faicinn  a'  bhàis  m'  a  shìol : 
Mar  sin  a  bha  'choltas  's  an  àm 
'S  an  d'  thuit  mòr  Eonnan  fo  nial. 

70  0  'Eirinn !  nan  cnoc  a's  uaine  feur, 
Cia  annsa  leam  fèin  do  ghlinn  ! 
Tha  sàmhchair  mu  ghorm-shruth  do  shluibh, 
Tha  grian  air  do  raoin  gun  bhi  mall. 
Is  sèimh  fonn  do  chlàrsaich  'an  Selma, 

75  Glan  guth  o  do  shealgair  'an  Cromla. 
Tha  sinne  'n  Ithonn  nan  garbh  thoirm, 
Trom  'us  duilich  fo  mharbh-bheuc  thonn, 
Na  tonnan  le  geal  cheannaibh  baoth, 
'Lcum  thairis  air  aomadh  na  tràgha  ; 

80  Mise  'crith'  ann  am  meadhon  na  h-oidhche.'' 

TOSCAE. 

C'àit'  'n  do  shiubhail  anam  a'  bhlàir, 
'Dheagh  Fhcrguith  nan  leadan  liath  ? 
Chunna'  mis'  thu  gun  cagal  o  bhàs, 


flew  on  the  wind.     I  could  behold  liis   tcars.      An  aged  man  lio 
seeraed,  and  full  of  thought ! 

Fercutu. — It  was  thy  fathor,  0  Toscar  !  He  foresees  some  death 
amonjT  his  race.  Such  was  his  appearance  on  Crdmla  before  the 
great  Ma-ronnan  fell.  Erin  of  hUls  of  grass,  liow  pleasant  are  thy 
vales  !     Silence  is  near  thy  bhie  streams ;  the  suu  is  on  thy  fiekls. 
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I  saw  him  weep  in  miseiy — 
An  ancient  man,  all  wan  and  weak  ;  ° 
65  And  heavj"  thoughts  went  surging  o'er  his  breast. 


sad  old  man, 
wliom  lie  re- 
garded  as  the 
spirit  of  tlie 
storm. 


Fergu. 

Thy  father  it  was,  0  Toscar  ! 
He  seeth  death  around  his  race  : 
Such  was  his  likeness  at  the  time 
AVhen  fell  great  Eonan  under  cloud. 

70  0  Erin  of  greenest  grassy  hills  ! 
How  dear  to  me  thy  glens  ! 
Silence  reigns  by  thy  blue  niountain-streams 
The  sun  shiues  brightly  on  thy  plains. 
Sweet  is  the  voice  of  thj^  harp  in  Selma ; 

75  Sweet  the  call  of  thy  hunter  on  Cromla. 
We  are  in  Ee-hona  of  stormy  sounds,^ 
Heavy  and  sad  under  death-boding  waves — 
Waves  which,  with  white  and  raging  heads, 
Leap  over  the  shelving  sliore  : 

80  I  tremble  in  the  midst  of  night.'' 

TOSCAR. 

Whither  has  the  soul  of  battle  fled, 
Brave  Fergu  of  the  hoary  locks  ? 
I  have  seen  thee  fearless  of  death ; 


Soft  is  the  sound  of  tbe  harp  in  Selàma ;  lovely  the  cry  of  the 
hunter  on  Cròmla.  But  we  are  in  dark  I-thona,  .surrounded  by  the 
storm.  The  ■biUows  lift  their  white  heads  ahove  oiu-  rocks.  We 
tremble  amidst  the  night. 

ToscAR. — Wltither  is  the  soul  of  battle  fled,  Fercuth  ■vv'ith  locks 
of  age  ?     I  liave  seen  thee  undaunted  in  danger  :  thine  eyes  burn- 


Fergu  replies 
tliat  it  was 
the  gliost  of 
Tosear's 
father,  mourn- 
ing  a.s  he  saw 
death  threat- 
ening  his  son. 

He  apostro- 
phises  Erin, 
jiraises  its 
heautiful 
scenery,  and 
lomplains  of 
his  heing  con- 
iined  to  the 
stormy  island 
of  Ee-hona. 


Toscar  re- 
proves  him ' 
for  his  want 
of  fortitude  ; 
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'S  do  slihilean  dealmch  'au  sòlas  nan  sgiath. 
85  C'àit'  'n  do  shiubhail  auam  a'  bhlàir  ? 

Cha  robh  eagal  air  sàraibh  riauih. 

Gluais,  coimhead  air  glas  lom  na  sàil' ; 

Thuit  a'  ghaoth  le  sàrachadh  shìan  : 

Tha  crith  air  na  tonnaibli  fo  fhiamh 
90  Gu-u  caidil  a'  ghrian  'au  ciabh  nau  stoirm. 

Gluais,  coimhead  am  niòr  chuan,  gu  'thriau, 

Tha  madainu  gu  h-iar,  'us  i  liath. 

Seallaidh  sohis  nau  speuran  o  ear, 

Le  mòr-chuis,  mar  f  hear,  m'a  shoiUse. 
95  Sgaoil  mise  mo  shiuil  le  sòlas 

Fo  tliaUa  àrd  Chouhioich  nan  triath  ; 

Mo  thurus  gu  lunis  gun  chala. 

Glan  Chìithonn'  air  tòir  nan  agh  ciar 

Chunnaic  mi,  mar  dhearrsa  na  soillse, 
100  'Teachd  'n  a  bhoiUsge  o  na  niahaibh  ; 

A  leadan  mar  dhubh-chìd  na  li-oidliche, 

Air  geal  ùrhi  àg  dirigh  gu  diau. 

I  'g  aomadh,  a'  tarruiug  na  teud, 

A  ruighe  ghin  air  a  deigli  a'  dol  sios, 
105  Mar  shueachda  air  CromLa  gun  bheud. 

Thig  -sa  gu  m'  anam,  a  LWh-glical, 

'Bhan-sealgair  na  sàr  inuis  fhaoiu. 

Tha  'h-uairean  fo  dheuraibh  guu  àireaudi  ; 

Tha  i  'smuaineadh  air  Conlaoch  neo-bhaoth. 


ing  witli  joy  lii  tho  fìglit.  Whither  is  tho  soul  of  battlc  fleil  ì  (ìur 
fathers  never  fcarcd.  CJo,  view  the  settliiig  sea  :  tlie  stonny  wiiid 
is  liiid.  Tho  billows  still  trcmhlo  on  tho  deep ;  they  soem  to  foar 
tlie  Tihist.  Cio,  view  the  settling  sea.  Morning  is  grcy  on  our 
rooks.  The  sun  will  look  soon  from  Ids  east  in  all  his  prido  of 
light  !     I  liftod  up  my  sails  witli  joy  before  the  lialls  of  generous 
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Thine  eyes  grow  briglit  in  tlie  joy  of  sliields. 
85  Whitlier  has  fied  the  soul  of  battle  ? 

Never  yet  were  the  brave  in  fear. 

Eouse  thee  !  view  tlie  waste,  grey  ocean  : 

The  wind  lias  falleu,  ^vearied  by  the  showers  ; 

Tremble  the  waves  in  fear 
90  That  the  sun  may  sleep  'mid  the  locks  of  the  storm. 

Eouse  thee  !  look  on  the  great  ocean  far  and  near ; 

Morning  travels  westward,  and  is  grey ; 

The  light  of  heaven  will  look  from  east, 

Exultinsf,  as  a  hero,  in  his  shinins:. 
95  I  spread  my  sails  in  gladness 

Beneath  the  lofty  hall  of  princeiy  Conloch  ; 

My  course  is  by  harbourless  Innis. 

Bright  Cuhoua  chasing  the  dun  hiuds 

I  beheld,  like  the  shining  of  light 
100  Which  comes  in  splendour  from  the  clouds  ; 

Her  hair,  like  the  dark  locks  of  night, 

O'er  her  white  bosom  often-heaving. 

She  stooped  as  she  drew  the  (bow-)  string, 

Her  arni  behind  her  bent,  as  pure 
105  As  spotless  snow  on  Cromla. 

Come  to  my  heart,  thou  Wliite-hand ! 

Huntress  of  the  fair  and  desert  isle. 

Her  hours  are  .spent  in  countless  tears ; 

Her  thoughts  on  Conlach  renowned. 


Coulath.  My  course  was  by  a  desert  isle,  whero  Cuthòna  pursued 
the  deer.  I  saw  her  Uke  that  beam  of  the  sun  that  issucs  from  the 
cloud.  Her  hair  -was  on  her  heaving  breasfc.  She,  bending  forward, 
drew  the  bow  :  her  white  arm  seemed  beliiud  her  like  the  snow  of 
Cròmla.  Come  to  my  soul,  I  said,  huntress  of  the  desert  isle  ! 
But  she  wastes  her  time  in  tears  :  she  thinlis  of  the  generous  Con- 


tclls  hira  to 
louk  abroad — 
that  the  wind 
was  failing, 
* '  wearicd  by 
the  .showers, " 


and  the  waveg 
subsiding,  in 
fear  that  "the 
sun  would 
sleep  araid  the 
locks  of  the 
storm  ;"  that 
morning  was 
dawning. 


He  then  tells 
how,  in  sailing 
liast  Innis,  lie 
h,ad  beheld 
C'u-hona  hunt- 
iug  the  deer; 


lovcd  her ; 
asked  her  to 
accompany 
him.     (II  ap- 
pearsfrom  the 
remainder  of 
thc  poem  that 
/le  carricd  ker 
off^  though  this 
iì  not  said 
liere. )     She 
was  oppressed 
with  grief,  and 
he  asks  her 


572 


CONLAOCH     US   CUTHONNA. 


«■  Where  is 

thy  peace  ?— 
i.  e.  thv  love- 


110  C'àite  'm  blieil  do  shith-sa,  'òigh," 
'Chùthonn'  nam  mòr  throma  chìabh  1 


in  this  poem. 


I"  Regarrlless 
he  beheld 
their  looks  ; 
Gael.  aircJiùl, 
"  behind," 
"aside. " 
Rcyardhss 
seems  to  be 
the  meaning 
licre. 


CUTHONNA. 

Creag  chorrach  tha  'g  aomadh  air  sàil, 
Liath  chrannan  fo  aois  le  còiuuich ; 
Na  tonnan  a'  gluasad  mu  thràigh  ; 

115  Air  a  taobh  Innis  bhlàth  nan  ruadh  : 
An  sin  tha  'g  èiridh  tìiir  mo  rùin. 
Oighean  na  seilge  thill  o  'n  bheinn  : 
Chunnaic  e  'n  sealladh  air  chìil : '' 
"  C'àite  'blieil  nighean  Rìunair  nam  beum  ì 

120  Cha  do  fhreagair  na  h-òighean  fo  ghruaim. 
Tha  mo  shìth-sa  air  cruachan  Mliòra, 
'Shiol  innis  na  tir  fada  shuas. 

TOSCAR. 

Tillcadh  an  òigh  gu  'sìth-sa  fèin, 
Gu  talla  nan  teud  aig  Conlaoch  : 
'125  Is  caraid  do  Thoscar  an  trcuu  ; 

Bha  fleagli  do  mo  rcir  'ji  a  mhòr  thir. 

0  Eirinn  òireadh  osag  thlàth 

'Cur  seòla  gu  tràigh  na  Mòra, 

Air  Mòra,  tha  sàmhchair  do  'n  òigh  ghlain. 


lath.     Where  can  I  find  tliy  peace,  Cuthona,  lovely  maicl  1 

CuTnoNA. — A  flistant  steep  bcnds  ovcr  the  sea,  vith  aged  tree.s 
and  mossy  rocks  ;  the  hillow  rolls  at  its  feet.  On  its  sido  is  the 
dwelling  of  roes.  The  pcople  call  it  Mora.  There  the  towers  of 
iny  love  arise ;  there  Conlath  looks  over  tlie  sea  for  his  only  love. 
The  daughters  of  the  chase  returned.     He  beheld  their  downcast 
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110  ^Vliere  is  thy  peace,  0  maiden" — - 
Cuhona  of  the  long  and  heavy  locks  ì 


where  herlove 
("herpeaee  ") 
dwelt. 


CUHONA. 

A  steep  rock  overhangs  the  sea  ; 
Agèd  trees  are  hoar  with  moss  ; 
The  biUows  roll  upon  the  shore. 

115  By  its  side,  the  sheltered  haunt  of  deer; 
There  rises  the  tower  of  my  love. 
The  daughters  of  chase  returned  from  the  hill 
Regardless  he  beheld  their  looks  :  ^* 
"  A\niere  is  the  daughter  of  warlike  Paunar  ? " 

120  The  maidens,  frowuiug,  answered  not. 
My  peace  is  on  the  hills  of  ]\Iora, 
Son  of  the  island-country  far  away. 


Culioiia  Je- 
]  scribes  Mora, 
I  the  hall  of 

Conloch,  say- 
j  ing  that  there 
j  dweltherlove; 
j  and  tells  of 
j  hÌ3  indifFer- 

ence  to  otlier 

niaidens  who 
(  soiight  to 

attract  hira. 


TOSCAR. 

To  her  own  peace  let  the  maid  return — 
To  the  hall  of  harps  where  Couloch  dwells. 
125  The  hero  is  a  frieud  to  Toscar ; 

In  his  great  Land  I  feasted  to  my  will. 
From  Erin  may  favouring  breezes  spriug 
To  waft  the  sails  to  the  shore  of  Mora  ; 
On  Mora  is  rest  to  the  maiden  bright.    ■ 


Toscar  says 
that  she  sliall 
return  to 
Mora,  and 
speaks  of 
Conloch  as  a 
friend  witU 
whom  he  had 
feasted,  and 
says  tliat  he 
would  retire 

a  cave, 
where  his 


eyes.     "  "VVliere  is  the  daugliter  of  Eumar  1  "     But  they  answered 
not.     My  peace  dwells  on  Mora,  son  of  the  distant  land  ! 

ToscAR. — Cuthona  shall  return  to  her  peace,  to  the  towers  of 
generous  Conlath.  He  is  the  friend  of  Toscar  !  I  have  feasted  in 
his  halls  !  Eise,  ye  gentle  breezes  of  Erin  !  Stretch  my  sails  to- 
■ward  TMora's  shores.     Cuthona  shall  rest  on  IMora  ;  hnt  the  days  of  ■ 
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130  Lài'  TlioscaJr  tlia  'snàmh  gu  dògbruiuu. 
Suidliidh  mise  'an  còs  fo  dhìon 
'S  mi  'sealladh  air  grian  an  raoin  ; 
Tha  aiteal  's  na  crannaibh  o  nial 
'S  gu  ciuin  tha  glan  ainnir  ueo-fhaoin, 

1.35  Cùthonn'  nan  aoidh  le  'guth  bròin. 
Ach  is  fada  o  mo  chluais  an  òigh 
'An  talla  Chonlaoich  nan  còrn  fiah 

CUTHONNA. 

C'  è  'n  nial  'tha  'tuiteam  orm  fein, 
'Tha  'g  iomrachadh  mo  threuua  shuas  ? 

140  'Tha  mi  'faicinn  an  truscain  gun  fheum, 
Mar  liath  cheò  air  astar  mu  chruaich. 
C'uin  a  thuiteas  mi,  'Rùmair  thrèin  1 
Tlia  muhid  nio  chleibh  gu  mo  bhàs. 
Nach  fliaicinn-sa  Conlaoch  nam  beum, 

145  Alu-n  tuit  mi  'an  tioh  caol  gun  chàil  ì 


OlSIAN. 

Chi  thus',  a  ghlan  òigh,  do  rìm  fciu  ; 
Tlia  astar  an  trein  air  a'  chaoh 
Bàs  Thoscair  a'  dorchadh  m'a  shleagh. 
Tlia  lot,  'us  e  duljh,  anu  a  thaobh, 
150  Gun  tuar  e  aig  tonnaibh  nan  uamli, 


Toscar  must  be  sad.  I  shall  sit  iii  my  cave  in  the  field  of  tlie 
sun.  Tlm  blast  will  rustle  in  niy  trees :  I  shall  think  it  is 
Cuthona's  voice.  But  she  is  distant  far  iu  tlie  halls  uf  tlie  mighty 
Conlath  ! 

CuTiioNA. — Ha  !  what  cloud  is  that !     It  carries  the  ghosts  of 
■  my  fathers.     I  see  the  skirts  of  tlieir  robes  like  grcy  and  watery 
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130  Toscav's  (lays  swim  towards  anguish  : 
I  will  sit  iu  a  slieltered  cave, 
Aud  look  at  tlie  suu  on  tlie  field ; 
A  breeze  froni  clouds  is  tlirougli  the  trees, 
Gently  (in  it)  I  hear  the  pure  and  lovely  maid  ^- 

135  The  generous  Cuhona's  phiintive  voice. 
But  far  from  my  ear  is  the  maiden, 
In  the  hall  of  Conlocli  of  festive  cups. 


days  wouW 
jiass  iu  misery 
— imagining 
that  he  hearJ 
her  gentle 
voice  in  tlie 
breeze  while 
she  was  far 
away. 


CUHONA. 

"What  cloud  is  falling  o'er  me, 
Wliich  bcars  my  heroes  on  high  ? 

140  I  see  their  shadowy  robes, 

Like  hoary  mist  along  the  hiIL 
When  shall  I  fall,  brave  Rumar  ? 
The  sorrow  of  my  breast  is  unto  death 
Would  that  I  saw  the  warlike  Conloch, 

145  Ere,  faint,  I  fall  in  the  narrow  house  ! 


She  continues 
to  mourn  ; 
appeals  to  the 
spirit  of  lier 
father  Runiar ; 
and  longs  to 
!  Conloch 
before  her 
death. 


Os.SLAN. 

Bright  maiden,  thou  shalt  see  thy  love  ; 
The  hero's  path  is  on  the  frith  : 
The  death  of  Toscar  darkens  round  his  spear. 
In  his  side  is  a  Avound,  and  it  is  black ; 
150  Wan,  by  the  waves  of  the  cave. 


Ossian  says 
thàt  slie  sliall 
soon  see  Con- 
locli,  wlio  is 
hastening  to 
her  resoue, 
and  will  slay 
Toscar  ;  but 
that,  in  vision. 


mist.  "When  sliall  I  fall,  0  Eumar  ?  Sad  Cuthona  foresees  Ler 
death.  Will  not  Conlath  hehold  lue  before  I  enter  the  narrow 
house  ? 

OssiAN. — He  shall  behold  thee,  O  maid  !  He  conies  along  the 
heaving  sea.  The  death  of  Toscar  is  dark  on  his  spear  :  a  -wound 
is  in  his  sidp.     He  is  pale  at  thc  cavp  of  Thona.     He  shows  his 
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'Us  e  'feuchainn  a  cliruth  'us  e  baoth. 

C'àit'  am  bheil  thu  fèin  le  d'  dheoir, 

'S  àrd  thriath  na  ]\Iòra  gu  bàs  ? 

Thrèig  an  aisling  ghlas  mo  chliabh  ; 
155  Cha-n  fhaic  mi  na  triathau  na  's  mò. 

A  bhàrda  nan  àm  'tha  gun  triall, 

Cuiribh  cuimhn'  air  Conlaoch  le  deoir, 

Thuit  an  gaisgeach  roimh  iomall  a  lài' ; 

Lìon  dorcha  a  thalla  le  bròn. 
1 60  Sheall  a  mhàthair  air  a  sgiath  air  baUa ; 

'Us  bha  snàmh  na  ftda  g'  a  còir. 

B'  aithnc  dh'ise  gu-n  d'  thuit  thu,  a  threin  ; 

Chualas  a  guth  fo  bheud  'am  Mòra. 

Am  bheil  thu,  'òigh,  gun  tuar,  gun  fheum 
1C5  Air  taobh  gaisgich  nam  beum,  a  Chìithonn  ? 

Tha  oidhche  'tighin  ;  tillidh  grian 

Gun  duiue  gu  'u  toirt  sìos  gu  'u  uaigh  ; 

Tha  thusa  'cur  eunhiitli  fo  fhiamh ; 

Tha  do  dheuran  mar  shìan  mu  do  ghruaidh  ; 
170  Tha  thu  fein  mar  nial  'us  e  glas, 

'Tha  'g  dirigh  gu  fras  o  lòn. 

Thàinig  siol  Shehna  o  car, 
'Us  fhuair  iad  Cìithonn'  guu  tuar ; 
Thog  iad  an  uaighean  gu  ìòìr ; 
175  'S  bha  fois  d'i  ri  Conlaoch  nam  buadh. 


ghastly  -woimd.  "VVhere  art  thou  with  thy  tears,  Ciithona  ?  The 
chief  of  Mora  dies.  The  vision  grows  dim  on  my  mind.  I  hehokl 
the  chiefs  no  more  !  But,  O  ye  hards  of  futuro  timos  !  remeiiiber 
the  fall  of  Conlath  with  tears.  lle  fell  beforo  his  day.  Sadness 
darkencd  in  his  hall.  His  motlier  looked  to  his  shield  on  the  wall, 
and  it  was  hloody  :  she  knew  that  hor  hero  fell.     Ilcr  sorrow  was 


CONLOCH   AXD   CUHONA. 


577 


He  sliows  liis  fonn,  aud  he  distraiiglit. 

Where  art  thou,  theu,  with  thy  tears, 

Wheu  Mora's  chief  is  uigh  to  death  ? 
The  grey  visiou  forsook  my  breast ; 
155  I  shall  see  the  warriors  no  more. 

Ye  bards  of  time  which  has  uot  passed, 

Couloch's  memory  preserve  with  tears  ; 

The  hero  fell  before  his  day  had  closed ; 

Darkness  filled  his  hall  with  sorrow. 
100  His  mother  looked  at  his  shield  ou  the  wall ; 

Near  it  was  the  swimmiug  of  blood. 

Shè  knew  thou  hadst  falleu,  thou  hero  ! 

Her  voice  was  heard  in  grief  on  IMora. 

Art  thou,  maiden,  pale  and  feeble 
105  By  the  side  of  the  warlike  hero,  Cuhon  ? 

Night  comes  on  ;  the  sun  returns 

Without  a  mau  to  bear  them  to  their  graves ; 

Thou  scarest  away  the  fowls ;  * 

Thy  tears  are  as  showers  on  thy  cheek  ; 
170  Thou  art  tliyself  as  a  grey  cloud 

That  rises  from  the  plaiu  in  shower. 


he  sees  Con- 
lonh  also  re- 
ceiving  a 
inortal  wound, 
and  he  calls 
on  Cuhona  to 
bewail  his  fall. 

Ossian  says 
that  the  vision 
now  forsook 
him.     He 
calls  on  bards 
to  raise  the 
praise  of  Con- 
loch,  saying 
that  the  liero 
had  fallen  be- 
fore  liis  time  ; 
that  his 
inother,  seeing 
liis  shield 
swimming  in 
lilood,  knew 
of  hÌ3  death, 
and  moumed 
for  him. 
He  addresses 
Cuhona,  ask- 
ing  if  sliB  was 
by  the  side  of 
tlie  hero,  and 
describes  her 
deep  grief. 


The  race  of  Selma  came  from  east, 
And  found  Cuhona  pale  ; 
They  reared  the  tombs  of  aL, 
175  Aud  she  rested  by  the  conqueriug  Couh)ch. 


He  then  says 
tliat  some  of 
the  race  of 
Selma  found 
Cuhona  dead, 
and  raised 
tombs  for  all 
— Conlocb, 


heard  on  Mora.  Art  tliou  pale  on  thy  rock,  Cuthona,  beside  the 
fallen  chiefs  ?  Night  comes,  and  day  returns,  but  none  appears  to 
raise  their  tomh.  Thou  frightenest  the  scrcaming  fowls  away.  Thy 
tears  for  ever  flow.  Thou  art  pale  as  a  watery  cloud  that  rises  from 
a  lake  ! 

The  sons  of  green  Selma  came  :  they  found  Culhona  cold.    They 
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Na  gluais-sa  gu  ra'  aisling,  a  tlireiu  ; 

Fhuair  Coulaocli  uam  beum  a  chliu ; 

Cum  fada  do  ghuth  o  mo  thalla  ; 

Tuiteadh  cadal  fo  fhaileus  ua  h-oitlhche. 
160  Truagh  !  nach  dì  -chuimhuichinu  mo  chàirdean 

Gus  uach  fhaicear  air  àrd  mo  cheum, 

Gus  an  tiginn  le  sòlas  'n  an  gara," 

'An  deighs  mo  chairis  gun  f  heum '' 
18i  Le  beud  na  h-aois,  'chur  's  a'  chaol-tigh  fhuar. 


«  Dr  Eoss  has 
ti'jhin  in  this 
line — evidont- 
]y  a  iiiistake. 
h  Cairis,  now 
writtencaii>6/i. 


raised  a  tomh  over  tlie  heroes.  81ie  rests  at  the  side  of  Conlatli. 
Come  not  to  my  dreams,  U  C(jiilath  !  Thou  liast  reeeived  thy 
fame.     Be  thy  voice  far  distant  from  uiy  liall,  that  sleep  may  de- 
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Comc  iiot  to  my  dream,  tliou  liero  ! 

Warlike  Conloch  lias  received  liis  fame  ; 

Keep  tliy  voicc  af\ìr  from  my  liall ; 

Let  sleep  come  oii  with  the  shades  of  night. 
1 80  Woe  is  me  !  uuable  to  forget  my  friends 

Till  my  step  shall  no  more  be  seen  on  high — 

Till  with  joy  I  come  before  them," 

After  my  good-for-nothing  frame  ^ 
184  B}-  stroke  of  age  fall  in  the  cold  (and)  narrov^'  house! 


scend  at  nigbt  0  that  I  could  forget  my  friends  till  niy  footsteps 
sliould  cease  to  be  seen  !  till  I  eome  among  tlieni  vith  joy,  and  lay 
mv  aged  lini'bs  in  the  narroTv  honse  ! 


Culioiia, 
Toscar,  and 
Feri,'U ;  aiul 
as  Conloch 
had  now  re- 
ceived  his 
fame,  he  en- 
treats  of  him 
not  to  distiirb 
him  any  more 
— to  allow  hini 
to  rest.     He 
mourns  over 
his  inahility 
to  forget  his 
friends,  hut 
looks  fonvard 
to  the  time 
when  he  shall 
meet  them  in 

joy- 


EXPLANATION    OF    PROPER    NAMES 
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CoNLOCH,  Cdoin  laoch,  "  gentle  warrior,"  or  "liero;"  or  it  may  be 
Coìui-laoc?i,  "  impetuous  hero,"  a  common  Ossianic  name,  said  Ly  jSIac- 
pherson  to  be  here  the  hrother  of  Gaul,  son  of  Momi,  and  the  lover  of 

CuHONA,  QìifJi  ihonìia,  "the  voice  of  waves,"  the  daughter  of  Humar. 

Ee-hoxa,  I-tlionn,  "  island  of  waves,"  said  hy  Macpherson  to  he  one  of 
the  Hebrides — probably  Tiree — by  others  identified  ■with  the  far-famed 
lona.  lona,  however,  is  not  a  Gaelic  term.  The  old  name  of  the 
island  was  Innis  nan  Druklltncacli  (Druidltcan),  "  the  isle  of  the 
Druids."  The  modem  one  is  I-challuim  CiUe,  "  the  isle  of  Calliini 
of  the  Cells  "  (St  Columba) ;  or  simply  /,  "  island  " — /.  e.,  ilie  island. 

Dr  Eeeves,  in  his  'Adamnan's  Life  of  St  Columba,'  shows  that  the 
name  lona  "  -was  suggested  by  an  error  in  writing,  and  was  confirmed 
by  a  supposed  connection  with  one  of  St  Columba's  names,"  p.  262, 
that  connection  being  that  iùne  in  Heb.  signifies  "  dove,"  Lat.  "  col- 
umba."    The  mistaking  n  fur  n  produced  the  present  name. 

Ferguth,  Fear-gufìi,  "  voice-man,"  refening  to  orator  or  bard,  ap- 
parently  a  rlifferent  name  from  Fergus. 

Eo.vx.^N  is  ■written  l)y  Macpherson  Ma-ronnan,  and  said  to  be  the 
brother  of  Toscar. 

RuMAR.  possibly  from  the  Irish  riiaiìiìnlha,  "  great,"  "  magnifieent." 
Ruanih-fhcar  (?),  the  futher  of  Cu-hona. 
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ToscAR,  possilily  Tosg-fhmr,  mcauing  a  iiian  of  "clcaving"  or 
"  gasliing  blows ; '■'  or  it  may  be  tosgaire,  an  old  ■\vord,  and  still  iised 
in  Ireland  for  "  ambassador."  The  name  is  famiJiar  to  every  rcader  of 
Ossian  as  that  of  tlie  fatlier  of  !Malvina.  Ilcre  it  is  Lorne  liy  a  person 
of  very  different  character. 

Tlic  otlier  names  in  tlie  poem  rcquiro  no  cxiilanation. 


NOTES   TO   CONLOCH  AND   CUHONA, 


1  "  The  sky-fire  came  iu  a  flash, 

Ami  in  tlie  sliiuing  from  a  wastcJ  sIiÌl'U 
I  saw,"  &c. 

Tliis  sliort  poem,  containing  some  passages  of  exquisite  beauty,  is 
very  ohscure  tlirougliout — evidently  fragmentary.  There  is  a  copy  of  it 
in  Stewart's  Cullection  and  another  in  the  Irvine  MS.  Macpherson's 
Argument  must  be  carefully  read  in  order  to  understand  its  drift ;  but 
the  uarrative  does  not  bear  out  all  that  is  stated  in  that  Argument. 
Besides  tlie  general  indistinctness  of  the  poem,  there  are  some  lines 
here  and  there  which  cannot  be  translated  with  any  degree  of  exact- 
ness.    The  Gaelic  of  tliose  before  us  is — 

' '  Thàinig  tein-athair  le  beuni, 
'S  le  sealladh  na  f&arnaicUi  doi-thn-'iui, 
Chnnnaic  mi,"  &c. 

Tlie  second  line  is  very  diflicult.  Fèarnadh  is  now  universaUy  applied 
to  the  "alder-tree ;"  but  it  cannot  be  that  it  was  in  the  light  of 
"  alder  "  the  vision  was  seen.     A  Gaelic  proverb  declares  with  truth — 

"  Diù  connaidh  Fèarn'  ili'." 
The  very  worst  fuel  is  fresh  alder." 

It  woukl  not  ignite  with  the  lightning.  Macpherson  speaks  of  the 
"  blasted  fern  ;  "  but  he  evidently  regards  the  sound  alone.  Fhamadh 
never  means  "fern,"  and  his  translation  is  objectionaLIe  on  other 
grounds.     Macfarlan  gives — 

"  Et  cum  refulgentia  clypei  iuibeeilli, 
Vidi,"  &c. 

I  find  that  fharnadh  of  old  meant  "  shield,"  and  I  have  so  translated 
it ;  but  do  threun,  as  it  is  in  the  Socioty's  edition,  signifies  "  to  a  brave 
man,"  or  "  hero,"  a  meaning  utterly  inadmissible  here.  Stewart  and 
the  Irviiie  MS.  have  doi-threun,  apparently  a  bad  form  of  nco-threun  ; 
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but  as  it  makes  an  iutuUigiblc  nieaning,  I  havc  inserted  it,  and  have 
given  what  appears  to  be  the  general  meaning — that,  in  the  rcflection 
of  the  lightning  from  a  -wasted  or  ■vveak  shield,  Toscar  saw  the  form 
of  the  aged  man. 

^  "  We  are  in  Ee-hona  of  stormy  sounds, 

Heavy  and  sad  under  death-hodiivj  waves." 

"  Trom  'us  duilich  fo  mhara-bheuc  thonn," 
"  Heavy  and  sad  under  sea-soundiìtij  waves." 

This,  which  is  tlie  text,  appoars  to  be  a  tautological  expression — very 
different  from  Ossian's  highly-expressive  epithets.  Morc  than  this, 
"  fo  m?iarhh-hhe\xc  thonn"  is  pronounced  exactly  like  the  other;  and  as 
it  gives  a  much  clearer  meaning,  I  have  vcntured  to  insert  it. 

•*  "  Gently  (in  it)  I  hear  the  pure  and  lovely  maid, 
The  generous  Cuhona's  plaintive  voico." 

These  two  lines,  as  they  are  in  Gaelic,  are  very  obscure.  I  have 
added  what  gives  them  some  meaning,  and,  I  feel  confident,  the  true 
meaning. 

*  "  Tliou  scarest  away  the  fowls." 
"  Tha  tliusa  'cur  ouiihiith  fo  fhiamh." 

This  line,  abruptly  introduced  as  it  is,  presents  a  vivid  picturo  of 
Cuhona's  abiding  love  to  Conloch,  and  brings  to  remenibrance  the  still 
more  touching  picture  of  "  Eizpah's  kindness  vmto  the  dead  "  (2  Sam. 
xxi.)     Liues  93,  94)  and  144  are  also  very  like  Scriptural  expressious. 


THE    ENP. 
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